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BETTERS 

BETWEEN 

FREDERIC  II.  and  M.  DE  VOLTAIRE. 


LETTER  I. 

From  the  King,  while  Prince  Royal . 

& I Berlin,  Auguft  8,  1736. 

Ti  lOUGH  I have  not  the  pleafure  of 
being  perfonally  known  to  you,  I am  not  the 
lets  acquainted  with  you  in  your  writings.  They 
are,  if  I may  be  allowed  the  exprefiion,  treafures 
of  mind,  and  pieces  of  workmanlhip  laboured 
with  fo  much  tafle,  delicacy,  and  art,  that  their 
beauties  appear  new  every  time  they  are  ex- 
amined. I imagine  I have  difeovered  in  them 
vol.  vi.  B the 
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the  character  of  their  ingenious  author,  who 
.does  honour  to  the  age  and  to  the  human  un- 
demanding. The  great  men  among  the  mo- 
derns will  one  day  be  indebted  to  you,  and  to 
you  only,  (hould  the  difpute  between  the  ancients 
and  moderns  ever  be  revived,  for  havffig  in- 
clined the  fcale  in  their  favour. 

To  the  quality  of  an  excellent  poet  you  add 
an  infinity  of  additional  knowledge,  which  it  is 
true  has  fome  relation  to  poetry,  but  which thas 
never  been  appropriated  to  it,  except  by  your- 
felf.  Never  before  did  poet  impart  cadence  to 
metaphyiical  reflections ; this  honour  was  re- 
fer ved  for  you.  It  was  the  tafte  which  you  dif- 
cover,  in  your  writings,  for  philofophy  that  in- 
duced me  to  fend  you  the  tranflation  I have 
caufed  to  be  made  of  the  accufation  and  juftifi- 
cation  of  Wolf,  the  moft  celebrated  philofopher 
of  our  times ; and  who,  for  having  introduced 
light  into  the  dark  abodes  of  metaphyfics,  and 
for  having  treated  fubjeCts  fo  abftrufe  in  a 
manner  equally  dignified,  precife,  and  clear,  is 
cruelly  accufed  of  irreligion  and  atheifm.  Such 
is  the  deftiny  of  great  men ; the  fuperiority  of 
their  genius  continually  expofes  them  to  the 
envenomed  (hafts  of  calumny  and  envy. 

I am  at  prefent  cauiing  the  treatife  on  God, 
on  the  foul,  and  on  the  world,  which  has  fallen 

from 
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from  the  pen  of  the  fame  author,  to  be  trans- 
lated. 1 will  fend  it  to  ybu,  fir,  as  foon  as  it 
fhall  be  finilbed ; and  I am  certain  that  the 
force  of  his  demonftrations  will  (trike  you 
through  all  his  proportions,  which  he  purfues 
geometrically,  and  connedts  them  with  each 
other,  like  links  of  the  fame  chain. 

The  kindnefs  with  which  you  regard,  and  the 
fupport  you  afford  to,  all  thofe  who  devote 
themfelves  to  arts  and  fciences,  lead  me  to  hope 
that  you  will  not  exclude  me  from  the  number 
of  the  perfons  whom  you  fhall  deem  worthy  of 
receiving  your  inftrudlions ; for  I may  juftly  call 
a correfpondence  with  you  by  letter  inftrudtive  ; 
it  cannot  but  be  profitable  to  any  thinking  being. 
I dare  even  affirm,  without  derogating  from  the 
merit  of  any  one,  there  is  not,  in  the  whole  world, 
an  exception  to  be  made  in  favour  of  any  man 
of  whom  you  are  not  worthy  to  be  the  matter. 

Without  being  prodigal  of  praife  which  would 
be  unworthy  of  your  acceptance,  I may  add,  I 
find  innumerable  beauties  in  your  works.  . Your 
Henriade  charms  me  ; it  happily  triumphs  over 
the  injudicious  criticifms  by  which  it  has  been 
attacked.  In  the  tragedy  of  C^efar,  we  behold 
charadfers  well  fupported.  The  fentiments  are 
all  fplendid  and  great ; and  we  feel  that  Brutus 
is  either  Roman  or  Englifh.  Alzira  to  the  gracfe 
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of  novelty  adds  a happy  contrail  between  favage 
and  European  manners.  You  fhevv  us,  in  the 
charader  of  Gutman,  that  chriftianity  ill  un- 
derilood,  and  under  the  guidance  of  falfe  zeal, 
renders  man  more  barbarous  and  inhuman  than 
paganifmitfelf. 

Corneille,  the  great  Corneille,  who  attraded 
the  admiration  of  his  age,  could  he  at  prefent 
rife  from  the  dead,  would  behold  with  aftonifh- 
ment,  and  perhaps  with  envy,  that  the  tragic 
mufe  has  lavished  favours  upon  you  which  fhe 
granted  to  him  but  fparingly.  What  have  we 
not  to  exped  from  the  author  of  fo  many  works 
of  genius  ! What  new  miracles  will  not  ilart 
from  the  pen  which  fo  lately,  fo  wittily,  and  fo 
elegantly,  has  delineated  the  temple  of  taile ! 

Thefe  are  the  reafons  that  induced  me  ar- 
dently to  defire  the  polfeflion  of  all  your  works* 
1 entreat,  fir,  you  will  fend  them,  will  communi- 
cate them  to  me,  without  referve.  If  among 
your  manufcripts  there  fhould  be  any  one  which, 
from  motives  of  neceflary  circumfpedion,  you 
think  proper  to  conceal  from  the  eyes  of  the 
public,  I promife  to  preferve  it  in  the  fanduary 
of  fecrecy,  and  to  remain  fatisfied  with  bellow- 
ing my  fingle  unfocial  applaufe.  I know  that 
unfortunately  the  faith  of  princes  is  a thing  b ut 
little  refpeded,  in  our  days;  but  I neverthelefs 

hope 
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hope  you  will  not  fuffer  yourfelf  to  be  prejudiced 
by  general  opinion,  and  that  you  will  kindly 
confider  me  as  an  exception  to  the  rule. 

I fhall  think  myfelf  more  wealthy,  by  pof- 
feffing  your  works,  than  I could  be  by  the  ac- 
quirement of  all  the  tranfitory  and  defpicable 
gifts  of  fortune,  which  the  fame  chance  that  gives 
takes  away.  The  firft,  I mean  your  works,  we 
may,  by  the  aid  of  memory,  make  our  own,  and 
while  memory  fhould  remain  they  would  be  ours. 
Knowing  the  little  fhrength  of  mine,  I long  hell- 
tate  before  I can  determine  on  the  choice  of 
thofe  fubjeds  with  which  it  ought  to  be  ftored. 

Were  poetry  in  the  (late  in  which  it  formerly 
was,  and  did  poets  at  prefent  continue  to  write 
dull  idyls,  eclogues  caft  in  the  fame  mould,  and 
infipid  fianzas,  or  if  at  belt  they  could  oniy  tune 
the  lyre  to  elegy,  I fhould  for  ever  renounce 
poetry.  But  you  ennoble  the  art : you  indicate 
new  roads,  and  paths  unknown  to  the  * * * 
and  the  Roufleaus  of  the  age. 

There  are  qualities  in  your  verfes  which  ren- 
der them  refpedable,  and  worthy  to  be  admired 
and  ftudied  by  all  refpedable  people.  They 
contain  a courfe  of  morality,  and  by  reading  we 
are  taught  to  think  and  to  ad  ; virtue  is  painted 
in  them  in  colours  the  moft  beautiful ; the  idea 
of  true  glory  is  there  determinate,  precife;  and 
B 3 you 
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you  infmuate  a love  of  the  fciences  in  fo  artful 
and  fo  delicate  a manner,  that  whoever  has  read 
your  works  is  infpired  with  the  ambition  of  fol- 
lowing your  traces.  How  o^ten  have  I faid  to 

myfelf Cf  Leave,  wretched  man,  a burthen 

which  thou  art  unable  to  bear  ! Voltaire  can- 
“ not  be  imitated,  for  Voltaire  (lands  alone*  !” 
In  moments  like  thefe,  I have  felt  that  the  ad- 
vantages of  birth,  and  the  fumes  of  grandeur 
which  vanity  fo  continually  infpires,  are  of  but 
little,  or,  to  fpeak  more  truly,  of  no  worth. 
Tl;ey  are  diftindtions  foreign  to  ourfelves,  and 
which  do  but  adorn  the  figure.  How  much 
more  preferable  are  talents  and  underftanding  ! 
How  much  are  we  indebted  to  the  man,  by 
nature  diftinguifhed,  in  whom  they  have  taken 
birth  ! Nature  delights  in  forming  men  whom 
fhe  endows  with  all  necefifary  capacity  to  make 
a progrefs  in  the  arts  and  fciences ; and  it  is 
for  princes  to  reward  their  labours.  Alas,  why 
has  not  fame  made  me  the  inftrument  of  bellow- 
ing the  wreath  due  to  your  fuccefs  ? My  only 
fear  is  that  this  country,  but  little  fertile  in  lau- 


* The  French  reads  u Voltaire  cannot  be  imitated  unlefs  by 
being  Voltaire  himfelf.,,  The  tranflator  has  taken  the  liberty 
of  avoiding  the  old  joke  of  the  elephant,  which  was  the  largeft 
in  the  whole  world,  except  himfelf.  T . 


I 


rels. 


correspondence.  7 

rels,  will  not  afford  fufficient  to  reward  your 
works. 

If  fate  fliouLd  not  favour  me  fo  far  as  to 
make  you  mine,  I at  leaft  may  hope  fome  day  to 
fee  the  man  whom,  at  fo  great  a diftance,  I have 
admired ; and  perfonally  to  allure  you  I am, 
with  all  the  efteem  and  refped:  due  to  thofe  who, 
following  the  torch  of  truth  as  their  guide,  con- 
fecrate  their  labours  to  the  public. 

Sir, 

Your  affectionate  friend, 

Federic*,  P.  R.  of  Pruffia. 


LETTER  II. 

From  M.  de  Voltaire. 

SIR,  Paris,  Auguft  26,  17 36. 

X SHOULD  indeed  be  infenfible  were  I not 
exceedingly  affected  by  the  letter  with  which 
your  royal  highnefs  has  deigned  to  honour  me. 
My  felf-love  is  there  too  highly  flattered ; but 

* The  editors  of  the  edition  of  Bafil,  and  of  the  Letters 
of  Count  Suhm,  inform  ps  that  the  king  of  Pruffia  'always  figned 
himfelf  Federic , becaufe  the  pronunciation  was  more  foft  than 
Frederic . 

b4 
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my  love  of  the  human  race,  which  is  ever  in  my 
heart,  and  which,  I will  venture  to  affirm,  con- 
ftitutes  my  charader,  has  imparted  a pleafure  a 
thoufand  times  more  pure,  when  I perceived 
there  was  one  prince  in  the  world  who  thought 
like  a man;  aphilofophic  prince  born  to  render 
men  happy. 

Permit  me  to  fay,  there  is  not  a man  on  earth 
who  is  not  indebted  to  the  care  with  which  you 
apply  yourfelf  to  cultivate,  by  found  philofophy, 
a mind  born  to  command.  Be  afiured,  there 
never  have  been  any  truly  good  kings,  except 
fuch  who,  like  you,  began  by  acquiring  know- 
ledge, by  fludying  man,  by  the  love  of  truth, 
and  by  the  detedation  of  perfecution  and  fuper- 
flition.  There  is  no  monarch  who,  thinking 
thus,  might  not  reflore  the  golden  age  in  his 
domains.  How  does  it  happen  that  fo  few 
kings  feek  this  advantage  ? You  are  fenfible  of 
it,  fir : others  think  more  of  royalty  than  of 
humanity  ; you  do  exadly  the  reverfe.  Be 
allured  that  if  hereafter  the  tumult  of  affairs,  and 
the  wicked nefs  of  man,  fhall  not  alter  a charader 
fo  divine,  you  will  be  adored  by  your  people, 
and  revered  by  the  whole  earth.  Philofophers, 
worthy  fo  to  be  called,  will  croud  to  your  dates. 
Like  as  the  mod  celebrated  artids  repair,  in 
multitudes,  to  the  countries  where  their  art  is 

held 
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held  in  the  mod  edeem,  fo  will  thinking  men 
furround  your  throne. 

The  illudrious  queen  Chridina  quitted  her 
kingdom  to  go  in  fearch  of  the  arts : only  reign  s 
fir , and  the  arts  will  come  in  fearch  of  you. 

May  you  never  be  difguded  with  the  fciences 
becaufe  of  the  quarrels  of  the  fcientific  ! You 
perceive,  fir,  from  the  fads  which  you  have 
deigned  to  inform  me  of,  that  the  literati  are 
men,  in  general,  as  much  as  courtiers  are  ; they 
are  fometimes  equally  avaricious,  intriguing, 
falfe  and  cruel;  and  the  only  difference,  be- 
tween the  peds  of  the  court  and  the  peds  of 
the  fchools,  is  that  the  latter  are  the  mod  ri- 
diculous. 

It  is  a melancholy  reflexion,  for  humanity, 
that  tliofe  who  call  themfelves  the  denouncers  of 
the  heavenly  commands,  the  interpreters  of  the 
Deity,  in  a word,  that  the  theologians,  are  fome- 
times of  all  men  the  mod  dangerous ; that  they 
are  as  pernicious  to  fociety  as  they  are  obfcure  in 
their  opinions ; and  that  their  minds  are  inflated 
with  gall  and  pride,  in  proportion  as  they  are 
deditute  of  truth.  They  wifh  to  diduib  the 
world  in  defence  of  a fophifm,  and  to  induce 
kings  to  revenge  with  fire  and  fword  the  in- 
fulted  honour  of  an  argument  in  ferio>  or  in 
Barbara. 


Every 
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• Every  thinking  being  who  is  not  of  their 
opinion  is  an  atheift;  and  every  king  who  does 
not  favour  them  is  to  fuffer  damnation.  You 
know,  fir,  the  beft  that  can  be  done  is  to  aban- 
don thefe  pretended  preceptors,  but  real  ene- 
mies, of  the  human  race,  to  their  own  courfe. 
Their  words  when  unnoticed  evaporate  in 
wind  * ; but  fhould  the  influence  of  authority 
interfere,  the  wind  becomes  a tempefl  which 
fometimes  overturns  the  throne. 

With  the  joy  of  a heart  full  of  love  for  the 
public  good,  I perceive,  fir,  the  immenfe  diftance 
which  you  place  between  thofe  men  who  peace- 
ably feek  the  truth,  and  thofe  who  are  defirous  of 
warfare  in  defence  of  words,  the  meaning  of 
which  they  do  not  underhand.  I perceive  that 
men  like  Newton,  Leibnitz,  Bayle  and  Locke, 
thofe  elevated,  enlightened  and  gentle  fpirits,  af- 
ford you  inteile&ual  nutriment ; and  that  you 
caff  away  all  other  pretended  aliments,  which 
you  find  to  be  empoifoned  or  unfubflantial. 

I cannot  too  much  thank  your  royal  highnefs 
for  your  goodnefs  in  fending  me  the  little  book 
concerning  Wolf:  I deem  his  metaphyfical 

r*  The  French  reads ———feperd  en  l1  air  comme  da  vent — i.  e. 
tc  Are  loft  in  air  like  the  wind.”  The  underftanding  of 
Voltaire  himfelf  was  not  fufticiently  copious  to  be  always 
correct.  T. 
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Ideas  to  be  fuch  as  do  honour  to  the  human  un- 
derstanding : they  are  flafhes  of  lightning,  in 
the  midft  of  deep  darknefs,  and  this  I believe 
is  all'  that  can  be  hoped  from  metaphyfics. 
There  is  little  probability  that  firft  caufes  Should 
ever  be  well  understood.  The  mice  that  inhabit 
fome  Small  chinks,  in  a vaSt  building,  neither 
know  whether  the  building  be  eternal,  who  is 
the  architect,  nor  wherefore  it  has  been  built  by 
that  architedl : they  endeavour  to  preferve  life, 

' to  people  their  holes,  and  to  fly  the  destructive 
animals  by  which  they  are  purfued.  Such  mice 
are  we ; and  the  divine  architect  who  has  built 
the  univerfe  has  never  yet,  to  my  knowledge, 
revealed  his  fecret  to  any  moufe  among  us.  If 
any  one  may  more  than  another  pretend  to  fuch 
divination,  it  is  M.  Wolf.  We  may  contend 
with,  but  we  muft  eSteem  him ; for  his  philofo- 
phy  is  far  from  being  pernicious.  What  can  be 
more  noble,  more  true,  than  to  fay  like  him  that 
men  ought  to  be  equitable,  even  though  they 
Should  have  the  misfortune  to  be  atheifls  * ? 

The  protection  which  it  feems  you  afford,  fir, 
to  this  learned  man,  is  a proof  of  the  juftnefs  of 

* There  feems  reafon  to  fufpedt  fome  error  of  the  prefs. 

The  author  probably  faid,  or  meant  to  fay “ Juftice 

fhould  be  done  to  all  men,  even  though  they  fhould  have  the 
jmsfortune  to  be  atheifts.”  T. 
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your  mind,  and  of  the  humanity  of  your  fen- 
timents. 

You  have  the  goodnefs,  fir,  to  promife  to 
fend  me  the  treatife  on  God,  on  the  foul,  and 
on  the  world. What  a prefent ! How  un- 

common an  intercourfe !« — -The  heir  of  a 
throne,  from  the  fplendors  of  his  palace,  deigns 
to  fend  a hermit  his  inftrudions  ! Grant  me  the 
promifed  prefent,  fir,  of  which  I am  only  worthy 
from  my  extreme  love  for  truth.  Princes  ge- 
nerally dread  to  hear  the  truth ; but  by  you 
truth  lball  be  taught. 

With  refped  to  poetry,  of  which  you  have 
fpoken  to  me,  you  think  with  the  fame  good 
fenfe  on  this  art  as  on  all  other  fubjeds.  Poetry 
which  does  not  teach  men  fome  new  and  aiFeding 
truth  does  but'  little  deferve  to  be  read.  You 
are  fenfible  nothing  can  be  more  contemptible 
than  to  pafs  our  lives  in  rhyming  thofe  common 
place  thoughts  which  do  not  merit  the  name  of 
thought.  If  there  be  any  thing  ftill  more  con- 
temptible, it  is  that  of  being  a fatirical  poet,  of 
writing  only  to  decry  the  writings  of  others. 
Such  poets  are  to  Parnaflus  what  thofe  dodors 
are  to  the  fchools  v/ho  underfland  nothing  but 
words,  and  who  cabal  againft  fuch  as  treat  on 
realities. 


If 
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If  the  Henriade  has  had  the  good  fortune  not 
to  difpleafe  your  royal  highnefs,  I am  indebted 
for  this  to  the  love  of  the  true,  and  to  the  hor- 
ror which  my  poem  infpires  againfl  the  factious* 
the  perfecutor,  the  fuperflitious,  the  tyrannical* 
and  the  rebellious.  It  is  the  work  of  an  honed 
man,  and  ought  to  find  favour  in  the  prefence 
of  a philofophic  prince. 

You  command  me  to  fend  you  my  other 
works  : I will  obey,  fir;  you  fhall  be  my  judge, 
and  to  you  I will  appeal  inflead  of  to  the  public; 
to  you  I will  fubmit  what  I ventured  to  write  on 
philofophy,  and  your  reflection  fhall  be  my  re- 
ward ; a reward  which  few  fovereigns  have  it  in 
their  power  to  bellow.  Of  your  fecrecy  I am 
certain ; your  virtues  muft  equal  your  und^r- 
ftanding. 

I fhall  efleem  it  a very  fingular  happinefs 
perfonally  to  come  and  pay  my  refpeCls  to  your 
royal  highnefs.  We  travel  to  Rome  to  vine 
churches,  pictures,  ruins,  and  baffo-relievos.  A 
prince  like  you,  fir,  much  better  deferves  fuch 
a journey ; the  rarity  contains  much  more  of 
the  marvellous.  But  friendfliip  will  not  per- 
mit me  to  leave  the  retreat  in  which  it 
me.  You,  no  doubt,  think  like  Julian.  This 
great  man,  who  has  been  fo  much  calumniated, 
3 faid 
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faid  that  friends  ought  ever  to  be  preferred  to 
kings. 

In  whatever  corner  of  the  world  I (hall  end 
my  days,  be  certain,  fir,  my  fupplications  will 
ever  be  offered  up  for  you  ; that  is  to  fay,  for 
the  happinefs  of  a whole  people.  My  heart 
will  ever  rank  me  among  your  fubjeds,  and 
your  glory  will  be  ever  dear  to  me.  It  is  my 
wifli  that  you  may  continually  refemble  your 
prefent  felf,  and  that  other  kings  may  refemble 
you. 

I am,  with  profound  refped. 

Your  royal  highnefs’s 

very  humble,  &c. 


LETTER  III. 

From  the  Prince  Royal . 

SIR,  Rheinfberg,  September  9,  17  36* *. 

T o receive  praifes  from  a man  of  your 
merit  is  putting  a fcholar  in  philofophy  very 

* The  date  in  the  Berlin  edition  is  November  4,  but  the 
date  of  the  Bafil  edition  in  this  inftance  (and  many  others) 
is  confirmed  by  the  anfwer  of  Voltaire.  I {hall,  however, 
make  it  my  duty  to  notice  the  variations  as  they  occur ; and 
{hall  fpeak  concerning  thefe  editions  in  fome  general  remarks 
at  the  conclufion  of  the  work,  which  it  will  be  neceiTary  to 
make.  T. 
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feverely  to  the  proof.  Preemption,  and  the 
love  of  felf,  thofe  cruel  tyrants  of  the  foul, 
which  poifon  it  by  flattery,  imagine  they  have 
acquired  the  authority  of  a philofopher,  and, 
receiving  arms  from  your  hands,  would  ufurp 
an  empire  over  my  reafon,  which  I have  ever 
difputed  with  them/  Happy  fhall  I be, if,  by 
convincing  them,  and  by  the  practice  of  phi- 
lofophy,  I may  one  day  equal  the  perhaps  too 
advantageous  idea  which  you  have  conceived 
of  me. 

You  have  drawn  the  portrait  of  an  accom- 
plifhed  prince,  fir,  in  your  letter,  in  which  I 
cannot'  difcover  my  own  features*  You  have 
given  me  a leflbn,  which  you  have  clothed  after 
the  mod  ingenious  and  moft  obliging  fafliion ; 
in  fine,  you  have  employed  artifice  to  introduce 
timid  truth  into  the  company  of  a prince.  It  is 
my  intention  to  make  this  portrait  a model,  and 
I will  employ  every  effort  to  render  myfelf  the 
worthy  difciple  of  a mafter  who  knows  fo  di- 
vinely how  to  inftrud:. 

I already  feel  myfelf  infinitely  indebted  to 
your  works,  from  which  fentiments  and  know- 
ledge may  be  acquired  worthy  of  the  greateft 
men.  My  vanity  does  not  prompt  me  to  fup- 
pofe  myfelf  one  of  thefe ; and,  if  I may  be 
indulged  in  the  ambition  of  hereafter  becom- 
ing: 
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ing  one,  I (hall  be  indebted  for  my  fuccefs* 
fir,  to  you. 

Some  traits  of  worth  fhould  Europe  think  my  due, 

Truth  will  proclaim,  I owe  them  all  to  you. 

I cannot  forbear  to  admire  that  generous  cha- 
radter,  that  love  of  the  human  race,  by  which 
you  merit  the  applaufe  of  all  nations,  which  I 
dare  even  affirm  are  more  indebted  to  you  than 
the  Greeks  were  to  their  fage  legifiators,  Solon 
and  Lycurgus,  whofe  laws  made  their  country 
flouriih,  and  laid  the  foundation  of  a grandeur 
to  which,  without  them,  Greece  never  could 
have  afpired.  Authors,  in  a certain  fenfe,  are 
public  men;  their  writings  are  every  where 
fpread,  are  known  to  the  whole  world,  and  ma- 
nifefl  to  the  reader  the  ideas  with  which  they  are 
impreffed.  You  publifli  your  opinions ; their 
beauty,  the  charms  of  didtion  and  of  eloquence,  in 
a word,  all  that  the  ardour  of  thought  and  the 
power  of  elocution  are  capable  of  producing,  en- 
chant your  readers ; your  affedtions  are  moved, 
and  prefently,bythefympathizingimpulfe  which 
you  communicate,  the  whole  earth  breathes  the 
fame  love  of  mankind.  You  form  good  citizens, 
faithful  friends,  and  fubjedts  who,  abhorring 
rebellion,  are  zealous  for  the  public  welfare. 
How  much  are  men  indebted  to  you  ! 


Though 


CORRESPONDENCE.  I y 

Though  all  Europe  (hould  not  acknowledge 
a truth,  which  is  not  therefore  the  lefs  a truth, 
though  it  (hould  not  be  infpired  with  all  that 
gratitude  which  is  fo  juftly  your  due,  dill  allure 
yourfelf  of  mine;  and  henceforth  regard  my 
actions  as  the  fruits  of  your  leflons.  I have  re- 
ceived thofe  leflons,  my  heart  has  been  moved, 
and  to  pra&ife  them  during  life  is  what  I have 
impofed  upon  myfelf  as  an  inviolable  law. 

I fee  with  admiration,  fir,  that  your  knowledge 
has  not  confined  itfelf  to  the  fciences  only,  but 
that  you  have  founded  the  utmoft  depths  of  the 
human  heart,  and  that  the  falutary  advice  you 
give  me,  by  defiring  me  to  be  diffident  of 
myfelf,  originated  there.  For  this  I thank  you, 
fir,  and  wifh  to  repeat  it  to  myfelf  incefiantly. 

It  is  one  of  the  deplorable  effe&s  of  human 
frailty  that  men  are  not  always  equal  to  them- 
felves ; their  refolutions  are  often  deftroyed  with 
the  fame  promptitude  with  which  they  were 
formed.  The  Spaniards  very  judicioully  fay — 
fuch  a man  has  been  brave.  Might  it  not,  with 
equal  truth,  be  faid  that  great  men  are  not 
always,  nor  wholly,  great  ? 

If  there  be  one  thing  I more  ardently  defire 
than  all  others,  it  is  to  be  furrounded  by  able 
and  learned  men.  I (hall  not  think  thofe  en- 
deavours which  I (hall  employ  to  attraft  them 

VOL.  VI.  C to 
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to  me  loft ; it  is  but  a homage  due  to  their 
merit,  and  a confeflion  of  the  neceffity  we  have 
of  their  inftrudtions. 

I cannot  recover  from  my  aftonifhment  when  . 
I recolledt  that  a nation,  improved  by  the  fine 
arts  and  aided  by  genius,  a nation  which  fo  long 
has  been  in  poftefiion  of  good  tafte,  (hould  re- 
main ignorant  of  the  treafure  fhe  herfelf  pof- 
feftes.  What ! And  does  that  Voltaire  to  whom 
we  eredt  altars  and  ftatues,  negle&ed  by  his 
country,  live  a hermit  in  the  further  part  of  the 
province  . of  Champagne  ! This  is  a paradox ; 
an  enigma ; one  of  the  flrange  effedts  of  the 
caprice  of  men  ! 

Do  not  fear,  fir,  that  ever  I fhould  be  difgufted 
with  learning,  becaufe  of  the  quarrels  of  the 
learned.  I fhall  always  know  the  proper  dif- 
tindtion  between  the  fciences,  themfelves,  and 
thofe  by  whom  fcience  is  degraded.  Their 
difputes  generally  originate  either  in  exceflive 
ambition,  and  the  infatiable  avidity  of  acquiring 
fame,  or  in  the  envy  inferior  merit  conceives  at 
beholding  the  fplendor  of  genius,  and  itfelf  in 
the  (hade.  Great  men  are  liable  to  perfecution 
from  the  latter  caufe.  Thus  trees,  the  branches 
of  which  rife  to  the  clouds,  are  more  expofed  to 
the  injuries  of  weather,  the  ftorm  and  the  whirl- 
wind, than  the  weak  fhrubs  which  grow  beneath 

and 
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and  are  fheltered  by  their  foliage.  It  was  this 
which  from  the  depths  of  hell  raifed  up  the 
calumnies  incited  againft  Defcartes  and  Bayle, 
It  is  the  fuperiority  of  yourfelf  and  of  Wolf 
which  offends  the  ignorant,  and  induces  thofe 
to  exclaim  whofe  ridiculous  prefumption  would 
ruin  every  man,  the  underftanding,  learning, 
and  knowledge  of  whom  fhould  efface  their 
own.  But  let  us  for  a moment  fuppofe  that 
great  men  fhould  even  forget  themfelves  fo  fa 
as  to  be  angry  with  each  other;  ought  we  there- 
fore to  deny  them  the  title  of  great,  and  deprive 
them  of  the  efteem  which  they  have  deferved  by 
their  various  eminent  qualities  ? The  public 
ufually  does  not  pardon ; it  condemns  the 
fmalleft  faults ; its  judgment  is  fixed  only  on  the 
prefent,  and  the  pafl  is  eftimated  at  nothing : 
but  we  ought  not  to  imitate  the  public.  I feek 
for  learned  and  worthy  men,  and  not  for  men 
who  are  free  from  error.  When  did  nature 
form  fuch  a model  of  virtue  as  to  be  exempt 
from  all  blame  ? I fhould  think  myfelf  happy, 
if  the  world  would  have  the  fame  indul- 
gence for  my  defeats  as  I have  for  the  defe&s  of 
others. 

When  flunned  by  the  conteft  of  the  rhymers 
of  Parnaflus,  I advife  them  to  read  the  preface 
to  Alzira ; where,  fir,  you  have  given  them  a 
C 2 leffon 
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lefTon  which  they  ought  never  to  forget,  and  to 
which  nothing  can  be  added. 

With  refped  to  the  theologians,  it  appears 
that  they  generally  refemble  each  other,  be  they 
of  what  nation  or  of  what  religion  they  may. 
Their  defign  is  to  arrogate  to  themfelves  a def- 
potic  power  over  the  confcience,  and  this  is  fuf- 
ficient  to  render  them  the  zealous  perfecutors  of 
ail  thofe  who  nobly  dare  to  unveil  truth.  They 
are  continually  armed  with  anathematizing  thun- 
der, that  they  may,  by  their  curfes,  crufh  the 
imaginary  phantom  of  irreligion,  which  they 
unremittingly  combat.  Yet  liften  to  them  and 
they  will  preach  humility,  a virtue  which  they 
never  yet  have  pradifed,  and  call  themfelves  the 
minifters  of  the  God  of  peace,  whom  they  ferve 
with  hearts  overflowing  with  hatred  and  ambi- 
tion. Their  conduct,  which  is  fo  little  confor- 
mable to  their  morality,  would,  in  my  opinion, 
be  fufficient  to  difcredit  their  dodrine. 

The  character  of  truth  is  wholly  different. 
She  has  no  need  of  arms  to  defend  herfelf,  nor  of 
violence  to  engage  man  to  be  of  her  faith. 
Let  her  but  appear,  and  as  foon  as  her  luminous 
rays  have  difperfed  the  clouds  by  which  fhe  was 
concealed,  her  triumph  is  certain. 

What  I have  faid,  I imagine,  contains  fome 
traits  which  fufficiently  charaderifc  the  clergy, 

and 
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and  which,  were  they  to  read,  would  not  induce 
them  to  choofe  us  for  their  panegyrifts.  I know 
however  enough  of  their  defeCts  to  be  in  con- 
fcience  obliged  to  render  them  thatjuftice  which 
is  their  due.  Boileau,  in  his  fatire  againft 
women,  had  the  equity  to  except  three  ladies  of 
Paris,  whofe  acknowledged  virtue  fheltered  them 
from  his  darts.  Following  his  example,  I can 
cite  two  prelates,  in  the  kingdom  of  Pruffia, 
who  love  truth,  who  are  philofophers,  and  whofe 
integrity  and  candour  well  deferve  that  they 
fhould  not  be  confounded  with  the  multitude. 
This  is  a teftimony  which  I owe  to  Meflieurs 
de  Beaufobre  and  Reinbec ; men  who  equally 
merit  the  epithet  of  celebrated. 

The  vulgar  crowd,  among  the  clergy,  cer- 
tainly are  unworthy  that  we  (hould*defcend  fo 
far  as  to  inform  ourfelves  of  the  diflenfions  by 
which  they  are  agitated.  I willingly  leave  fuch 
men  the  freedom  of  teaching  and  believing 
whatever  can  procure  themfelves  fome  fatisfac- 
tion;  and  the  more  willingly  becaufe  my  cha- 
racter is  not  violent.  But  this  fame  character, 
which  renders  me  the  defender  of  freedom, 
equally  induces  me  to  hate  perfecution.  I can- 
not be  an  idle  fpeCtator  of  innocence  opprefied. 
To  fuffer  this  would  be  timidity  and  cow- 
ardice. 

c3 
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I never  fhould  fo  warmly  have  embraced  the 
caufe  of  M.  Wolf,  had  I not  feen  men  who  call 
themfelves  reafonable  exhauft  their  bitternefs, 
and  gall,  againft  a philofopher  who  has  dared  to 
think  freely ; and  had  I not  feen  thefe  men  carry 
their  blind  fury  fo  far  as  to  hate,  without  being 
able  to  give  any  other  reafon  for  their  hatred 
than  what  arofe  from  a difference  of  opinion  ; 
at  the  very  moment  too  that  they  would  be 
lavifh  in  their  praife  of  a rafcal,  a perfidious,  or 
a hypocritical  wretch,  who  poiTeffed  no  other 
advantage  than  that  of  thinking  as  they  did. 

I am  delighted,  fir,  to  fee  the  glorious  teflimony 
which  you  bellow  on  four  of  the  greatefl  philo- 
fophers  Europe  has  produced.  Their  works 
are  treafures  of  truth  and  error.  The  diverfity 
of  their  fentiments  teaches  us  how  much  the 
imagination  is  fubjedl  to  dray,  and  how  narrow 
are  the  limits  of  the  human  underflanding.  If 
Newton,  Leibnitz,  and  Locke,  men  of  fuch 
fuperior  genius,  and  accuflomed  during  their 
whole  lives  to  think,  were  unable  entirely  to 
throw  off  the  yoke  of  prejudice,  that  they  might 
obtain  certainty  and  knowledge,  what  can  be 
expe&ed  from  a fchool-boy  in  philofophy,  like 
me  ? 

M.  Wolf  muft  be  highly  flattered  by  the 
approbation  with  which  you  honour  his  meta- 

phyfics. 
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phyfics,  and  which  in  reality  he  merits.  It  is 
one  of  the  mod  finished  works  of  the  kind  that 
has  ever  been  written,  and  there  is  a pleafure 
in  fubmitting  it  to  the  judgment  of  one  whom 
neither  its  beauties  nor  its  weak  partscan  efcape. 

I am  forry  that  I am  unable  to  accompany 
this  letter  with  the  tranfiation,  which  I have 
promifed  you,  of  his  metaphyfics.  You  know, 
fir,  thefe  kind  of  works  are  How  in  execution. 
However  I have  ordered  the  part  which  is  finifhed 
t:>  be  copied,  and  I hope  to  fend  it  by  the  next 
letter  you  fhall  receive  from  me. 

I fend  with  this  the  logic  of  M.  Wolf,  tranfi- 
lated  by  M.  Defchamps,  a young  man  pofiTelled 
©f  good  natural  abilities,  and  who  has  had  the 
advantage  to  be  a dififiple  of  the  author,  which 
made  the  tranfiation  a work  of  much  greater 
eafe.  It  appears  to  me  that  he  has  been  rather 
fuccefsful : I only  wifh  that,  for  his  own  fake, 
he  had  corrected  and  abridged  the  dedication,  in 
which  he  has  been  very  prodigal  of  praife  to  me, 
and  which  would  have  been  infinitely  more  in 
character,  had  it  been  inferted  in  an  opera  pro- 
logue, addrefled  to  Louis  XIV. 

I do  not  declare  myfelf  in  favour  of  the 
Henriade  alone,  which  is  the  only  epic  poem 
the  French  poflefs,  but  of  all  your  works; 
they  generally  bear  the  ftamp  of  immortality. 

C 4 Such 
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Such  equal  elevation,  fupported  through  fo  many 
different  fubjefls,  can  only  be  the  effe&  of  a 
very  uncommon  mind,  and  a univerfal  genius. 
Permit  me,  hr,  to  fay  you  are  the  only  perfon 
capable  of  uniting  the  deep  meditations  of  the 
philofopher,  the  talents  of  the  hiflorian,  and  the 
vivid  imagination  of  the  poet. 

You  have  given  me  a very  fenfible  pleafure 
by  the  promife  you  have  made  of  fending  me 
all  your  works.  The  infinite  efleem  in  which 
I hold  them  is  my  only  merit.  Emperors  and 
monarchs  may  bellow  wealth,  even  kingdoms, 
and  all  which  can  flatter  the  pride  of  avarice 
and  the  cupidity  of  men;  but  thefe  are  external 
things ; and  inflead  of  rendering  them  more  en- 
lightened. or  more  virtuous,  they  ufually  ferve 
but  to  corrupt.  The  prefent  you  have  promifed 
me,  fir,  is  of  a very  different  nature.  By  read- 
ing what  you  write,  our  manners  may  be  cor- 
refled,  and  our  minds  adorned. 

Far  from  having  the  filly  prefumption  of 
creeling  myfelf  the  arbiter  of  your  labours,  I 
fhal)  be  fatisfied  with  admiring.  The  end  I 
propofe  to  myfelf  is  inflruflion.  Like  the  bee, 
I wifh  to  gather  honey  from  the  flowers,  and 
ihall  leave  to  the  fpider  the  trouble  of  extrafling 
the  poifon. 


It 
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It  is  not  for  a voice  fo  feeble  as  mine  to  add 
to  your  renown,  which  already  is  fpread  fo  far ; 
but  the  world  will  at  lead  be  obliged  to  own 
that  the  defcendants  of  the  ancient  Goths  and 
Vandals,  the  inhabitants  of  the  foreds  of 
Germany,  know  how  to  render  judice  to  refplen- 
dent  merit,  and  to  the  virtues  and  the  talents  of 
the  great  men  of  all  nations. 

I know,  hr,  the  vexation  to  which  I might  ex- 
pofe  you,  were  I to  be  guilty  of  indifcretion, 
relative  to  the  works  you  may  fend  me  in  manu- 
fcript.  Let  me  intreat  you  to  confide  in  me, 
and  in  my  promife  : my  fidelity  is  inviolable. 

I too  much  refpeft  the  ties  of  friendfhip  to 
wifh  to  tear  you  from  the  arms  of  Emily  : mine 
mud  be  a hard  and  infenfible  heart,  were  I to 
propofe  a facrifice  like  this ; neither  could  he 
ever  have  known  from  experience  the  delight 
there  is  in  being  with  the  perfon  we  love,  who 
fhould  not  feel  the  pain  which  fuch  a feparation 
mud  give  you.  All  I requed  of  you  is  to  pay 
homage,  in  my  behalf,  to  that  adonifhing  pro- 
digy of  genius  and  knowledge.  Such  wdmen 
are  indeed  uncommon. 

Be  perfuaded,  fir,  that  I know  the  value  of 
your  edeem ; but  that  I alfo  recollect  the  leffon 
which  the  Henriade  gives. 
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“ How  dangerous  ’tis  t*  acquire  too  early  fame.,, 

It  is  a burthen  under  the  weight  of  which  moft 
people  fink. 

There  is  no  kind  of  happinefs  which  I do  not 
wifh  you,  nor  any  of  which  you  are  not  worthy. 
Cirey  (hall  hereafter  be  my  Delphos,  and  your 
correfpondence,  which  1 entreat  you  to  continue, 
my  oracle. 

I am,  fir,  with  very  fingular  efteem. 

Your  affectionate  friend,  &x, 

■m  in  ■■■  ~ 

LETTER  IV. 

From  M,  de  Voltaire. 

SIR,  November,  1736, 

I SHED  tears  of  joy  at  reading  your  letter 
of  the  9th  of  September,  which  your  royal 
highnefs  did  me  the  honour  to  addrefs  to  me, 
and  in  which  I difcovered  a prince  who  certainly 
will  gain  the  love  of  all  mankind.  I am  every 
way  aftonilhed.  You  fpeak  like  Trajan,  you 
write  like  Pliny,  and  your  French  is  that  of  our 
beft  authors.  How  vaft  is  the  difference  between 
6 
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men  ! Louis  XIV.  was  a great  king,  and  I re- 
fpedt  his  memory ; but  he  did  not  fpeak  with 
your  humanity,  nor  did  he  exprefs  himfelf  in 
your  language.  I have  feen  fome  of  his  letters, 
and  he  did  not  know  the  orthography  of  his 
mother  tongue.  Berlin,  under  your  aufpices, 
fhall  become  the  Athens  of  Germany,  and  per- 
haps of  Europe.  I here  refide  in  a city  where 
two  private  perfons,  M.  Boerhaave,  and  M. 
s’Gravefende,  attradt  a company  of  between  four 
and  five  hundred  foreigners.  Greater  numbers 
will  flock  round  a prince  like  you  ; and  I confefs 
I think  I might  be  deemed  very  unfortunate  * 
were  I to  die  before  I had  feen  the  model  of 
princes  and  the  wonder  of  Germany.  I do  not 
wifh  to  flatter  you,  fir;  it  would  be  criminal ; 
it  would  be  to  breathe  poifon  upon  a flower. 
Of  this  I am  incapable.  It  is  my  affedtions,  my 
heart,  that  fpeak  to  your  royal  highnefs. 

I have  read  the  logic  of  M.  Wolf,  which  you 
have  been  pleafed  to  fend  me,  and  will  venture  to 
fay  it  is  impoflible  he  fhould  be  a bad  writer 

* The  French  reads—  *Je  me  tiendrais  lien  malheurcux  Jl  je 
mourdis  avant  d' avoir,  & c.  Which  is  tantamount  to  he  fhould 
grieve  when  he  was  dead.  I fhould  not  write  fuch  notes  as 
this,  had  not  experience  taught  me  it  is  necefTary  a tranflator 
fhould  aflc  pardon,  not  only  for  committing  blunders  himfelf, 
but,  for  corredting  thofe  his  author  may  happen  to  commit.  T. 

whofe 
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whofe  ideas  are  fo  clear  and  To  orderly.  I am 
no  longer  aflonifhed  that  fuch  a prince  fhould 
love  fuch  a philofopher ; they  were  formed  for 
each  other.  Can  your  royal  highnefs,  who  reads 
his  works,  afk  for  mine  ? The  pofTelfor  of  a 
diamond  mine  requefts  a bead  of  glafs : but 
you  command  and  I obey. 

I found,  on  arriving  at  Amfterdam,  that  an 
edition  of  my  feeble  performances  had  been  be- 
gun, and  I fhall  do  myfelf  the  honour  to  fend 
you  the  firfh  copy.  In  the  mean  time,  I fhall 
venture  to  remit  your  royal  highnefs  a manu- 
fcript,  which  I durft  never  fhew  to  a mind  more 
under  the  power  of  prejudice,  or  lefs  philofo- 
phic  and  indulgent  than  yours  ; or  to  any  but  a 
prince,  who,  with  every  other  homage,  merits 
that  alfo  of  unbounded  confidence.  A little 
time  is  neceifary  to  revife  and  tranfcribe  it ; 
and  I (hall  then  fend  it,  according  to  the 
mode  you  fhall  pleafe  to  point  out,  and  (hall 
exclaim, 

Parve,Jed  invideo,  fine  me,  liber } ibis  ad  ilium , 

Indifpenfable  occupations,  and  circumflances 
of  which  I am  not  the  mailer,  prevent  me  from 
fpeeding  in  perfon  to  lay  that  homage  at  your 

feet 
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feet  which  I fojuftly  owe  you.  The  time  may 
come  when  I (hall  be  more  fortunate. 

Your  royal  highnefs  apparently  delights  in 
every  fpecies  of  literature.  A great  prince  is 
careful  of  every  branch  of  government : a great 
genius  loves  every  kind  of  fludy.  Within  my 
lmall  circle,  I could  only  diftantly  pay  my  re- 
fpeds  to  the  boundaries  of  each  fcience.  A 
little  of  metaphyfics,  a little  of  hiftory,  fome 
little  of  philofophy,  and  a few  verfes,  have 
divided  my  time.  Feeble  in  each  kind,  I can 
but  offer  you  what  I have. 

If  you  fhall  pleafe,  fir,  to  amufe  yourfelf  with 
fome  verfes,  till  the  arrival  of  philofophy,  car - 
min  a $cjfumus  donare . I underftand  that  M. 

Thiriot  has  the  honour  to  execute  fome  com- 
miffions  for  your  royal  highnefs  at  Paris;  I 
hope,  fir,  he  ads  to  your  fatisfadion.  If  you 
have  any  commands  for  Amfterdam,  I fhall  be 
exceedingly  flattered  by  being  your  Thiriot  of 
Holland.  Happy  he  who  can  ferve  you,  and 
more  happy  he  who  can  approach  your  perfon. 

Did  I not  intereft  myfelf  in  the  happinefs  of 
mankind,  I fhould  be  chagrined  to  recoiled 
that  you  are  deftined  to  be  a king ; I fhould  wifh 
you  to  be  a private  perfon,  and  that  my  affec- 
tions might,  with  freedom,  approach  yours; 

but 
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but  it  is  requifite  my  willies  fhould  cede  to  the 
public  good. 

Indulge  me,  fir,  by  fullering  me  to  revere,  in 
your  perfon,  the  man  more  than  the  prince ; 
and,  of  all  the  greatnefs  that  awaits  you,  per- 
mit the  greatnefs  of  your  mind  to  be  the  firft  to 
attract  refpe<5t  from  me.  Permit  me  alfo  once 
more  to  repeat  the  admiration,  and  the  hope, 
with  which  you  infpire  me. 

I am,  &c. 


LETTER  V. 

From  the  Prince  Royal . 

SIR,  Rheinlberg,  November  7, 

I AM  exceedingly  fenfible  of  the  honour 
you  have  done  me,  by  placing  my  name  at  the 
beginning  of  the  excellent  work  which  you  have 
fentme*.  The  thoughts  it  contains,  and  the 
manner  in  which  they  are  turned,  are  fo  fa- 
vourable to  me  that  I am  obliged  to  confefs  it 

* Epiftle  to  the  prince  royal  of  Prufila,  prefixed  by  Vol- 
taire to  his  volume  of  EpilUes. 

is 


is  impoffible  to  confide  the  care  of  our  fame 
into  better  hands  than  yours.  The  duties  of  a 
wife  and  enlightened  king,  the  code  of  the 
pope  and  the  feven  cardinals,  and  the  pi&ure 
you  give  of  the  pedantic  erudition  of  James  I. 
of  England,  certainly  are  mailer  ftrokes.  With- 
out flaying  to  analyfe  the  remainder  of  the 
epiflle,  which  certainly  is  one  of  the  mofl  finifh- 
ed  I have  ever  yet  feen,  I return  you  my  very 
fincere  thanks,  and  am  happy  to  have  occa- 
fioned  it. 

I fliould  «wifh,  fir,  to  be  able  to  teflify  my 
gratitude  by  an  epiflle  in  verfe,  worthy  to  be 
addreffed  to  you ; but,  as  the  flars  hide  them- 
felves  in  the  prefence  of  the  fun,  the  gleaming 
rays  of  which  efface  and  tarnifh  their  feeble  light, 
fo  do  I impofe  filence  on  my  unfkilful  lyre, 
difowned  by  the  mufes,  when  I am  to  write 
to  you. 

I know  that  your  works  are  above  all  price ; 
they  contain  in  themfelves  their  own  reward, 
immortality.  Yet  I hope  you  will  accept  as  a 
mark  of  remembrance  from  me,  the  bufl  of  So- 
crates *,  which  I fend  you  becaufe  he  was  the 
greatefl  man  of  Greece  and  the  mafler  who  form’ 
ed  Alcibiades.  Subtracting  all  with  which  he  was 

* This  bull  was  in  gold,  and  worked  for  the  head  of  a cane. 

blackened 
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blackened  by  detra&ion,  I might  draw  a pa- 
rallel between  yourfelf  and  Socrates ; but,  fear- 
ing to  wound  your  modefty  (hould  I fay  the 
third  part  of  what  I think  on  this  fubjeft,  I (hall 
fatisfy  myfelf  with  employing  all  thofe  who 
may  ferve  as  my  interpreters  to  relate  to  you 
the  fentiments  of  efteem  and  admiration,  with 
which  I (hall  ever  remain. 

Sir, 


LETTER  VI. 

From  the  Prince  RoyaL 

SIR,  Rheinfberg,  November,  13th,  1736, 

I T is  not  rank,  Voltaire,  nor  power,  nor 
birth. 

Chimeras  vain,  can  dignify  the  man. 

Poor  vulgar  errors  thefe.  ’Tis  wifdom,  mind, 
’Tis  genius.  He  alone  is  truly  great 
Who  can,  and  dares,  negle&ed  truth  difcern. 
Spurning  at  fplendid  falfehood  hnd  the  fool. 
Who,  pompous  titles  bearing  by  defcent. 
Thence  arrogates  that  fame  his  fathers  won. 

But  to  their  high  born  virtues  ne’er  afpires. 

’Tis 
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*Tis  his  to  feek  renown  in  other  paths, 
Illuftrious  in  himfelf,  and  felf  dependent. 

Who,  feeling  nature’s  gifts,  negledls  them  not. 
But  polifhes  the  diamond  fhe  beftows,  x 

Which  elfe  might  ne’er  emit  one  fplendid  ray* 

Whoe’er  himfelf  ennobles  noble  is* 

And  forces  praife  in  calumny’s  defpite. 

Proud  Rome  ftill  boafts  her  fweet  Correlli’s 
lyre. 

Nay  France  the  trills  of  antique  Lully  chants. 

“ Of  haughty  Juno’s  unrelenting  hate,” 

By  immortal  Maro  fung,  who  has  not  heard  ? 
Who  knows  not  Titian,  Reubens,  Bcnnarotti* 
Carracio  famed,  or  he  whofe  deep  refearch  ** 
Abftrufe  in  calculations  infinite* 

The  vaunted  Syr&cufan  might  inftrudt  ? 

What  favage  region  would  not  bow  before 
Caffini  the  profound  ? Or  who  can  view 
And  not  admire  the  man  that  plann’d  thy  proud 
Facade,  old  Louvre  'f  ? Thou,  oh  Britain,  haft 
Thy  Newton!  DemiGod!  Thou, France,  haftfeen 

* Algarotti. 

t Bernini. — It  is  neceffary  to  remark,  that  the  defigns  of 
Claude  Perrault  for  this  beautiful  fa$ade  were  preferred  to 
thofe  of  Bernini,  which  were  rejected.  T.  See  Nouv.  Die* 
Portatif,  Mot  Bernini,  Amfterdam,  8vo.  1769. 

V0JL.  VI.  D 
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Thy  Henry  and  thy  Colbert,  both  The  Great  ? 
And  now  art  blefs’d  with  thy  Voltaire,  whofe 
name, 

Unblufliing,  ranks  with  hero,  king,  or  fage. 

Tou  know,  fir,  without  doubt,  that  the  ami- 
able vivacity  of  the  French  is  not  the  prevail- 
ing character  of  our  nation.  But,  in  revenge, 
candour  and  truth  in  our  difcourfe  are  attribut- 
ed to  us.  This  will  be  diffident  to  make  you 
feel  that  a rhymer,  in  the  remote  parts  of  Ger- 
many, is  ill  adapted  to  produce  impromptus ; 
neither  indeed  have  the  verfes  I fend  you  that 
merit. 

I have  long  been  in  fufpence  whether  I 
ought  or  ought  not  to  fend  my  verfes  to  you, 
the  Apollo  of  the  French  Parnafifus ; to  you, 
with  whom  pofcts  like  Corneille  and  Racine 
cannot  preferve  their  rank.  I have  been  de- 
termined by  two  motives ; one,  which  certainly 
would  have  diffuaded  any  other  perfon,  is,  fir, 
that  you  are  yourfelf  a poet,  and  that  confe-' 
quently  you  mull  be  acquainted  with  the  infur- 
mountable  defire,  the  phrenzy,  which  impqjs  us 
to  produce  our . firft  eflays ; the  other,  *which 
.moft  ftrengthened  me  in  my  purpofe,  is  the 
pleafure  I take  in  letting  you  underhand  my 

fentiments 
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fentiments  in  favour  of  poetry ; and  thefe 
would  not  have  had  the  fame  grace  in  profe. 

The  greatefl  merit  thefe  verfes  contain  is  cer- 
tainly that  of  being  embellifhed  by  your  name. 
I am  not  fo  blinded  by  felf-love  as  to  imagine 
this  epiftle  exempt  from  errors.  I do  not  even 
think  it  worthy  of  being  addreffed  to  you.  I 
have  read  your  works,  fir,  and  thofe  of  the 
mod  celebrated  authors,  and  can  affure  you  I 
know  the  infinite  difference  there  is  between 
their  poetry  and  mine. 

I abandon  what  1 have  written  to  you  ; criti- 
cife,  condemn,  difapprove,  on  condition  that 
you  will  but  pardon  the  two  concluding  lines. 
I am  warmly  intereded  in  their  behalf ; the 
thought  they  contain  is  fo  true,  fo  evident,  fo 
manifed,  that  I perceive  myfelf  able  to  defend 
fuch  a caufe  againd  the  mod  rigid  criticifm,  in 
oppofition  to  hatred  and  envy,  and  in  defpite 
of  dctra&ion. 

I am,  Sec, 
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LETTER  VIE 

From  the  Prince  Royal . 

SIR,  Rheinfberg,  December  3d,  1736 

I Have  to-day  been  agreeably  furprifed  by 
die  receipt  of  your  letter,  and  the  pieces  with 
which  you  have  been  pleafed  to  accompany  it. 
There  is  not  any  thing  in  the  world  could  have 
given  me  greater  pleafure,  for  there  are  no 
works  I read  with  fo  much  avidity  as  yours.  I 
only  wifli  that  the  fovereignty  which  you  grant 
me,  in  quality  of  a thinking  being,  could  enable 
me  to  return  you  real  marks  of  the  efteem  I 
have  for  you,  and  which  it  is  impoflible  to 
avoid  having. 

I have  read  the  difTertation  on  the  foul  which 
you  have  addrelfed  to  father  Tournemine^. 
Every  rational  man  who  cannot  believe  what 
he  cannot  comprehend,  and  who  does  not  rafh- 
ly  decide  on  fubjedts  which  our  feeble  reafon 
will  not  fuffer  us  properly  to  examine,  mult  al- 
ways be  of  your  opinion.  Certain  it  is  we  ne- 

1 

* The  date  in  the  Eerlin  edition  is  December  14th,  1737. 

-j-  This  differtation  is  printed  in  the  Melanges  Litterairesy 
Tome  III.  page  45, 
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ver  can  arrive  at  the  knowledge  of  firfl  caufes. 
How  can  we,  who  are  unable  to  underhand 
whence  it  happens  that  two  hones  ftruck  one 
againh  the  other  emit  fire,  hand  forth  and  af- 
firm it  is  impoflihle  God  fhould  unite  matter 
and  mind  ? Of  one  thing  I am  certain,  which  is 
that  I am  material,  and  that  I think.  This  ar- 
gument proves  to  me  the  truth  of  your  propo- 
rtion. 

The  only  knowledge  I have  of  father  Tour- 
nemine  is  the  unworthy  manner  in  which  he  has 
attacked  M.  Beaufobre,  on  his  Hihory  on  Me- 
chanihn.  With  him  inve&ive  is  the  fubhitute 
of  reafon,  a feeble  and  a rude  refource,  which 
well  proves  he  had  nothing  better  to  fay. 

With  refpeft  to  my  foul,  I can  allure  you, 
fir,  it  is  very  much  the  humble  fervant  of 
yours,  and  ardently  wifhes  it  was  difengaged 
from  matter  that  it  might  take  flight  and  gain 
inftrudtion  at  Cirey  ; 

To  that  fam’d  place  at  which  this  foul  reveres 
Emilia’s  love,  the  charms  of  Voltaire’s  wit ; 
Where  Heaven,  of  favours  prodigal,  has  fent 
What  grandeur  of  itfelf  could  ne’er  beftow. 

I have  but  rank  ; gifts  more  divine  are  yours, 
Thefe  chcrifh,  and  remember  all  your  blifs. 

[•('  ■ . : H 9H . I 1 1 ■ ■ m ■ 
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I fhali  not  fay  all  I think  to  you,  fir,  of  the 
pieces  you  have  fent  me.  The  ode,  which 
abounds  in  beauties,  contains  nothing  but  very 
evident  truths  ; the  epiftle  to  Emily  is  a won- 
derful abridgment  of  the  Newtonian  fyftem ; 
and  the  Mundane,  a charming  piece  which 
breathes  nothing  but  gaiety,  is,  if  I may  ven- 
ture fo  to  exprefs  myfelf,  a true  courfe  of  ethics. 
The  enjoyment  of  pure  pleafure  is  the  greateft 
reality  the  world  of  man  contains.  I well  com- 
prehend the  pleafure  of  which  Montagne 
fpeaks,  and  which  never  is  degraded  by  any  ex- 
cefs  or  debauch. 

I expert  the  Newtonian  philofophy  with 
great  impatience,  for  which  I fhali  be  under  in- 
finite obligations  to  you.  I well  perceive  I 
fhali  never  have  any  other  preceptor  than  M. 
de  Voltaire.  You  inftrud:  me  in  verfe,  you  in- 
ftrudl  me  in  profe  ; it  mufl  be  a moft  untrac- 
table  heart  that  fhould  not  be  rendered  docile 
by  your  lelTons.  I alfo  wait  for  the  Maid 
of  Orleans.  I hope  fhe  will  not  be  more  auftere 
than  fo  many  other  heroines  have  been,  who 
have  fullered  themfelves  to  be  overcome  by 
the  prayers  and  perfeverance  of  their  lovers. 

I have  received  two  packets  from  you,  the 
prefent,  fir,  is  the  third  ; I have  fent  anfwers  to 
the  two  firft.  I afterward  addreffed  fome  verfes 

to 
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to  you,  and  this  is  my  fourth  letter ; an  anfwer 
to  which  I wait.  The  reafon  of  thefe  delays,  in 
part,  is  occafioned  by  the  flownefs  of  the  polls 
of  Germany ; befide  that  my  letters  make  a 
great  circuit,  as  they  pafs  through  Paris  to  ar- 
rive at  Champagne.  If  you  know  any  fhorter 
road  I beg  you  will  inform  me  ; I fhould  be 
happy  to  take  the  fliorteft.  The  indolence  of 
the  tranfcriber  is  the  reafon  why  I have  not  yet 
fent  you  the  Wolfian  philofophy  ; but,  it  Ilia'll 
indubitably  foon  be  finiflied. 

You  are  too  much  above  praife  for  me  to  be- 
llow it ; but,  at  the  fame  time,  too  much  the 
friend  of  truth  to  be  offended  when  you  hear  it. 
Permit  me,  therefore,  fir,  to  reiterate  all  the 
efteem  I have  for  you.  My  praifes  fhall  be 
confined  to  faying  that  I know  you.  Oh  ! that 
all  the  earth  knew  you  as  well ! And,  oh  that  I 
may  one  day  behold  him  whofe  wit  is  the  de- 
light of  my  life ! 

I am,  with  true  refpeCt, 

S I R, 

Your  very  affectionate  friend. 
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LETTER  VIII. 

From  the  Prince  Royal. 

S I Rj  Berlin,  December,  1736, 

I OWN  I felt  a fecret  joy  at  bearing  you 
were  in  Holland,  and  at  thus  obtaining  an 
eafier  mode  to  hear  from  you ; though  I fear, 
from  the  manner  in  which  you  indicate  your 
being  there,  that  there  is  feme  vexatious  reafon 
which  has  obliged  you  to  quit  France,  and  live 
incognito.  Be  allured,  fir,  the  fecret  lhall  not 
tranfpire  by  any  indiferetion  of  mine. 

France  and  England  are  the  only  two  king- 
doms in  which  the  arts  are  held  in  refpedt,  and 
thither  other  nations  ought  to  go  for  inftru&ion. 
Thofe  who  cannot  repair  to  them  in  perfon 
may,  at  lead,  extract  knowledge  and  information 
from  the  writings  of  their  celebrated  authors. 
Their  languages  confequently  will  merit  to  be 
ftudied  by  foreigners,  and  particularly  the  French, 
which,  according  to  me,  has  peculiar  grace,  in 
its  elegance,  its  art,  and  the  energy  of  its  phrafes. 
Thefe  were  fufficient  motives  to  induce  me  to 
apply  myfelf  to  that  language,  and  I find  my- 

felf 
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felf  richly  rewarded  for  my  trouble,  by  the  ap- 
probation which  you,  with  fo  much  indulgence, 
grant  me. 

Louis  XIV.  was,  in  a multitude  of  refpeds, 
a great  prince.  A folecifm,  or  an  error  of  or- 
thography, could  in  no  degree  tarnifh  the  fplen- 
dor  of  his  fame,  eftablifhed  by  the  numerous 
acHons  by  which  he  has  been  immortalized.  He 
might  with  propriety,  in  every  fenfe,  fay  Ctefar 
eft  Jupra  grammaticam.  But  there  are  individual 
inflances  which  are  not  generally  applicable,  and 
this  is  one  of  the  number.  That  which  was  an 
imperceptible  defeat  in  Louis  XIV.  would 
become  unpardonable  negligence  in  any  other 
king. 

I am  not  great  in  any  thing;  my  own  appli- 
cation alone  can  render  me,  at  fome  future  time, 
| ferviceable  to  my  country  : and  this  is  the  only 
renown  of  which  I am  ambitious.  The  arts  and 
fciences  have  ever  been  the  children  of  prof- 
perity ; the  countries  in  which  they  have  flou- 
rilhed  have  had  inconteftable  advantages  over 
thofe  which  nourifh  barbarifm  in  obfcurity. 
But,  exclufive  of  the  felicity  to  which  the  fci- 
ences contribute,  I fliould  think  myfelf  exceeding- 
ly happy  to  be  able  to  introduce  them  into  our 
diftant  climates,  where  hitherto  they  have  made 
but  fmall  progrefs.  Like  connoifteurs  in  paint- 
ing. 
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ing,  wHo  can  judge  of  pidlures,  and  arc  ac- 
quainted with  the  great  mailers,  but  who  never 
had  knowledge  enough  to  mix  up  colours,  I am 
ilruck  by  and  efteem  whatever  is  beautiful,  but 
am  not  the  lefs  ignorant.  I ferioufly  fear,  fir, 
left  you  fhould  conceive  an  opinion  of  me  too 
highly  to  my  advantage.  A poet  willingly 
yields  to  the  fire  of  his  fancy,  and  it  might  eaiily 
happen  that  you  might  form  a phantom,  to 
whom  you  might  attribute  a thoufand  qualities, 
which  never  had  any  exiftence,  except  in  the 
fertility  of  your  own  imagination. 

You  have,  no  doubt,  read  Alaric,  a poem  ; 
by  M.  de  Scuderi,  which,  if  I do  not  miftake, 
begins  with  the  following  line  : 

ye  chanfc  le  vainqueur  des  vainqueurs  de  la  ferret 

This  was  certainly  every  thing  that  could 
have  been  faid  ; but  unfortunately  the  poet  flop- 
ped there,  and  the  grand  idea  which  the  reader 
had  formed  of  his  hero  diminifhes  at  every  page. 
I am  very  apprehenfive  of  being  in  the  fame 
predicament;  and  I will  own  to  you,  fir,  of  all 
rivers  I prefer  thofe  infinitely  the  moft  which, 
gliding  filently  from  their  fources,  increafe  in 
their  courfe,  at  the  end  of  which  their  big  waves 

* The  conqu’ror  of  earth’s  conquerors  I fing. 
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roll  fimilar  to  thofe  of  the  fea  into  which  they 
pour  their  waters. 

At  length  I perform  my  promife,  and  take 
this  opportunity  of  fending  you  a part  of  the 
mPtaphyfics  of  Wolf;  the  remainder  fhali  foon 
follow.  A friend  whom  I love  and  efteem  has, 
out  of  friendfhip  for  me,  undertaken  the  tranf- 
lation,  which  is  very  exact  and  faithful.  He 
would  have  corrected  the  ftyle  if  indifpenfable 
bufinefs  had  not  torn  him  from  me.  I have 
taken  care  to  mark  the  principal  paflages.  I 
flatter  myfelf  the  work  will  meet  your  approba- 
tion : it  cannot  but  be  pleafmg  to  a mind  fo 
correct. 

The  propofition  of  the  fimple  being , which  is 
a kind  of  atom,  or  the  monad  of  which  .Leib- 
nitz fpeaks,  will  perhaps  appear  to  you  a little 
obfcure.  In  order  the  better  to  underfland  it, 
attention  muft  previoufly  be  paid  to  the  defini- 
tions of  the  author,  concerning  fpace,  extent, 
limitation  and  figure. 

The  great  order  which  is  oblerved,  and  that 
intimate  connexion  which  unites  all  the  propofi- 
tions  with  each  other,  are,  in  my  opinion,  the 
moft  admirable  parts  of  the  book.  The  manner 
in  which  the  author  reafons  is  applicable  to 
every  kind  of  fubjedt.  It  may  be  of  great  fer- 
yice  to  the  politician,  who  lhall  know  how  to 
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ufe  it  properly.  I even  dare  venture  to  affirm, 
it  is  adapted  to  every  fubjeft  which  occurs  in 
private  life. 

Far  from  blinding  me  to  the  beautiful,  I have 
been  furnished  with  ftill  more  powerful  motives 
for  granting  it  my  approbation,  by  reading  the 
labours  of  M.  Wolf, 

I wait  with  equal  impatience  for  your  works 
in  verfe  and  profe.  The  gratitude  which  I 
already  owe  you,  fir,  you  continue  greatly  to  in- 
creafe.  You  may  bellow  your  produdtions  on 
more  enlightened  perfons,  but  never  on  any  by 
whom  they  will  be  more  efteemed.  The  fame 
you  have  acquired  is  above  praife,  but  the  ad- 
miration I feel  will  not  fuller  me  to  be  flent.  I 
perceive  fo  much  modefly  in  the  manner  in 
which  you  fpeak  of  your  own  works,  that  I 
fear  left  I fhould  fliock  it,  by  uttering  only  a 
part  of  the  truth 

I confefs  I have  a great  delire  to  fee  and  be 
acquainted  with  you,  fir,  as  the  moft  accomplished 
perfon  which  the  age  and  France  have  produced. 
Philofophy  however  teaches  me  to  curb  my 
wilhes.  The  confideration  of  your  health,  in- 
formed as  1 am  that  your  conftitution  is  delicate, 
and  your  private  allairs,  added  to  another  motive 
which  you  may  have  not  to  travel  into  thefe 
parts,  are  Sufficient  reafons  with  me  not  to  prefs 
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you  on  the  Subject.  I love  my  friends  with 
difinterelted  friendship,  and  Should,  on  all  oc- 
casions, prefer  their  intereSt  to  my  own  fatisfac-* 
tion.  I am  contented  to  remember  you  leave 
me  to  hope  I Shall  meet  you  fome  time  in  my 
life.  I will  enjoy  your  correfpondence  in  lieu 
of  your  prefence ; and  this  correfpondence,  I 
hope,  may  now  be  carried  on  with  greater  faci- 
lity, from  the  greater  convenience  of  writing  by 
the  pod.  When  you  write,  in  anfwer  to  this, 
be  pleafed  to  addrefs  your  letter  to  M.  von 
Borck,  colonel  in  the  Pruffian  fervice  at  Wefel. 

Let  me  intreat  you,  fir,  to  inform  me  when 
you  intend  to  quit  Holland  to  go  to  England. 
In  this  cafe  you  may  remit  your  letters  to  our 
Envoy  Borck.  I Suffer  much  at  feeing  a man  of 
your  merit  a vi&im  to  the  malignity  of  mankind. 
The  distance  at  which  I am  ought  to  induce  you 
to  regard  my  Suffrage  as  the  Suffrage  of  posterity. 
Plow  trifling,  how  melancholy,  is  this  confola- 
tion  ! Yet  Such  has  been  that  of  all  the  great 
men,  your  predeceffors,  who  have  Suffered  that 
hatred  which  the  mean  and  the  envious  ever 
bear  to  Superior  genius.  Ill-informed  people 
eafily  are  Seduced  by  the  malice  of  the  wicked  ; 
like  thofe  hounds,  which  continually  follow  the 
leader  of  the  pack,  bark  when  they  hear  him 

2 bark. 
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bark,  and  when  he  is  thrown  out  with  him  are 
off  their  fcent. 

Whoever  is  enlightened  by  truth  rids  him* 
felf  of  human  prejudices,  difcovers  and  detefls 
them,  and  unmafks  and  abhors  detraction.  Be 
affured,  lir,  that  thefe  confederations  will  always 
induce  me  to  do  you  juftice.  I (hall  continually 
believe  you  are  flill  yourfelf,  and  warmly  intereft 
my  felf  in  whatever  relates  to  you.  Holland,  a 
country  which  never  difpleafed  me,  will  become 
my  holy  land  while  you  refide  there ; my  good 
wifhes  will  attend  you  every  where,  and  the 
efleem  I have  for  you,  being  founded  on  your 
merit,  never  can  ceafe,  till  it  flvall  pleafe  the 
Creator  to  put  an  end  to  my  exiftence.  Such 
are  the  fentiments  with  which  I am. 

Sir, 

Your  entirely  affectionate  friend. 

I have  addreffed  three  letters  and  a parcel 
for  you  to  Thiriot,  for  which  I beg  you  to 
fend. 


LET. 
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LETTER  IX. 

From  M.  de  Voltaire . 

SIR,  Leyden,  January,  1737, 

W ERE  1 unhappy  I foon  fhould  find 
confolation.  1 am  informed  that  your  royal 
highnefs  has  deigned  to  fend  me  your  pidture. 
Next  to  the  honour  of  enjoying  the  fight  of 
you,  this  of  all  things  is  to  me  the  moft  flatter- 
ing. But  how  has  the  painter,  by  pourtraying 
your  features,  been  able  to  exprefs  the  exalted 
features  of  the  mind  to  which  I render  homage? 
I am  informed  that  M.  Chambrier  has  been  to 
the  poll- office,  and  taken  the  pidture,  but  that 
the  marchionefs  du  Chatelet  (Emily)  imme- 
diately wrote  to  let  him  know  this  treafure  was 
defiined  for  Cirey.  She  claims  it,  fir,  for  fhe 
partakes  of  the  admiration  with  which  I con- 
template your  royal  highnefs.  She  will  not 
fuffer  a pledge  fo  precious  to  be  carried  off,  and 
one  that  will  conftitute  the  chief  ornament  of 
the  charming  houfe  fhe  has  built  in  her  defert. 
There  the  fhort  infcription  will  be  read — Vultus 
Augufli , mens  T raj  and 
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According  to  appearances,  fir,  the  rumour  of 
the  prefent  with  which  I have  been  honoured 
by  you  has  made  it  fuppofed  I am  in  Pruffia. 
So  all  the  newfpapers  affirm.  It  is  affli&ing  to 
me  that,  having  fo  well  divined  my  inclinations, 
they  are  fo  ill  acquainted  with  my  route.  You 
cannot  doubt,  fir,  of  the  extreme  defire  I have 
to  admire  you  at  a diflance  lefs  great ; but  I have 
already  informed  you  of  the  indifpenfable  occu- 
pation which  detains  me  here.  It  is  to  render 
myfelf  more  worthy  of  your  bounties  that  I am 
now  at  Leyden,  and  to  acquire  further  know- 
ledge of  fubjedts  in  which  you  mofl  delight. 
You  love  nothing  but  truth ; of  this  I am  at 
prefent  in  fearch.  I fhall  take  the  liberty  to  fend 
your  royal  highnefs  the  lmall  (lore  which  I may 
gather,  and  you  will  at  a glance  difcover  the  good 
fruit  from  the  bad. 

In  the  mean  time,  if  your  royal  highnefs  fhall 
pleafe  to  amufe  yourfelf  by  a fhort  continuation 
of  the  Mundane,  this  I fhall  very  foon  have  the 
honour  to  fend  you.  It  is  a trifling  eflay  of 
mundane  morality,  in  which  I endeavour,  with 
fome  gaiety,  to  prove  that  luxury,  magnificence, 
the  arts,  and  all  which  conflitute  the  fplendor  of 
a kingdom,  conflitute  its  wealth ; and  that  thofe 
who  exclaim  againfl  what  they  call  luxury  fel- 
dom  are  any  other  than  the  ill-humoured  poor. 

I think 
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1 think  it  pofiible  to  enrich  a kingdom  by  afford- 
ing many  pleafures  to  its  inhabitants.  If  this 
be  an  error,  it  has  hitherto  appeared  to  me  a 
Very  agreeable  one.  But  I fhall  wait  the  opinion 
of  your  royal  highnefs,  to  know  how  I ought 
to  think.  It  is  only  from  pure  humanity  that  X 
counfel  the  purfuit  of  pleafure.  My  pleafures 
are  little  elfe  than  ftudy  and  folitude.  But  there 
are  a thoufand  ways  to  be  happy,  in  every  one 
of  which  you  merit  fo  to  be,  and  that  fo  you 
fhould  be  is  my  continual  wifhu 
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From  the  Prince  Royal . 

Berlin,  January,  1737*. 

No  , fir,  it  was  not  my  portrait  that  I fent 
you ; fuch  an  idea  never  entered  my  mind.  My 
portrait  has  neither  fufficient  beauty  nor  is  it 
fufficiently  rare  to  be  fent  to  you.  The  fup- 
pofition  has  originated  in  miftake.  I fent  you 
a trifle,  fir,  as  a mark  of  my  efteem  ; a bull  of 
Socrates,  worked  on  the  head  of  a cane ; and 
the  manner  in  which  the  cane  was  packed  up, 
which  was  the  fame  in  which  the  canvafs  of  pic- 
ife  to  error.  The  buft  was 
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you  than  my  portrait.  It  is  the  image  of  tho 
greateft  man  of  all  antiquity,  a man  who  is  the 
glory  of  the  heathen  world,  and  has  hitherto  been 
an  object  of  jealoufy  and  envy  to  Chriftians. 
Socrates  was  perfecuted  by  detra&ion ; and 
where  is  the  great  man  who  is  not  ? His  mind, 
in  love  with  truth,  revives  in  you.  You  alone 
merit  to  preferve  the  bud  of  that  celebrated 
philofopher.  I hope,  hr,  you  will  be  kind 
enough  to  fend  for  it,  with  fome  letters  which  I 
have  written  to  you,  and  which  I imagine  may 
be  remitted  at  the  fame  time. 

The  marchionefs  du  Chatelet  does  me  great 
honour,  to  appear  to  intereft  herfelf  in  behalf  of 
my  fuppofed  portrait.  She  is  in  danger  of 
giving  me  a better  opinion  of  myfelf  than  I ever 
had  before,  or  than  I ever  ought  to  have.  I have 
more  reafon  to  wifh  for  her  portrait.  But  I own 
to  you  that  the  charms  of  her  mind  have  oc- 
casioned me  to  forget  her  form.  You  will  per- 
haps fay  this  is  to  think  too  much  like  a philofo- 
pher for  a man  of  my  age ; but  you  may  be 
deceived.  The  diftance  of  the  objed,  and  the 
impoffibility  of  poffeffion,  may  have  as  much  to 
do  in  the  affair  as  philofophy,  which  ought  not 
to  render  us  infenfible,  nor  to  prevent  us  hav- 
ing affedionate  hearts;  for  philofophy  would 
then  bring  more  evil  than  good  upon  mankind. 

6 It 
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It  fhould  feem,  in  effed,  fome  familiar  demon 
has  been  converting  with  all  the  news  writers  of 
Holland,  that  they  fhould  thus  unanimoufly  af- 
firm you  have  been  on  a vifit  to  me.  I , as 
firft  informed  of  this  by  the  public  papers, 
which  made  me  begin  to  doubt  of  the  reality  of 
the  fad.  I immediately  faid  to  myfelf  you 
would  not  employ  news  writers  to  f announce 
your  journey ; and,  had  it  happened  that  you 
had  meant  to  do  me  the  pleafure  to  come  here, 
I fhould  have  received  more  certain  information. 
The  public  believes  me  more  fortunate  than  I 
am,  and  I wade  my  breath  in  endeavouring  to 
undeceive  the  public.  However,  I am  highly  ob- 
liged to  the  news  writer  for  having  accomplished 
that,  in  idea,  which  he  has  very  truly  imagined 
might,  in  reality,  be  infinitely  agreeable  to  me. 

Although  you  have  no  manner  of  need  to  in- 
creafe  your  knowledge  by  fludying  the  fciences 
anew,  I imagine  that  the  converfation  of  the  fa- 
mous s’Gravefande  may  be  very  agreeable  to 
you.  He  muft  be  in  poffeflion  of  the  Newto- 
nian philofophy  in  its  lad  date  of  perfedion. 
Nor  will  the  phyfician  Boerhaave  be  lefs  ufefui 
to  you,  if  you  fhould  confu.lt  him  on  the  date 
of  your  health,  which  I recommend  you,  fir, 
to  do.  Naturally  inclined  to  preferve  your  bo- 
dy, let  me  intreat  you  to  increafe  thofe  atten- 
E 2 tions 
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tions  you  already  pay  to  your  health  for  the  love 
of  a friend  who  warmly  interefts  himfelf  in 
whatever  relates  to  you.  I dare  venture  to  in- 
form you  I know  your  worth,  and  the  greatnefs 
of  the  lofs  which  the  world  would  fuftain  by 
lofing  you.  The  regret  which  might  be  paid  to 
your  memory  would  to  you  be  ufelefs,  and  even 
fuperfluous  in  thofe  by  whom  it  might  be  felt. 
I forefee  and  I dread  the  misfortune,  but  I wifh 
it  to  be  a diftant  one. 

You  will  give  me  great  pleafure,  fir,  by 
fending  me  your  new  productions,  of  which  I 
am  very  impatiently  in  expectation.  The  good 
tree  always  brings  forth  good  fruit.  Your 
Henriade  and  your  other  immortal  works  are 
the  pledges  of  the  beauties  of  thofe  which  are  to 
come.  I am  very  defirous  to  fee  the  continua- 
tion of  the  Mundane,  which  you  have  been  kind 
enough  to  promife  me.  The  plan  which  you 
have  indicated  is  drawn  according  to  truth  and 
reafon.  In  reality,  the  wifdom  of  the  Almighty 
could  not  create  any  thing  in  vain.  It  is  the 
will  of  God  that  man  fhould  enjoy  what  he  be- 
llows, and  to  aCt  otherwife  would  be  but  to 
counteract  the  intention  of  the  Deity.  Abufe 
and  excefs  are  only  capable  of  rendering  that 
evil  which  is  in  itfelf  good.  My  morality,  fir, 
is  very  accordant  with  yours.  I own  that  I love 

pleafure* 
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pleafure,  and  all  which  contributes  to  pleafure. 
The  brevity  of  life  bids  me  make  hafte  to  enjoy. 
We  are  allowed  but  a certain  fpace  of  time,  by 
which  we  ought  to  profit.  This,  in  itfelf,  is  no 
dangerous  principle ; though  it  is  neceffary  that 
no  falfe  confequences  fhould  be  deduced  from 
it.  I expedl  your  effay  on  morality  will  be  the 
hiflory  of  my  own  thoughts. 

Although  my  greatefl  pleafure  is  fludy,  and 
the  cultivation  of  the  fine  arts,  you,  fir,  better 
than  any  perfon,  know  how  much  they  require 
repofe,  tranquillity,  and  a collected  mind. 

Far  from  the  noify  crowd  the  god  retired, 
Whene’er  fome  mighty  theme  his  bofom  fired. 
And  on  the  diftant  hill  his  lyre  he  flrung, 

And  to  the  filler  Mufes  fweetly  fung. 

To  fuitors  coy,  except  the  chofen  few. 

The  filler  Mufes,  well  Apollo  knew. 

Delight  in  peace,  delight  the  vain  to  fhun, 

By  numerous  labours  only  to  be  won. 

Immortal  as  themfelves,  $he  bleft  Voltaire 
Their  joys  and  raptures  is  allow’d  to  fhare. 

It  is  great  rafhnefs  for  a fcholar,  or,  to  fpeak 
Ulore  properly,  a frog  of  thefacred  valley,  auda* 
F 3 cioufly 


Posthumous  works. 


54 

cioufly  to  croak  in  the  prefence  of  Apollo.  I 
acknowledge  my  fin,  I make  confeffion,  and 
implore  ^bfolution ; this  the  efteem  in  which 
I hold  you  may  merit.  It  is  difficult  to  be 
filent  on  certain  truths  of  which  the  mind  is 
thoroughly  perfuaded,  though  at  the  rifk  of  ex- 
preffing  ourfelves  well  or  ill.  I am  in  this  pre- 
dicament, in  which  you  have  yourfelf  placed 
me,  c nfequently  you  ought  to  be  more  induL 
gent  to  me  than  any  perfon. 

I am. 

With  all  the  refpedt  you  fo  well  defer ve. 

Your  very  affectionate  friend. 


LETTER  XL 
From  the  Prince  Royal. 

SIR,  Berlin,  January  14,  1737; 

YOU  have  the  kindeft  manner  of  oblig- 
ing in  the  world.  I received  a packet  addreffed 
to  me.  I knew  the  feals,  opened  it,  and  found 
Merope.  I read,  was  delighted,  admired,  and 
am  obliged  to  increafe  the  gratitude  I owe  you, 
and  which  I had  fuppofed  incapable  of  augment 
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tation.  Meropc  is  one  of  the  fined  tragedies 
that  has  ever  been  written.  The  progrefs  of 
the  piece  is  very  artful ; terror  increafes  at  each 
fcene,  and  I was  charmed  by  the  maternal  ten- 
dernefs  which  is  here  the  fubditute  of  the  paf- 
fion  of  love.  I mud  own  that  the  voice  of  na- 
ture appeared  to  me  infinitely  more  pathetic 
than  that  of  fo  frivolous  a pafiion.  The  verfes 
abound  in  noble  expreffions,  and  the  fentiments 
are  dignified.  In  fine,  the  fable,  the  moral 
conduct  of  the  piece,  the  prefervation  of  proba- 
bility, and  the  denouement,  all  are  as  happi- 
ly accomplifhed  as  can  be  wifhed.  Of  all  the 
men  in  the  world,  you  alone  are  capable  of 
writing  a piece  fo  perfect  as  Merope.  I am  in 
raptures,  in  ecdafies,  and  I flrould  never  have 
done,  were  it  not  for  the  apprehenlion  of  offend- 
ing your  modedy. 

Though  I cannot  pay  you  in  your  own  coin, 
I neverthelefs  wifh  to  afford  you  fome  proof  of 
my  gratitude ; and  I intreat  you  will  preferve 
the  ring  which  I fend  you,  as  a token  of  the 
pleafure  which  has  been  given  me  by  your  in- 
comparable tragedy.  Had  you  never  written 
any  thing  but  Merope,  this  play  alone  would 
have  been  fufficient  to  make  your  name  known 
to  ages  the  mod  remote ; but  you  have  com- 
E 4 pofed 
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pofed  works  enough  to  immortalife  twenty  great 
men,  each  of  whom  would  have  fame  fufficient. 

You  have  very  fenfibly  obliged  me  by  the  at- 
tention which  you  ha.ve  paid  me  on  every  new 
occafion.  I mud  ever  remain  in  your  debt* 
and  am  angry  at  myfelf  becaufe  of  my  inability 
to  teftify  the  whole  of  thofe  fentiments,  and  that 
efteem,  with  which  I am, 

Your  very  faithful,  affe&ionate  friend. 

Do  not  forget  to  fay  a thoufand  kind  things, 
in  my  behalf,  to  the  incomparable  Emily. 
There  are  fome  errors  of  the  copyift  in  Merope, 
which  I will  mark  and  fend  on  the  firfb  oppor- 
tunity, that  you  may  be  kind  enough  to  corredl; 
them  for  me.  Cefario  is  not  yet  arrived  : it  muft 
be  confeffed  that  love  is  a great  mailer. 


LETTER  XII. 

From  M.  de  Voltaire . 

February,  1737. 

rn  . . , 

I HE  laurel  wither’d  on  th*  expiring  tree. 
The  Arts  all  languifh’d,  and  the  Virtues  fled. 
While  Av’rice  blindfold,  and  difloyal  Fraud, 
Seated  with  kings,  had  feiz’d  the  bolt  of  Jove. 

Nature, 
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Nature,  indignant  at  the  fight,  exclaim’d, 
f*  Ye  nations  hear  1 As  fortunate  as  juft, 

<c  A hero  (hall  be  born,  who  blefs’d  by  me 
*c  Shall  (ing  like  Maro,  like  Auguftus  reign, 

<c  Of  kings  the  model,  and  of  earth  the  pride.’* 

She  fpafce,  the  north  pole  to  the  centre  (hook ; 
The  gods  affembling  run,  fair  Truth  defcends. 
The  myrtle,  olive,  and  the  laurel  bloom, 

And  Frederick  appears  ! 

Let  not  your  modefty,  fir,  be  offended  by  this 
little  flight  of  enthufiafm,  the  effedt  of  that  ve- 
neration, that  great  tendernefs,  of  which  my 
heart  is  fenfible. 

I have  received  fome  charming  letters  from 
your  royal  highnefs,  and  verfes  fuch  as  were 
written  by  Catullus,  in  the  age  of  Caffar.  Are 
you  determined  then  to  excel  in  every  thing  ? 

I hear,  at  laft,  it  was  Socrates  and  not  Fre- 
derick that  your  royal  highnefs  beftowed  upon 
me.  Let  me  repeat,  fir,  I deteft  the  perfecu- 
tors  of  Socrates,  without  much  troubling  myfelf 
concerning  the  flat-nofed  fage. 

What’s  Socrates  to  me  ? Be  Frederick  mine. 

How  great  is  the  difference  between  an  Athe- 
2 nian 
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nian  babbler,  with  his  familiar  demon,  and  £ 
prince  who  is  the  delight  of  mankind,  and  who 
(hall  redore  happinefs  to  the  world  ! 

I have  met  with  fome  perfons  from  Berlin  at 
Amderdam  : Fruere  famd  tui , Germanic e.  They 
fpeak  of  your  royal  highnefs  in  tranfport.  I 
quedion  every  body  I meet  concerning  you.  I 
fay — Ubi  eft  Deus  mens  ? Deus  tuns , they  reply, 
poflefles  the  fined  regiment  in  all  Europe ; Deus 
tuus  excels  in  the  arts,  and  the  gentle  pleafures ; 
he  has  more  knowledge  than  Alcibiades,  plays 
on  the  flute  like  Telemachus,  and  is  fuperior  to 
both  the  Greeks.  Hearing  this,  I exclaim,  with 
good  old  Simeon, 

When  (hall  my  eyes  behold  the  Saviour  of 
my  life  * ? 

I fhould  before  have  fent  your  royal  highnefs 
the  philofophy  which  has  been  promifed,  and 
the  Maid  of  Orleans,  which  has  not  been  pro- 
mifed ; but  firfl,  fir,  be  allured  I have  not  yet 
had  a moment  to  myfelf ; fecondly,  you  mud 
underdand  that  the  maid  and  the  philofopher 
are  both  committed  to  hemlock  and,  in  the 

* The  text  alluded  to  is  “ For  mine  eyes  have  feen  thy 
€i  falvation.”  T. 

*j-  Vont  tout  droit  a la  cigue, 

third 
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third  place,  doubt  not,  fir,  that  the  curiofity 
which  you  excite  in  Europe,  as  being  at  the  fame 
time  a prince  and  a thinking  being,  continually 
occafions  all  eyes  to  be  upon  you. 

Our  words  and  a&ions  are  watched ; every 
enquiry  is  made;  all  is  known. 

There  are  fome  charming  verfes  in  the  world 
which  are  attributed  to  Auguilus-Virgil-Fre- 
deric  ; and  Tournemine  exclaims 

The  form  immenfe  beholding,  he  fnall  fay, 

fc  Yes,  matter  thinks  !” 

Your  royal  highnefs  did  not  fend  me  this ! 
How  then  do  I know  it  ? Be  aflured,  fir,  that 
each  foreign  minifter,  however  much  attached 
he  may  be  to  you,  and  however  amiable  in 
himfelf,  will  facrifice  every  thing  to  the  trifling 
merit  of  relating  news  to  his  fuperiors,  by  whom 
he  is  employed.  This  being  premifed,  I fhall 
fond  the  packet  which  I venture  to  add  refs  to 
your  royal  highnefs  to  Wefel.  Permit  me  once 
piore  to  repeat,  like  Lucretius  to  Memmius. 

7 an  turn  Rclligio  fotuit  Jnadere  malorum . 

This  line  ought  to  be  the  motto  of  the  work. 
You  are  the  only  Prince  on  earth  to  whom  I 

fhould 
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fhould  dare  to  fend  it.  Look  upon  me,  fir,  as 
the  moft  faithful  of  your  fubje&s ; for  I have, 
and  will  have,  no  other  mafter.  After  having 
fofaid,  decide  for  yourfelf. 

I fliall  immediately  leave  Holland,  in  defpite 
of  myfelf ; friendlhip  recals  me  to  Cirey ; a 
perfon  is  arrived  here  who  has  rouzed  me  from 
my  flumbers.  The  greateft  prince  on  earth  is 
become  my  confidant.  Should  your  royal 
highnefs  have  any  commands,  I intreat  you  will 
addrefs  them  to  M.  du  Breuil,  at  Amfterdam, 
who  will  fend  them  to  me.  They  will  come 
late  to  hand,  for  which  reafon,  in  my  complaints 
againfl  Providence,  there  will  be  found  a long 
article  on  the  extreme  injuflice  of  not  having 
placed  Cirey  in  Pruflia. 

I am,  Sir, 

Indulge  me  with  the  expreftion, 

With  the  moft  tender  veneration,  &c. 


LET. 
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From  the  Prince  Royal . 

SIR,  Berlin,  February,  1737  s. 

It  was  with  great  pleafure  that  I received 
La  Defence  du  Mondain>  and  your  pleafant  verfes 
on  the  fubjeft  of  the  pope’s  mule.  Each  of 
thefe  pieces  is  charming  in  its  kind.  The  falfe 
zeal  of  your  devout  neighbour  is  exceedingly 
chara&eriftic  of  many  perfons,  who,  ftupid  in 
their  holinefs,  tax  every  body  with  fins,  while 
they  themfelves  are  blind  to  their  own  vices. 
Nothing  can  be  more  happy  than  the  tranfition 
to  the  wine  with  which  your  zealot  moiftens  his 
throat,  grown  dry  by  the  heat  of  deputation. 
The  poor  who  lives  on  the  vanity  of  the  great, 
the  gods,  who,  in  the  time  of  Tull  us,  were  of 
wood,  and  of  gold,  under  the  confulfhip  of  Lu- 
cullus,  &c.  are  all  paffages,  the  beauties  of  which 
make  large  ftrides  toward  immortality. 

* The  Berlin  edition  dates  January  23.  T. 

But 
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But  may  I be  allowed*  fir*  to  mentioii  my 
doubts  ? By  fo  doing,  I fhall  gain  inftrudion 
from  the  excellent  reafons  with  which  you  will 
certainly  remove  them.  Is  the  epithet  chime- 
rical allowable*  when  applied  to  the  Roman  hif- 
tory,  which  is  confirmed  by  the  teftimony  of  fo 
many  authors*  fo  many  refpedable  monuments 
of  antiquity,  and  an  infinity  of  medals*  a part 
of  which  only  would  be  neceffary  to  eflablifh  the 
truths  of  religion. 

Standards  of  hay  among  the  Romans  are  to 
me  unknown ; my  ignorance  muft  be  my  excufe; 
but,  from  what  I can  recoiled  of  hiftory,  the 
firft  ftandards  among  the  Romans  were  hands, 
faflened  to  the  ends  of  poles. 

In  me*  fir,  you  fee  a difciple  who  afks  inftruc- 
tion*  at  the  fame  time  that  you  fee  a fincere 
friend  who  ads  with  franknefs,  and  hopes  your 
juft;  and  penetrating  mind  will  eafily  perceive 
that  it  is  my  friendfhip  alone  which  fpeaks. 
Let  me  intreat  you  to  treat  me  after  the  fame 
manner.  I confefs  my  refledions  are  rather 
thofe  of  a mathematician  than  the  remarks  of  a 
poet. 

With  refped  to  the  efteem  I have  for  you, 
that  is  fo  perfed  that  it  muft  ever  continue  the 
fame. 


I am,  &c. 


LET- 
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From  the  Prince  Royal. 


SIR, 


Rhcinfberg,  February  8, 2737* 


Do  not  give  yourfelf  any  trouble  con- 
cerning the  rumour  which  is  fpread  of  the  cor- 
refpondence  between  us ; fuch  a rumour  can 
neither  be  painful  to  you  nor  me.  True  it  is 
that  there  are  fuperftitious  perfons,  many  of 
whom  are  here  to  be  found,  and  perhaps  more 
than  in  other  parts,  who  have  thought  it  fcanda- 
lous  that  I fhould  hold  any  fuch  correfpondence. 
Thefe  perfons  befide  fufpeft  I do  not  rigor- 
oufly  adhere  to  every  thing  which  they  call  ar- 
ticles of  faith.  They  have  been  fo  highly  pre- 
judiced by  the  calumnies  to  which  your  enemies 
give  utterance,  with  every  degree  of  malignity, 
that  thefe  good  bigots  very  devoutly  damn  all 
who  prefer  you  to  Luther  and  Calvin,  and  who 
are  fo  intolerably  ftiff-necked  as  to  dare  to  write 
to  you.  That  I might  releafe  myfelf  from  all 
importunity,  I thought  the  bed  way  would  be 

to 
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to  let  the  gazette  writer  of  Holland  and  Amftef- 
dam  underftand  I fhould  be  obliged  to  him  not 
to  mention  me  in  any  manner. 

Such,  fir,  is  the  truth  of  every  thing  that  has 
happened,  and  in  which  you  may  confide.  1 
can  allure  you  that  I honour  myfelf  for  my  own 
efteem  of  you,  and  that  I think  it  a glory  to  pay 
homage  to  your  genius.  I would  even  confent 
to  have  all  the  paflages  in  my  letters,  in  which  I 
have  fpoken  of  you,  printed;  to  teftify  to  the 
eyes  of  the  whole  world,  that  I do  not  blufh  to 
afk  information  from  a man  who  deferves  to  be 
my  tutor,  and  who  has  no  defed,  except  that  of 
being  fuperior  to  the  reft  of  mankind.  But,  fir, 
you  have  no  need  of  a witnefs  fo  feeble  to  con- 
firm a fame  which  you  yourfelf  have  fo  well  efta- 
bliihed.  The  foundation  you  have  laid  is  more 
noble  and  more  fecure  than  any  that  could  be 
built  on  my  fuffrages. 

In  any,  other  age  except  that  in  which  we 
live,  I fhould  not  have  forbidden  the  fieur 
Franchin  to  fpeak  of  me  in  whatever  manner  he 
fhould  pleafe.  He  would  never  rifk  becoming 
the  Bajazet  of  mount  Saint  Michael.  It  was  a 
rule  dictated  by  prudence;  and  you  know,  fir^ 
we  muft  cede  to  circumftances,  and  accommo- 
date ourfelves  to  the  times.  I faw  myfelf 
obliged  to  put  it  in  pra&ice. 


Ybti 
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You  received  the  verfes  I addrefled  to  you 
with  fo  much  indulgence  that  I have  ventured 
to  fend  you  an  ode  on  oblivion.  The  fubjedt 
has  not,  to  my  knowledge,  ever  been  touched. 
I requeft,  fir,  you  will  read  it  with  all  the  in- 
flexibility of  a matter,  and  all  the  rigid  feveritv 
of  a critic.  I fhall  gain  inftrudtion  by  your  cor- 
rections, which  will  be  to  me  fo  many  precepts, 
dictated  by  Apollo  himfelf,  and  infpired  by  the 
Mufes. 

You  will  oblige  me,  fir,  by  noticing  your 
doubts  concerning  the  metaphyfics  of  Wolf.  I 
fliall  foon  fend  you  the  remainder  of  the  work. 
I imagine  you  will  attack  him  on  the  definition 
which  he  gives  of  the  fimple  being , 

There  is  a work  on  ethics,  written  by  this 
author,  and  the  fubjedt  is  treated  in  the  fame 
order  which  is  obferved  in  his  metaphyfics. 
The  propofitions  are  intimately  connected  one 
with  the  other,  and,  if  I may  fo  be  allowed  to 
fay,  mutually  take  hands  to  ftrengthen  each 
other.  A perfon  of  the  name  of  Jordan,  whom 
you  mutt  have  feen  at  Paris,  has  undertaken  the 
tranflation.  He  has  forfaken  Saint  Paul,  in  fa- 
vour of  Ariftotle. 

Wolf,  at  the  end  of  his  metaphyfics,  (hews  the 
exiftence  of  a foul,  diftindt  from  the  body.  He 
thus  explains  himfelf  on  the  fubjedt  of  immor- 
VOL.  VI.  F tality. 
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tality.  <c  The  foul  having  been  created  by  God 
“ in  an  inftant,  and  not  in  any  fuccefTion  of 
“ time,  God  could  not  annihilate  it,  except  by 
“ a formal  ad  of  his  will.”  He  feems  to  be- 
lieve in  the  eternity  of  the  earth,  though  he  does 
not  fpeak  in  terms  fo  clear  as  might  have  been 
de  fired. 

The  moft  evident  proportion,  according  to 
my  feeble  intelligence,  is  that  the  earth  is  eter- 
nal, relative  to  time,  or  relative  to  a fucceffion  of 
adions ; but  that  God  is  beyond  time,  and  muft 
have  been  before  all  things.  The  world  how- 
ever is  certainly  much  older  than  we  fuppofe  it 
to  be.  If  God  has  willed  creation  from  all 
eternity,  the  will  and  the  deed  being  in  him  but 
the  fame  thing,  the  neceftary  confequence  is  that 
the  world  is  eternal. 

I muft  intreat,  fir,  you  would  not  afk  me 
what  I underftand  by  the  word  eternal,  for  I 
previoufly  confefs  that  I employ  a term  the 
meaning  of  which  I do  not  myfelf  comprehend. 
Metaphyfical  queftions  are  not  to  be  refolved  by 
man.  We  in  vain  endeavour  to  divine  things 
which  are  beyond  our  conceptions,  and  in  this 
ignorant  world,  the  moft  probable  conjedure 
paiies  for  the  beft  fyftem. 

Mine  is  to  adore  the  fupreme  Being,  who 
alone  is  good,  alone  is  merciful,  and  who  there- 
fore 
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fore  merits  my  homage.  I (often  and  alleviate, 
as  much  as  I have  the  power,  the  miferies  to 
which  humanity  is  liable,  and  in  other  refpeds  I 
rely  on  the  will  of  the  Creator,  who  will  difpofe 
of  me  as  he  fhall  fee  good,  and  from  whom, 
happen  what  will,  I have  nothing  to  fear.  I 
imagine  that  fuch  is  very  nearly  your  confeffion 
of  faith. 

If  reafon  didate  my  words,  and  if  I dare  (lat- 
ter myfelf  (he  now  (peaks  with  my  tongue,  it  is 
in  a manner  which  is  advantageous  to  you. 
She  renders  you  juftice  as  the  greateft  man  of 
France,  and  as  a mortal  who  does  honour  to  lan- 
guage. If  ever  I fhould  go  to  France,  the  firfl 
queftion  I fhould  a(k  would  be,  e<  Where  is  M. 
“ de  Voltaire?”  Neither  the  king  nor  his  court* 
Paris  nor  Verfailles,  the  fair  fex-  nor  pleafure, 
would  have  any  part  in  my  journey ; it  would 
be  undertaken  for  you  alone. 

Permit  me  once  again  to  attack  you  relative 
to  the  poem  of  the  Maid  of  Orleans.  If  you 
have  confidence  enough  in  me  to  think  me  in- 
capable of  betraying  a man  whom  1 efteem,  if 
you  believe  me  to  be  a worthy  man,  you  will 
not  refufe  my  requeft.  The  latter  is  a charac- 
ter I value  too  highly  ever  to  forfeit  it ; and 
[ thofe  who  know  me  know  I am  neither  indif- 
ereet  nor  imprudent. 

F 2 Continue, 
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Continue,  fir,  to  inflruct  the  world;  the  torch 
of  truth  could  not  be  confided  to  better  hands. 
I admire  you  at  a diftance,  not  however  re- 
nouncing the  hope  to  have  the  fatisfadion  of 
one  day  feeing  you.  This  you  have  promifed 
me,  and  I referve  the  right  of  calling  it  to  your 
recolledion  to  fome  future  time. 

Be  allured,  fir,  of  my  efteem.  I do  not  grant 
it  lightly,  nor  lightly  withdraw  it.  Such  are 
the  fentiments  with  which  I am, 

S I R, 

Your  ever  afFedionate  friend. 


LETTER  ' XV. 

From  the  Prince  Royal . 

SIR,  Remufberg,  February,  1737 

I HAVE  been  agreeably  furprifed,  fir,  by 
the  verfes  which  you  have  kindly  addreffed  to 
me,  and  which  are  worthy  of  their  author. 
The  mod;  barren  fubjed  becomes  fruitful  in 

* The  Berlin  edition  dates  March  6. 

your 
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your  hands.  You  fpeak  of  me,  and  I no  lon- 
ger know  myfelf : all  you  touch  is  turned  to 
gold. 

Braving  oblivion  and  the  taunts  of  time, 
Immortaliz’d  by  thee,  my  name  fhall  live  : 

Still,  as  thy  works  defcend,  from  age  to  age. 
The  fuffrages  receiving  of  pofterity. 

Conquering  the  world,  nay  conquering  envy’s 
felf. 

With  endlefs  renovation  (hall  I rife. 

The  temple  they  in  which  my  ftatue  (lands, 

The  fame  that’s  due  alone  to  thee  partaking. 

Who  knows  whether  Alexander  the  Great 
would  have. now  been  heard  of,  had  not  Quin- 
tus Curtius,  and  fome  famous  hiftorians,  been 
careful  to  write  and  tranfmit  the  hidory  of  his 
life  ? The  valiant  Achilles  and  the  fage  Nedor 
might  not  have  efcaped  the  abyfs  of  oblivion, 
had  they  not  been  rendered  famous  by  Homer. 
I can  allure  you  I neither  am  a kind  of,  nor  a 
candidate  to  become,  a great  man.  I am  lim- 
ply an  individual  known  only  to  a fmall  part  of 
the  continent,  and  whofe  name,  according  to  all 
appearance,  will  only  ferve  to  decorate  fome 
genealogical  tree,  and  afterward  be  configned  to 
forgetfulnefs  and  obfcurity. 

F 3 lam 
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I am  furprifed  at  my  imprudence,  when  I 
refleft  on  having  addreffed  verfes  to  you.  Yet, 
at  the  very  moment  that  I difapprove  my  own 
temerity,  I fall  into  exactly  the  fame  error; 
Boileau  fays, 

Affes,  by  nature  taught,  inftin&ive  bray  ; 

Let  affes  therefore  nature’s  laws  obey, 

Nor  ftiive,  while  founds  discordant  they  prolong. 

To  ape  the  nightingale’s  melodious  fong. 

I intreat,  fir,  you  would  become  my  poetical 
inftrudtor,  as  you  are  capable  of  being  in  all 
things.  You  will  never  find  a difciple  with 
more  docility  and  obedience.  Far  fiom  being 
offended  at  your  corrections,  I Shall  underfland 
them  as  the  moft  certain  marks  of  that  friend- 
ship which  you  entertain  for  me.  I am  fo  total- 
ly at  leifure  that  I have  time  to  occupy  myfelf 
with  any  fcience  I (hall  pleafe.  I endeavour  to 
profit  by  this  indolence  which  I attempt  to 
transform  into  wifdom,  by  my  application  to  the 
fludy  of  philofophy  and  hiftory,  and  by  amuf- 
ing  myfelf  with  poetry  and  mufic.  I live  at  pre- 
fent  like  a man,  and  think  fuch  a life  infinitely 
preferable  to  the  majeftic  gravity  and  the  tyran- 
nic conflraint  of  courts.  I do  not  love  a kind 

of 
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of  exiftence  which  is  meafured  by  the  yard  ; 
freedom  only  has  any  charms  for  me. 

Prejudiced  perfons  perhaps  have  drawn  a 
pidure  of  me  too  much  to  my  advantage : their 
friendfhip  has  fupplied  my  want  of  merit.  Re- 
coiled, I entreat  you,  fir,  the  defcription  which 
you  have  given  of  fame. 

With  lips  of  levity,  the  babbler  Fame 
Alike  is  prodigal  of  truth  or  lies. 

When  perfons  of  a certain  rank  do  but  half 
fulfil  their  duties,  the  prize  is  adjudged  to  them 
which  others  are  not  permitted  to  receive  till  the 
work  is  fully  accomplifhed.  Whence  can  this 
ftrange  difference  arife?  Either  we  are  lefs  capa- 
ble than  others  of  doing  what  we  ought,  or 
vile  flattery  exalts  our  lead  adions  above  their 
worth. 

Auguftus,  late  king  of  Poland,  could  calcu- 
late a feries  of  figures  in  arithmetic  with  tolera- 
ble facility,  and  every  body  was  very  eager  to 
vaunt  of  his  fuperior  fkill  in  the  mathematics  ; 
though  he  was  even  ignorant  of  the  elements  of 
algebra. 

Excufe  me  from  citing  other  examples,  which 
eafily  might  be  cited. 

There  has  been  no  monarch  of  the  prefent 
zge  really  well  informed,  the  czar  Peter  I.  ex- 
F 4 cepted. 
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cepted.  He  was  not  only  the  legillator  of  his 
country,  he  was  perfedly  acquainted  with  ma- 
ritime affairs.  He  was  archited,  anatomift, 
furgeon  (fometimes  a dangerous  one),  an  expert 
foldier,  and  a confummate  oeconomift.  Had  he 
but  received  a lefs  barbarous,  lefs  ferocious, 
education  than  that  which  a country  could  afford 
where  abfolute  authority  was  confpicuous  only 
in  ads  of  cruelty,  he  might  then  have  become 
a model  for  all  future  moriarchs. 

I was  affured  you  were  an  amateur  of  paint- 
ings ; this  was  what  determined  me  to  fend  you 
the  head  of  Socrates,  the  workmanfhip  of  which 
is  tolerable.  I requeft  you  will  remain  fatisfied 
with  my  intention. 

I wait  very  impatiently  for  the  maid  and  the 
philofopher,  who  are  both  committed  to  hemlock . 
I affure  you  I will  keep  inviolable  fecrefy  on 
the  fubjed : no  perfon  (hall  know  that  you 
have  fent  me  the  two  works,  and  much  lefs  (hall 
they  be  feen.  I will  make  this  a point  of  honour. 
1 cannot  fay  more,  feeling,  as  I do,  how  un- 
worthy it  would  be  to  betray  a friend  whom  I 
efteem  and  by  whom  I am  obliged,  through  my 
own  indifcretion.  Foreign  minifters  are  privi- 
leged fpies.  My  confidence  is  neither  blind 
nor  deftitute  of  forefight  on  that  fubjed. 

7 Where 
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Where  could  you  obtain  the  epigram  that  I 
wrote  on  M.  La  Croze  ? I gave  it  to  nobody  but 
himfelf.  The  good  large  man  of  learning  was 
himfelf  the  caufe  of  this  fport,  this  Tally  of 
imagination,  the  point  of  which  confifts  in  a 
quibble,  trivial  enough,  and  which  might  be 
overlooked  when  the  circumftances  were  not 
known,  and  which  in  other  refpe£h  was  very 
infipid.  The  work  of  father  Tournemine  is  in 
the  French  library,  where  it  was  read  byM.  La 
Croze.  He  hates  the  Jefuits  as  Chriitians  hate 
the  Devil,  and  efleems  no  religious  order  except 
thofe  of  the  congregation  of  Saint  Maurice,  one 
of  whom  he  himfelf  was. 

You  have  left  Holland! — I fhail  feel  this  in- 
creafe  of  diftance,  Yotir  letters  will  become 
jftill  greater  rarities,  and  a thoufand  vexatious 
impediments  will  concur  to  render  the  arrival  of 
them  lefs  frequent.  I fhail  profit  by  the  addrefs 
which  you  have  given  me  of  the  fieur  du' 
Breuil,  and  fhail  very  ftrongiy  recommend  it  to 
him  to  haflen  the  departure  of  my  letters,  and 
the  return  of  yours  as  much  as  poflible. 

May  you  enjoy  every  delight  of  life  at  Cirey! 
Your  happinefs  never  will  equal  my  wifhes  in 
your  behalf,  nor  your  own  merits.  I beg  you 
will  inform  the  marchionefs  du  Chatelet  that 

(lie 
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(he  is  the  only  perfon  who  could  make  me 
refolve  to  give  up  M.  de  Voltaire,  as  fhe  is  the 
only  perfon  who  is  worthy  of  his  company. 
Were  Cirey  at  the  farther  part  of  the  world,  I 
would  not  renounce  the  fatisfadion  of  one  day 
going  thither.  Kings  have  been  known  to 
travel  on  more  trifling  occaflons,  and  I affure 
you  my  curioiity  is  equal  to  my  efteem.  Is  it 
aftoni firing  that  I fhould  be  deflrous  to  fee  the 
man  moft  worthy  of  immortality,  and  whofe 
own  efforts  have  made  him  immortal  ? 

I am. 

With  all  imaginable  eflieem. 

You  very  affedionate  friend. 

I have  juft  received  letters  from  Berlin,  in 
which  I am  informed  that  the  emperor’s 
refident  has  a printed  copy  of  the  Maid  of 
Gleans.  Do  not  accufe  me  of  indifcretion, 
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LETTER  XVI, 

From  M,  de  Voltaire . 

SIR,  March,  1737. 

I KNOW  not  where  to  begin;  I am 
intoxicated  with  pleafure,  furprife,  and  gra- 
titude. 

Pollio  et  ipfe  facit  nova  carmina , pafcite  taurum. 

You  write  verfes  in  French,  at  Berlin,  fueh 
as  were  written  at  Verfailles,  in  the  times  of 
good  tafte,  and  the  reign  of  pleafure.  You  fend 
me  the  metaphy  lies  of  M.  Wolf,  and  I venture 
to  fay  that  your  royal  highnefs  is  greatly  fuf- 
pe&ed  of  having  tr^nflated  the  work  yourfelf. 
You  fend  M.  de  Borck  hither,  to  the  abode  of 
folitude,  and  you  know  how  dear  a man  mud  be 
to  me  who  is  worthy  of  your  favours.  I receive 
four  letters  at  once  from  your  royal  highnefs  ; 
and  add  to  all  this  the  buft  of  Socrates  is  at 
Cirey.  I am  dazzled  with  this  excefs  of  trea- 
fure ; it  is  with  difficulty  that  I can  coljeft  my- 
felf  Efficiently  to  return  you  thanks,  The 
great  paffions  will  fpeak  firft,  and  my  great  eft* 
fir,  are  for  you  and  poetry. 

* In 
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In  you  great  Alcibiades  revives. 

His  virtues  blooming,  buried  his  defe&s : 
Socrates’  friend,  of  Anitus  the  foe, 

Y ou  curfes  from  a bigot  pried;  contemn  ! 

No  Oracle  will  e’er  pronounce  me  fage ; 

No  Socrates  am  1 : and  ah  ! too  far, 

Too  didant  he,  the  fovereign  of  my  foul ! 

My  Alcibiades,  whofe  potent  arm. 

Or  foon  or  late,  from  Hemlock- Anitus, 

And  bigot  pried,  will  certain  refuge  grant. 
Who  elfe  might  grafp  the  confecrated  knife. 
And  fhed  my  blood  in  mod  religions  zeal. 

Augudus  formerly  wrote  verfes  for  Horace, 
and  for  Virgil,  ,fir;  but  Augudus  has  difgraced 
himfelf  by  his  proferiptions.  Charles  IX.  com- 
pofed  poetry,  and  poetry  which  had  merit, 
for  Ronfard ; but  Charles  IX.  was  guilty,  at 
lead,  of  having  permitted  what  was  even  worfe 
than  proferiptions,  the  madacre  of  Saint 
Bartholomew.  I can  only  compare  you  to  our 
Henry  the  Great,  and  to  Francis  I.  Your 
royal  highnefs  is  no  doubt  acquainted  with  the 
charming  fong  which  Henry  the  Great  wrote  on 
his  midrefs. 
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From  Mars  I hold  my  crown. 

Of  valour  the  defert ; 

Accept  it  from  my  hand. 

You  hold  it  of  my  heart. 

Such  were  fovereigns  models  for  men  as 
Well  as  for  kings,  yet  thefe  you  will  furpafs. 
My  heart  was  moved  by  all  which  M.  de  Borck 
told  me  of  your  royal  highnefs,  although  he  told 
me  nothing  hew. 

You  mud  imagine,  fir,  it  was  long  before  I 
could  obtain  your  letters,  becaitfe  of  my  journey. 
They  were  received  by  the  marchionefs  du 
Chatelet,  as  alfo  was  the  bull:  of  Socrates.  The 
fieur  Thiriot  might  have  obtained  the  packet 
from  the  poll-office  fooner,  but  it  was  in  the 
hands  of  M,  Chambrier,  who,  imagining  it 
contained  your  portrait,  was,  as  well  he  might 
be,  defirous  of  keeping  it.  Emily  is  in  defpair 
to  find  it  is  only  Socrates.  The  palace  of  Cirey 
Hill  lives  in  hopes  of  being  adorned  by  the 
pi&ure  of  the  only  prince  on  earth  ; at  lead  the 
only  one  to  us.  Emily  expedls  and  deferves  it, 
and  you  are  equitable. 

M.  Thiriot  imagined  I was  going  to  Pruffia, 
and  the  fame  of  your  kindnefs  to  me  perfuaded 
many  people  it  was  truth.  The  news  was  in- 
ferred in  the  public  papers  almoft  a month  ago, 

but 
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but  the  penetration  of  your  own  mind  would 
teach  your  royal  highnefs  to  underftand  my 
character  better.  I am  certain  you  will  do  me 
the  juftice  to  remain  perfuaded  that  I have  an 
extreme  deiire  to  pay  my  refpeCts  to  you,  but 
that  I never  had  any  intention  to  go  to  Pruffia. 
I am  incapable  of  taking  any  fuch  ftep  without 
a precife  order. 

The  court  of  the  king  your  father,  and  your 
royal  highnefs,  well  may  attraCt  flrangers;  but 
a man  of  letters  who  is  attached  to  you  ought 
not  to  go  without  being  commanded* 

A month  ago  I certainly  did  not  imagine  I 
fhould  have  left  Citey.  Madame  du  Chatelet, 
of  whom  and  of  your  royal  highnefs  it  may 
furely  be  faid  you  are  kindred  fouls,  and  between 
whom  there  is  a pre-ordained  harmony,  ought 
to  have  detained  me  in  her  court,  which  with- 
out hefitation  I prefer  to  that  of  all  the  kings 
on  earth,  as  friend,  philofopher,  and  free  man  ; 
for 

Fuge JuJpicari 

Cujus  oftavum  trepidavit  alas 
Claudere  luftrum . 

But  aftorm  arofe  and  fwept  me  from  this  hap- 
py retreat ; detraction  came  in  fearch  of  me  as 

far 
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far  as  Cirey.  I am  perfecuted,  fince  I have 
written  the  Henriade.  Would  you  believe  that 
I have  been  more  than  once  reproached  for 
having  depidted  the  maffacre  of  Saint  Bartholo- 
mew in  colours  too  black ; 1 am  called  atheiffc 
becaufe  I have  faid  men  are  not  born  for  mu- 
tual dedrudion.  In  fine,  the  temped  grew 
louder,  and,  following  the  advice  of  my  bed 
friends,  I departed.  I had  made  a fketch  of 
the  eafy  principles  of  the  Newtonian  philofophy. 
Madam  du  Chatelet  had  her  part  in  the  work. 
Minerva  didated,  and  I wrote.  I came  to  Ley- 
den to  labour,  and  render  the  work  lefs  unwor- 
thy of  her  and  you ; and  repaired  to  Amder- 
dam  to  have  it  printed  and  the  plates  engraved. 
This  will  continue  in  hand  all  winter.  Such  is 
my  hidory,  and  fuch  my  occupation.  The 
kindnefs  of  your  royal  highnefs  required  the 
confeflion. 

That  I might  avoid  vifits,  new  acquaintance, 
and  lofs  of  time,  I affumed  another  name  when 
I came  to  Holland  ; but  the  gazettes  having 
invented  injurious  rumours,  which  were  drd  cir- 
culated by  my  enemies,  I immediately  refolved 
to  confound  them,  and  give  them  the  lie  by 
making  myfelf  known. 

I have  not  yet  had  time  to  read  the  whole  of 
the  metaphyfics  which  you  have  deigned  to  fend 
6 me; 
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me  ; the  little  I have  read  appears  to  me  d 
chain  of  gold  defcending  from  heaven  to  earth. 
True  it  is,  there  are  fome  links  fo  loofe  that  we 
fear  left  they  fhould  break,  yet  they  have  beert 
formed  with  fo  much  art  that  I admire  them,; 
however  fragile  they  may  be. 

I very  well  perceive  it  is  poftible  to  combat 
that  kind  of  pre-eftablifhed  harmony  to  which 
M.  Wolf  wifhes  to  come,  and  that  many  things 
may  be  faid  againft  his  fyftem  ; but  no  objec- 
tion can  be  made  to  his  virtue  and  his  genius. 
To  tax  him  with  atheifm  and  immorality,  in 
fine,  to  perfecute  him,  appears  to  me  abfurd. 
The  theologians  of  all  countries,  who  are  people 
intoxicated  by  facred  chimeras,  refemble  the 
cardinals  who  condemned  Galileo.  Do  they 
not  defire  to  burn  M.  Wolf  alive,  becaufe  he  is 
fuperior  to  them  in  underftanding  ? Guardian 
angel  of  Wolf  and  of  reafon,  great  prince, 
vaft  and  apt  genius,  cannot  a glance  from  you 
awe  the  fools  to  fi fence  ? 

In  the  letters  which  1 have  received  from  your 
royal  highnefs,  among  many  other  traits  worthy 
the  prince  and  the  philofopher,  I remarked  that 
where  you  faid  Cafar  eft  Jupra  grammatlcam . 
This  is  very  true  ; it  becomes  a prince  not  to 

be 
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be  a purift  but  it  does  not  become  him  to 
write  and  fpell  like  a woman.  A prince  ought 
to  have  received  the  bed  of  educations  of  every 
kind;  and  when  I am  told  that  Louis  XiV, 
was  ignorant  and  incapable  of  writing  his  mo- 
ther tongue,  I conclude  that  he  was  ill  educat- 
ed. He  was  born  with  a clear  and  good  under- 
fcanding  ; but  he  was  taught  only  to  dance  and 
play  on  the  guitar.  He  never  read,  for  if  he 
had,  and  if  he  had  been  acquainted  with  hiftory, 
you  would  not  have  feen  fo  many  French  refu- 
gees at  Berlin  ; your  kingdom  would  no:  have 
been  enriched  in  the  year  1686  with  the  fpoils 
of  his ; he  would  have  paid  lefs  attention  to  the 
jefuit  Le  Tellier;  he  would  have,  £cc.  &c.  &c. 

Either  your  education  has  been  worthy  of 
your  genius,  hr,  or  you  have  educated  yourfelf. 
There  is  not  at  prefent  a prince  on  earth  who 
thinks  like  you.  I am  very  forry  you  have  no 
rivals.  While  I have  life  I fhall  be,  &c. 

* A term  among  the  French  to  exprefs  an  excefs  of  deli- 
cacy in  grammar,  pronunciation,  and  phrafeology.  T. 
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LETTER  XVII. 

From  M.  de  Voltaire . 

March,  1737. 

DELICIJE  HUMANI  GENERIS , 

This  title  is  more  dear  to  you  than  thofe 
of  lord,  royal  highnefs,  and  majefty;  nor  is  it 
lefs  your  due. 

My  firft  duty  will  be  to  render  an  account 
of  my  proceedings  to  your  royal  highnefs,  for  I 
am  your  declared  fubjeft.  We  catholics  have  a 
kind  of  facrament  which  we  call  confirmation. 
We  feled  a faint  to  be  our  patron  in  heaven, 
and  a fpecies  of  tutelary  deity  to  us.  I fhould 
be  glad  to  know  why  I am  permitted  to  choofe 
one  of  the  minor  gods  rather  than  a king.  You 
are  certainly  much  better  formed  to  be  my  king 
than  Saint  Francis  of  Aflife,  or  Saint  Dominic 
are  to  be  my  faints.  To  my  king,  therefore,  I 
write,  and  I inform  you,  Rex  amate>  that  I am 
returned  to  your  little  province  of  Cirey,  where 
philofophy,  the  Graces,  freedom  and  fludy 
dwell ; nothing  is  wanting  there  except  the  por- 
trait of  your  majefty.  This  you  will  not  grant; 

you 
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you  will  not  fuffer.us  to  have  images  that  we 
fhould  adore  ; you  remember  the  holy  text. 

I have  at  length  received  the  Socrates  which 
your  royal  highnefs  deigned  to  fend  me  as  a 
prefent.  This  prefent  induced  me-once  again 
to  read  all  that  Plato  has  faid  of  Socrates.  I 
am  ftill  of  my  former  opinion. 

The  days  of  ancient  Greece  I own  were  bright. 
But  they're  eclips'd,  now  Frederic  fees  the  light, 
Berlin  may  foon  furpafs  th’  Athenian  age. 

For  Frederic  has  furpafs 'd  th’  Athenian  fage. 

Equally  free  from  vulgar  prejudice,  and  as 
modeft  as  the  Grecian  was  vain,  you  will 
not  go  to  one  of  the  Lutheran  churches,  there 
to  publifn  yourfelf  the  wifefl  of  all  mankind ; 
you  will  rather  confine  yourfelf  to  the  perfor- 
mance of  all  that  can  make  you  fo  ; you  will 
not  proceed  from  houfe  to  houfe,  like  Socrates, 
and  fay  to  the  niafler,  fir,  you  are  a fool ; to 
the  preceptor,  fir,  you  are  an  afs ; and  to  the 
child,  you  are  an  ignorant  little  blockhead  ; you 
will  be  fatisfied  with  thinking  all  this  of  the  ge- 
nerality of  thofe  animals  called  men,  and  will 
notwithstanding  exert  yourfelf  to  render  them 
happy. 

1 have  to  anfwer  the  criticifms  which  your 
G 2 royal 
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royal  highnefs  has  deigned  to  make,  in  one  of 
your  letters,  relative  to  the  ancient  Romans, 
who,  in  the  fields  of  Mars,  formerly  bore  hay  for 
their  ftandard. 

The  colonel  of  the  fined  regiment  in  Europe 
finds  it  painful  to  allow  that  the  conquerors  of 
the  fixth  part  of  our  continent  had  not  always 
golden  eagles  borne  before  thejr  armies ; but 
all  things  have  a beginning.  When  the  Ro- 
mans were  only  peafants,  they  carried  hay  as 
their  enfigns ; when  they  were  populum  late  re - 
gem , they  had  golden  eagles. 

Ovid  in  his  Fafti  exprefsly  fays  of  the  ancient 
Romans, 

Non  tllos  ccelo  labentia  figna  movebant , 

Sed  Jua  qua  magnum  perdere  crimen  erat . 

A ridiculous  antithefis  to  tell  us  they  were 
unacquainted  with  celeftial  figns.  They  were 
only  acquainted  with  the  figns  of  their  armies. 
He  continues  to  lay,  fpeaking  of  thefe  figns,  or 
of  th'efe  aligns, 

Illaque  de  fceno  ; Jed  erat  revermtia  fee  no 
Quantaque  nunc  aquilas  cernis  habere  tuas . 

Vertica  fufpenfos  portabat  longa  maniples : 

JJnde  maniplaris  nornina  miles  habet. 


Here 
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Here  are  my  wifpsof  bay  well  proved. 

With  refpedV  to  the  ancient  periods  of  their 
hiftory,  I fhall  refer  to  your  royal  highnefs,  as  I 
fhall  refpecfting  all  ancient  periods.  What  think 
you  of  Remus  and  Romulus,  the  fons  of  the  god 
Mars;  of  thefhe-wolf;  of  the  wood-pecker; 
of  the  bleeding  head  of  a man  which  occafioned 
the  capitol  to  be  built ; of  the  gods  of  Lavi- 
nium,  that  travelled  on  foot  from  Alba  to  La- 
vinium ; of  the  combat  between  C aft  or  and  Pol- 
lux at  the  lake  of  Nigiilo  ; of  Attilius  N^vius, 
who  cut  ftones  with  a razor ; of  the  veftal  who 
drew  a (hip  with  her  girdle  ; of  the  palladium ; 
of  the  bucklers  that  fell  from  heaven  ; in  fine,  of 
Mutius  Scevola  ; of  Lucretia  ; of  the  Horatii ; 
of  Curtius ; ftories  not  lefs  chimerical  than  the 
miracles  I have  juft  mentioned  ? We  muft  af- 
fign  all  thefe,  fir,  their  places  in  the  hall  of 
Odin,  with  our  holy  vial,  the  fhift  of  the  Virgin 
Mary,  the  facred  prepuce,  and  the  legends  of 
the  Monks. 

I am  informed  that  your  royal  highnefs  has 
lately  done  juftice  to  M.  Wolf.  You  will  im- 
mortalize your  name,  and  will  render  it  dear  to 
all  ages,  by  protecting  enlightened  philofophy 
againft  the  abfurd  and  caballing  theologian. 
Continue,  great  prince,  great  man,  to  trample 
on  the  monfter  of  fuperftition  and  fanaticifm ; 

G 3 that 
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that  real  enemy  of  the  Deity  and  of  reafon.  Be 
you  the  king  of  philolophers ; other  monarchs 
are  only  the  kings  of  men. 

I daily  return  thanks  to  Heaven  that  you  are 
in  being.  Louis  XIV.  whofe  hiflory  I have 
the  honour  to  fend  your  royal  highnefs  in  ma- 
nufcript,  paffed  the  latter  years  of  his  life  in  mi- 
ferable  difputes  concerning  a ridiculous  bull,  in 
behalf  of  which  he  interefted  himfelf,  wichout 
knowing  why ; he  died  bandied  from  pried: 
to  prieft,  and  thefe  priefts  anathematized  each 
other  with  the  mod  furious  and  frantic  zeal.  To 
fuch  dangers  are  princes  expofed.  Ignorance, 
the  mother  of  fuperftition,  renders  them  the 
victims  of  bigots.  The  knowledge  of  which 
you  are  poiTefled  renders  you  invulnerable  to 
their  attacks. 

I have  read  the  metaphyfics  of  Wolf  with 
great  attention.  Will  your  royal  highnefs  per- 
mit me  to  give  utterance  to  my  thoughts  ? Ei- 
ther I am  deceived,  or  you  have  deigned  to 
tranilate  the  book  yourfelf.  I have  read  little 
corrections  in  your  own  writing.  Emily  has 
read  it  with  me. 

From  rifmg  Athens  was  this  treafure  fent : 

Verfailles  the  courtly  knows  not  of  the  gift. 

And  in  her  ignorance  merits  to  remain. 

This 
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This  -Emily,  deferving  of  Frederic,  here 
joins  in  admiration  and  refpe£l  for  the  only 
prince  whom  (he  thinks  worthy  to  be  a prince ; 
for  which  realon  her  vexation  at  not  pofleffing 
the  portrait  of  your  royal  highnefs  is  the  greater. 
Some  things  have  been  made  ready  according 
to  your  orders.  I fend  this  packet  immediately 
to  the  mafter  of  the  poll-office  of  Treves,  with- 
out paffing  by.Paris;  it  will  proceed  thence  to 
W efeL  Deign  to  give  me  your  commands,  if 
you  wilb  I Ihould  continue  to  purfue  this  me- 
thod. 

I am, 

With  profound  refpeft,  8tc, 


LETTER  XVIII. 


From  the  Frince  Royal . 


S1R>  Remulberg,  April  7th,  1737. 

EVEN  the  very  manner  in  which  you  af- 
fix your  feals  is  an  obliging  pledge  of  the  atten- 
tion you  pay  me.  You  fpeak  to  me  in  very 
flattering  language  ; you  load  me  with  praifes ; 
you  bellow  titles  on  me,  which  appertain  only 
G 4 to 
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to  great  men ; and  1 link  under  the  weight  of 
your  eulogies.  The  limits  of  my  empire,  fir, 
would  be  very  confined,  were  my  empire  only 
to  coniifl  of  men  equal  to  you  in  merit.  Are 
kings  neceffary  to  govern  philofophers  ? Can 
the  ignorant  become  the  conductors  of  the  en- 
lightened ? Or  may  men  who  are  the  flaves  of 
their  pafiions  overawe  the  vices  of  men,  who, 
themfelves,  are  able  to  fupprefs  vice  ; not  by  the 
fear  of  chaftifement,  not  by  the  puerile  dread  of 
hell  and  demons,  but  by  the  love  of  virtue  ? 
Reafon  is  your  guide  and  your  foyereign ; 
Henry  the  Great  is  your  prote&ing  faint ; any 
foreign  aid  would  be  fuperfluous. 

If,  however,  from  the  fituation  in  which  I am 
placed,  I fhall  find  myfelf  capable  of  convincing 
you  of  the  fentiments  I entertain  for  M.  de  Vol- 
taire, you  will  obtain  a faint  in  me  whom  you 
never  fhall  invoke  in  vain.  I fhall  begin  by  af- 
fording you  a fmall  proof.  You  appear  to  de- 
fire to  have  my  portrait ; yes,  it  is  your  will, 
and  I have  immediately  ordered  it  to  be  paint- 
ed. To  convince  you  how  highly  the  arts  are 
honoured  among  us,  know,  fir,  there  is  no  fci- 
ence  which  we  do  not  endeavour  to  ennoble. 
One  of  my  gentlemen,  named  Knobelfdorf, 
who  does  not  confine  his  talents  to  the  handling 
of  the  pencil  alone,  has  painted  this  portrait. 

He 
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He  knows  he  is  working  for  you,  and  that  you 
are  a connoiffeur.  This  is  a fufficient  fpur  to 
make  him  emulous  to  furpafs  himfelf. 

One  of  my  intimate  friends,  the  baron  of 
Kayferling,  or  Cefario,  will  bring  you  my  pic- 
ture ; he  will  be  at  Cirey  toward  the  end  of  the 
next  month,  and  when  you  fee  him  you  will 
judge  whether  he  does  not  deferve  the  efteem 
of  every  worthy  man.  I intreat,  hr,  you  will 
place  confidence  in  him.  It  is  part  of  his 
charge  to  prefs  you  warmly  on  the  fubjedt  of  the 
Maid  of  Orleans,  on  the  Newtonian  philofophy, 
on  the  hiflory  of  Louis  XIV.  and  on  all  which 
he  can  extort  from  you. 

How  might  I reply  to  your  verfes  without 
having  at  lead  been  born  a poet  ? I am  not  fo 
blind  to  my felf  as  to  imagine  I have  talents  for 
verification.  To  write  in  a foreign  language. 

o o' 

to  write  poetry  too,  and,  which  is  worfe,  to 
know  my  felf  rejected  by  Apollo,  is  too  much. 


For  rhyming’s  hike  I rhyme;  but,  tho’  the  paufe 
Were  rightly  plac’d,  tho’  fuch  inferior  laws 
Were  well  obferv’d,  in  vain  I (till  might  drive ; 
Sternhold  and  Hopkins  only  would  revive. 

Yer,  when  I lee  thee  rife  on  eapde  wing. 

Like  thee  I with  to  mount,  like  thee  to  ling  • 

Venturing 
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Venturing  to  fly  when  fcarcely  I can  crawl. 
Melted  my  waxen  wings,  alas ! I fall. 

It  muft  be  owned  we  poets  promife  much 
and  perform  little.  At  the  very  moment  1 was 
making  honourable  amends,  for  all  the  bad 
verfes  I had  fent  you,  I fell  into  the  fame 
error. 

May  Berlin  rival  Athens ! I will  hope  the  ac- 
complifhment  of  the  prophecy.  Should  it  but 
be  able  to  acquire  M.  de  Voltaire  it . could  not 
fail  to  become  one  of  the  moft  celebrated  cities 
in  Europe. 

I cede  to  your  reafons,  fir ; you  have  excel- 
lently juftified  your  verfes.  The  Romans  had 
wifps  of  hay  by  way  of  flandards.  I allow  it. 
You  enlighten,- you  inftruft,  you  teach  me  even 
to  profit  by  my  own  ignorance. 

• Which  way  could  my  regiment  excite  your 
curiofity  ? I am  defirous  it  fhould  be  famous  for 
its  bravery,  and  not  for  its  beauty.  A regiment 
ought  not  to  fhine  by  exterior  fplendour,  by 
vain  trappings,  pomp,  and  magnificence.  The 
troops  with  whom  Alexander  fubje&ed  Greece, 
and  conquered  the  greatCih  part  of  Afia,  were 
accoutred  very  differently.  Iron  conftituted 
their  only  ornament.  They  were,  by  long  and 
painful  habit,  inured  to  labour ; they  were  har- 
dened 
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dened  to  fupport  hunger,  third,  and  all  the  ri- 
gours which  are  attendant  on  protra&ed  war ; 
they  were  intimately  formed  into  one  body,  by 
vigorous  and  fevere  difcipline,  fo  that  they  all 
concurred  to  produce  one  effect,  and  were  ren- 
dered capable  to  execute  the  mod  extenfive  de- 
ligns  of  their  generals,  with  promptitude  and 
energy. 

With  refpedt  to  the  remote  period  of  the  Ro- 
man hiftorv,  I find  myfelf  induced  to  maintain 
its  truth,  and  that  from  a motive  which  will  af- 
ford you  fome  furprife.  To  explam  myfelf,  I 
fliall  be  obliged  to  be  a little  circumftantial,  en- 
deavouring at  the  fame  time  to  relate  my  anec- 
dote with  as  much  brevity  as  poffible. 

Some  years  ago,  in  a manufcript  of  the  Vati- 
can, the  hiftory  of  Romulus  and  Remus  was 
found,  the  narration  of  which  was  very  different 
to  that  which  had  formerly  been  known.  The 
manufcript  affects  that  Remus  efcaped  from  the 
purfuit  of  his  brother,  and,  that  he  might  con- 
ceal himfelf  from  his  jealous  fury,  he  took  re- 
fuge in  the  northern  provinces  of  Germany,  to- 
ward the  banks  of  the  Elbe ; that  he  built  a city 
which  was  fituated  near  a great  lake,  to  which 
he  gave  his  name,  and  that  after  his  death  he 
was  buried  in  an  ifland  which,  rifing  in  the 
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middle  of  the  water,  formed  a kind  of  hill,  in 
the  centre  of  the  lake. 

Four  years  ago,  two  monks  were  fent  here 
from  the  pope,  to  difcover  the  city  founded  by 
Remus.  According  to  the  defcription  J have 
given,  they  imagined  it  muft  be  Remufberg ; 
or,  in  other  words,  Mount- Remus.  The  good 
fathers  dug  in  the  iiland,  and  on  every  fide  to 
difcover  the  remains  of  Remus ; but,  whether 
thefe  remains  were  not  preferved  with  fufficient 
care,  or  whether  time  which  deflroys  all  things 
had  turned  them  to  earth,  certain  it  is  that  they 
difcovered  none  fuch. 

A tradition,  not  better  proved  than  the  fore- 
going, tells  us  that,  about  a hundred  years  ago, 
when  laying  the  foundations  cf  this  caftie,  two 
Rones  were  found,  on  which  were  engraved  the 
hiftory  of  the  flight  of  the  vultures.  Although 
the  figures  were  greatly  effaced,  flill  Something 
was  to  be  perceived.  Our  Gothic  anceftors, 
who  unfortunately  were  very  ignorant,  and  little 
curious  of  antiquities,  have  negledted  to  preferve 
thefe  precious  monuments  of  hiftory,  and  confe- 
quently  have  left  us  in  obfeure  incertitude,  con- 
cerning the  truth  of  fo  important  a fact. 

Not  three  months  fince.fome  men  digging  in 
the  garden  difcovered  an  urn  of  Roman  coins ; 
but  they  were  fo  ancient  that  the  marks  were  al- 

7 mofl 


CORRESPONDENCE. 


93 


nooft  effaced.  I fent  them  to  M.  La  Croze, 
who  conjectured  they  might  appertain  to  the 
firft  or  fecond  century. 

I hope,  fir,  you  will  kindly  accept  the  anec- 
dote I fend,  and  in  its  behalf  will  excufe  the  in- 
terefl  I take  in  every  thing  which  relates  to  the 
hiftory  of  one  of  the  founders  of  Rome,  whole 
allies  I imagine  I poffefs,  I fliall  not  in  other 
refpeCts  be  accufed  of  too  much  incredulity  : if 
I lin  it  is  not  from  fu perdition. 

SufpeCling  even  that  which  is  probable,  I 
wifh  to  avoid  an  erroneous  creed  by  the  fearch 
of  truth.  The  grand  and  the  wonderful  too 
much  approach  the  fabulous,  and  Truth  is 
known  by  her  limplicity. 

The  love  of  truth,  and  the  horror  I have  for 
injuflice,  have  occafioned  me  to  take  the  part 
of  M.  Wolf.  Naked  Truth  has  little  empire 
over  the  minds  of  moft  men ; in  order  to  (hew 
herfelf  fhe  mufh  be  decorated  with  rank,  acquire 
dignity,  and  the  protection  of  the  great.  Igno- 
rance, fanaticifm,  fuperftition,  and  blind  zeal, 
'mingled  with  jealoufy,  have  perfecuted  M. 
Wolf.  By  thefe  have  crimes  been  imputed  to 
him  ; but  the  world  at  length  begins  to  perceive 
the  dawn  of  his  innocence. 

I wifh  not  to  arrogate  fame  to  myfelf  which 
is  not  my  due,  nor  affume  merit  from  the  la- 
bours 
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hours  of  others.  I allure  you  I have  not  tranF 
lated  the  metaphy lies  of  Wolf;  that  honour  is 
claimed  by  one  of  my  friends.  A fucceffion  of 
events  has  led  him  into  Ruffia,  where  he  has 
been  fome  months,  though  he  deferved  a better 
fate.  I have  no  other  part  in  the  work  than 
that  of  having  occalioned  it,  and  that  of  mak- 
ing corrections.  The  copy  ill  has  the  remain- 
der of  the  tranilation,  of  which  I am  in  daily 
expectation,  and  it  fhall  foon  be  fent  you. 

To  be  remembered  by  Emily  is  very  flatter- 
ing : I beg  you  to  allure  her  fhe  holds  a very 
diltinguifhed  place  in  my  fentiments. 

For  Europe  ranks  her  with  her  greateft  men. 

What  can  I refufe  to  a Newtonian  Venus, 
where  the  fublimeft  fciences  are  adorned  with 
all  the  charms  of  youth,  beauty,  and  grace  ? 
The  marchionefs  du  Chatelet  delires  to  have 
my  portrait ; I rather  ought  to  requelt  hers ; 
but  I fubmit ; each  Itroke  of  the  pencil  will 
prove  the  admiration  I have  for  her. 

I fend  this  letter  by  favour  of  the  lieur  du 
Breuil  Tronchin,  according  to  the  direCiion 
you  have  given  me.  I believe  it  will  be  proper 
to  confult  meafures  with  the  mailer  of  the  poll- 
office  of  Treves,  for  the  better  regulation  of  our 
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little  correfpondence.  I fnall  wait  till  you  have 
made  Tome  arrangements  with  him  on  this  fub- 
jed  before  I fhall  write  to  him  by  that  channel. 
When  will  the  greatest  man  in  France  no  Ion- 
* ger  have  need  of  fo  many  precautions  ? Shall 
your  countrymen  alone  envy  you  the  glory 
which  is  your  due  ? Depart  from  a country  fo 
ungrateful,  and  come  into  one  where  you  will 
be  adored,  that  your  genius  may  fome  day  find 
a remunerator  in  this  new  Athens. 

Here  thee  attending  let  the  fine  arts  throng. 
Thy  philofophic  treafures  hither  bring ; 

The  nations  of  the  wife  fhall  round  thee  fwarm. 
The  quick’ning  ways  of  genius  to  enjoy. 

Our  myrtles  and  our  laurels  wait  unpluck’d. 

By  fair  Emilia’s  hand  entwin’d  to  be, 

And  form  frefh  garlands  to  bedeck  thy  brow. 
The  fight  fhall  make  Rouffeau  th’  envenom’d 
burfl. 

Your  letters  give  me  infinite  pleafure,  but  1 
own  I fhould  much  prefer  the  fatisfadion  of 
converfing  with  you,  and  perfonally  a (Turing  you 
of  the  perfed  efteein  with  which  I fhall  ever  re- 
main, & c. 
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LETTER  XIX. 

From  M.  de  Voltaire . 

% 1 # >(■ 

•&  & % :&» 

SUCH  are  the  reflections  which  your 
royal  highnefs  commanded  me  to  make  on  the 
ode  * with  which  your  royal  highnefs  has  deigned 
to  embellifli  French  poetry.  Suffer  me  again 
to  repeat  my  aflonifhment  at  the  honour  you 
confer  on  our  language.  But,  without  intruding 
upon  your  modefty  each  time  I felt  admiration , 
I immediately  proceeded  to  examine  each  ftanza 
apart. 

After  having  gathered  poetical  flowers -with 
your  royal  highnefs,  we  mqft  now  pafs  on  to 
the  thorns  of  metaphyiics. 

I,  with  your  royal  highnefs,  admire  the  vaft 
mind,  the  precifion  of  method,  the  art  of  M. 
Wolf.  I think  it  fhameful  to  perfecute  and  glo- 
rious to  proteCt  him,  and  behold  with  extreme 
pleafure  that  you  fhield  him  like  a prince,  and 
judge  him  like  a philofopher. 

* On  Oblivion. 


^ ^ 
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With  fuperior  underftanding,  your  royal  high- 
tiefs  has  felt  the  critical,  the  doubtful  point  of 
his  metaphyfics,  which  in  other  refpedts  are 
admirable*  The  Simple  Being  of  which  he 
fpeaks  gives  birth  to  many  difficulties.  In 
article  XVI.  he  fays,  there  are  every  where 
limple  beings  where  there  are  combined  beings. 
His  own  words  are — u If  there  are  no  fimple 
“ beings,  the  refult  mud  be  that  all  the  parts  of 

the  fmalleft  muft  confift  of  other  parts ; and,  as 
<l  we  could  then  fhew  no  caufe  from  which  com- 
“ bined  beings  coaid  originate,  like  as  we 
<c  could  not  comprehend  how  a number  fhould 
<c  exift  if  it  did  not  contain  various  units. 

Hence  we  muft  finally  conceive  fimple  beings, 

which  have  given  exiftence  to  combined 
**  beings.”  Again,  in  article  LXXXI. — cc  Sim- 
cc  pie  beings  pofiefs  neither  figure  nor  fize,  nor 
<c  can  they  fill  fpace.” 

Might  we  not  anfwer  to  thefe  aftertions ? 

1 . A combined  being  is  neceffarily  divifible  ad 
infinitum , which  is  mathematically  demonftrated. 

2.  If  it  be  not  phyficaliy  divifible  in  infinitum , 
the  reafon  is  our  inftruments  are  not  fufficiently 
minute ; and  becaufe  the  form  and  generation 
of  things  could  not  fublift,  if  the  firft  principles 
of  which  things  are  formed  divided  and  decom- 
pofed  themfelves.  Divide  and  decompofe  the 

vol.  vx.  H firft 
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firft  germ  of  man,  or  of  plants,  and  there 
would  neither  be  men  nor  plants.  Therefore 
there  mud  be  bodies  undivided. 

But  it  does  not  thence  follow  that  thefe  firft 
germs,  thefe  firft  principles,  are  in  reality  in- 
divifible,  fimple,  and  without  extent ; for  they 
would  then  not  be  bodies,  and  we  fliould  find 
that  matter  was  not  compofed  of  matter,  and 
that  bodies  were  not  compofed  of  bodies ; 
which  would  be  fomewhat  ftrange. 

What  then  are  the  firft  principles  of  matter  ? 
They  are  divifible  bodies,  i¥)  doubt ; but  which 
fhall  remain  undivided  fo  long  as  the  nature  of 
things  fhall  continue  to  fubfift. 

But  what  will  be  a fufficient  reafon  for  the 
exiftence  of  bodies  ? The  thing  can  certainly 
only  be  conceived  after  two  manners ; either 
bodies  are  fuch  neceflarily,  by  nature,  or  they 
are  the  work  of  a free  will,  of  a fupreme  and 
free  being.  There  is  no  optional  third  opinion. 
But,  let  us  choofe  which  of  thefe  two  opinions 
we  pleafe,  the  difficulties  to  refolve  will  be 
great. 

Which  is  the  opinion  that  I fhall  embrace  ? 
That  in  which,  after  a proper  eftimate,  there 
fhall  be  the  feweft  abfurdities  to  digeft.  I find 
the  molt  contradi&ion,  difficulty,  and  dilemma, 
in  the  fyftem  of  the  neceffary  exiftence  of 

4 matter ; 
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matter ; I therefore  range  myfelf  on  the  fide  of 
thofe  who  believe  in  a fupreme  being,  as  the 
leaft  contradictory,  the  mod  probable. 

I do  not  believe  any  demonftration,  properly 
fo  called,  can  be  obtained  of  the  exiftence  of 
that  being,  independent  of  matter.  I remember 
I fomewhat  embarraflfed  the  famous  Dr.  Clarke, 
in  England,  by  faying  to  him — “ A train  of 
<c  ideas  which  continually  leaves  remaining 
“ difficulties  cannot  be  called  demonftration.” 
To  fay  that  the  fquare  conftruCted  on  the  largeft 
fide  of  a right  angled  triangle  is  equal  to  the 
fum  of  the  fquares  of  the  two  other  Tides,  is  to 
fpeak  after  demonftration ; which,  complicated 
as  it  may  be,  leaves  no  doubt  behind.  But  the 
exiftence  of  a creator  leaves  difficulties  infur- 
mountable  by  the  human  mind.  Therefore 
this  truth  cannot  be  placed  among  thofe  which 
are  properly  demonftrable.  I believe  it  to  be 
truth,  and  l believe  it  becaufe  it  is  the  moft  pro- 
bable. It  is  a ray  of  light  lhining  in  a chaos  of 
darknefs. 

Much  more  might  be  faid ; but  to  fatigue 
your  royal  highnefs  with  philofophical  reflec- 
tions would  only  be  carrying  gold  to  the  mines 
of  Peru. 

The  whole  of  metaphyfics,  in  my  opinion, 
contains  two  divifions ; the  firft,  all  which  men 
Hz  of 
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of  good  fenfe  know  ; and  the  fecond,  ail  which 
they  never  will  know. 

We  know,  for  example,  what  a fimple  idea 
is,  and  what  a complex  ; but  what  the  being  is 
which  has  ideas  we  never  fhall  know.  We 
meafure  bodies,  but  we  never  underhand  what 
matter  is.  We  can  only  judge  of  fuch  things 
by  analogy.  It  is  a flick  which  nature  has  put 
into  the  hands  of  the  blind,  and  by  the  aid  of 
which  we  are  able  to  walk,  but  liable  to  fall. 

Analogy  teaches  me  that  beafls,  being  orga- 
nized like  me,  having  fentiments  and  ideas  like 
me,  may  very  well  be  what  I am.  When  I 
wifh  to  proceed  farther  I come  to  an  abyfs,  and 
flop  fhort  on  the  brink  of  the  precipice. 

All  I know  is,  that,  whether  matter  be  eternal 
(which  is  very  incomprehenfible)  whether  it 
has  been  created  in  the  fucceffion  of  time 
(which  is  fubjed  to  many  difficulties)  whether 
the  foul  perilh  with  the  body,  or  whether  it  be 
to  enjoy  immortality,  you  cannot,  under  fuch 
incertitude,  ad  more  wifely,  more  worthy  of 
yourfelf,  than  to  beflow  on  your  foul,  perifhable 
or  not  perifhable,  every  virtue,  all  kind  of  wif- 
dom,  to  enjoy  all  innocent  pleafures,  to  live  like 
a king,  a man,  and  a fage,  to  be  happy  yourfelf 
and  to  render  others  happy. 

I contemplate  you  as  a prefent  fent  from 
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heaven  to  earth.  I admire  when  I perceive 
that,  at  your  age,  you  have  not  been  hurried 
away  by  the  love  of  pleafure ; and  I infinitely 
congratulate  you  that  philofophy  has  left  you  a 
tafte  for  pleafure.  W e were  not  bom  to  do  no- 
thing but  read  Plato  and  Leibnitz,  to  meafure 
curves,  or  to  arrange  fadts  in  our  minds  ; we 
have  fenfations  to  which  we  muft  attend,  and 
paffions  which  we  muft  gratify,  without  fuffer- 
ing  ourfelves  to  be  under  their  dominion. 

I am  charmed  with  your  ethics.  My  heart 
feels  it  was  born  to  be  the  fubjedt  of  yours,  and 
my  fatisfadtion  at  thinking  like  you  in  all  things 
is  too  great. 

Your  royal  highnefs  did  me  the  honour  to  in- 
form me,  in  your  laft  letter,  that  you  regard  the 
late  Czar  as  the  greateft  man  of  the  paft  age;  and 
that  the  efteem  which  you  have  for  him  does 
not  make  you  blind  to  his  cruelties.  He  was  a 
great  monarch,  a legiflator,  a founder  of  cities ; 
but,  highly  as  politics  may  be  indebted  to  him, 
how  great  are  the  reproaches  which  may  be 
made  him  by  humanity  ! We  admire  the  king, 
but  we  cannot  love  the  man.  Be  what  you  are, 
fir,  and  you  (hall  be  admired  and  beloved  by 
the  whole  world. 

One  of  the  greateft  benefits  you  can  confer 
pn  men  will  be  to  tread  fuperftition  and  fana- 
H j ticifm 
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ticifm  under  foot,  and  not  to  permit  a man  in  a 
black  gown  to  perfecute  other  men  who  are  not 
of  his  opinion.  Certain  it  is  that  philofophers 
never  trouble  the  (late ; wherefore  then  fliould 
the  (late  trouble  philofophers  ? In  what  did  the 
reafon  of  Bayle  injure  Holland  ; or  wherefore 
did  the  fanatical  preacher  Jurieu  acquire  fuffi- 
cient  influence  to  rob  him  of  his  fmall  fortune  ? 
Philofophers  only  afk  to  live  undidurbed  ; they 
wifh  but  to  remain  at  peace,  under  the  eda- 
bl ifhed  government ; but  there  is  no  theologian 
who  does  not  defire  to  be  mafter  of  the  date.  Is 
it  pofiible  that  men  whofe  only  fcience  confids 
in  the  gift  of  fpeaking  without  underdanding 
themfelves,  or  being  underdood  by  others, 
fhould  have  ruled,  and  dill  fliould  continue  to 
rule,  almod  univerfally  ? 

The  countries  of  the  north  have  this  advan- 
tage over  the  fouth  of  Europe,  that  thefe  tyrants 
of  the  mind  have  lefs  influence  there  than  elfe- 
where.  For  this  reafon,  the  princes  of  the 
north  are  generally  lefs  fuperditious,  and  lefs 
malignant,  than  other  princes.  An  Italian 
prince  employs  poifon,  and  goes  to  confeflion. 
Protedant  Germany  is  neither  in  pofTeflion  of 
fuch  fools,  nor  of  fuch  monders ; and  I fhould 
have  no  difficulty  to  prove,  in  general,  that  the 

lead 
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leafl:  fuperftitious  kings  have  always  been  the 
beft. 

You  perceive,  worthy  inheritor  of  the  fpirit 
of  Marcus  Aurelius,  the  freedom  with  which  I 
addrefs  you.  You  are  almoft  the  only  prince 
on  earth  who  merits  thus  to  be  addreffed. 


LETTER  XX. 

From  the  Prince  Royal . 

SIR,  Remufberg,  May  9th,  1737. 

I HAVE  juft  received  your  letter,  dated 
April  the  1 7th,  which  has  travelled  with  tole- 
rable fpeed.  I know  not  how  it  happens  that 
mine  are  fo  long  on  the  road. 

How  fufpicious  does  your  indulgence  for  my 
verfes  appear  ! Be  ingenuous,  fir  ; own  you 
dread  the  fate  of  Philoxenus,  and  fuppofe  me 
another  Dionyfius,  otherwife  your  language 
would  be  very  different.  A fincere  friend 
fpeaks  difagreeable  but  falutary  truths.  You 
would  have  criticifed  the  monument,  and  the 
funeral  obfequies  which  precede  the  battles  in 
the  fourth  ftanza  of  the  ode  ; you  would  have 
condemned  the  metaphor  of  chagrin  difarmed, 

H 4 whidi 
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which  is  too  bold.,  See . In  a word,  you  would 
have  faid  lop  off  thefe  ufelefs  and  fcattered 
branches.  To  what  purpofe  tell  the  half  blind 
that  his  fight  is  good  ? Will  he  fee  the  better  ? I 
intreat  you,  fir,  to  become  my  rigid  cenfor,  as 
you  already  have  been  my  poetical  example 
and  tutor.  Do  not  flop  at  the  finger-nails  of  a 
figure  by  a very  ignorant  fculptor,  but  correft 
the  whole  work. 

I fend  you  the  continuation  of  the  tranflation 
of  Wolf,  as  far  as  the  paragraph  770.  You 
will  receive  the  conclufion  from  my  dear  Cefa- 
rio,  my  little  ambaffador  to  the  province  of  rea- 
fon,  the  terreflrial  paradife. 

I do  not  place  my  fovereign  good  in  the 
fplendour  of  magnificence,  but  in  unpolluted 
pleafures,  and  the  intercourfe  of  the  moft  rea- 
fonable  of  beings  among  men.  In  a word, 
could  I difpofe  of  myfelf,  I fhould  come  in  per- 
fon  to  Cirey,  there  to  reafon  my  fill.  I place 
you  at  the  head  of  all  thinking  beings  : the 
Creator  would  certainly  find  it  difficult  to  pro- 
duce a mind  more  fublime  than  yours. 

Blefs’d  genius,  whom  unnumber’d  gifts  adorn. 
To  prove  th’  extent  of  nature’s  powers  born  l 
Prolific  of  the  vulgar  and  the  great, 

Form’d  to  exifi:  in  tumult  or  in  flate. 
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Of  favours  frugal.  Heaven  but  feldotu  grants 
That  wifdom  which  mankind  each  moment 
wants ; 

Its  native  fons  but  rarely  (land  reveal'd  : 

Alas ! how  few  Voltaires  ten  ages  yield ! 

My  portrait  will  be  finifhed  to-day;  the 
painter  is  exerting  all  his  powers  that  he  may 
be  fuccefsful.  I am  already  indebted  to  you 
for  fome  graceful  touches,  but  my  confcience 
would  accufe  me  were  I not  to  give  you  this  in- 
formation. 

How  can  I finifh  my  letter  without  a word  to 
Emily  ? I intreat  you  to  allure  her  of  my  per- 
fect efteem.  It  is  your  duty  to  procure  her  por- 
trait for  me ; I dare  not  make  the  requeft  my- 
felf. 

Could  my  body  travel  as  faft  as  my  thoughts, 
I would  perfonally  tell  you  how  great  is  the 
^fteem  and  refped  with  which 

I am,  &c, 
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LETTER  XXI. 

From  the  Frince  Royal . 

SIR,  Amate,  May  14th,  1737  *. 

I HOPE  you  will  excufe  the  injuftice  I 
did  your  fincerity  in  my  lad  letter.  I am  charm- 
ed to  find  myfelf  deceived,  and  to  fee  that  you 
know  me  well  enough  to  be  defirous  of  corred- 
ing  my  faults.  I pafs  condemnation  on  my 
ode.  I own  all  the  errors  with  which  you  tax 
me  ; but,  far  from  being  repulfed,  I fhall  again 
importune  you  with  more  of  my  writings,  which 
I (hall  intreat  you  to  corred  with  the  fame  fe- 
verity.  If  I gain  no  other  advantage,  I fhall  al- 
ways have  that  of  extorting  fome  good  verfcs 
from  you. 

The  Graces  ever  waiting  at  your  beck, 

Beftow  the  charms  my  languid  verfes  want. 

And  carefully  fupply  my  lack  of  Ikill ; 

Their  flow ’rets  featuring  o’er  my  barren  ode. 
Thus,  by  the  magic  pow’r  which  they  impart, 
Whate’er  you  deign  to  touch  is  turn’d  to  gold. 

* Dated  Ruppin,  May  20th,  1737,  in  the  edition  of  Ber* 
lin.  T. 

Let 
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Let  us  at  prefen t fpeak  of  philofophy.  In  all 
things  you  take  the  road  of  genius,  which,  far 
from  feeling  itfelf  animated  by  mean  and  con- 
temptible jealoufy,  efteems  merit  wherever  it  is 
met  with,  and  acknowledges  it  without  preju- 
dice. I thank  you,  in  behalf  of  M.  Wolf,  for 
the  advantageous  manner  in  which  you  explain 
yourfelf  on  what  relates  to  him.  I perceive, 
fir,  you  have  very  well  underftood  the  difficul- 
ties which  furround  the  fimple  being . Permit  me 
to  reply. 

Mathematicians  prove  that  a line  may  be  di- 
vided ad  infinitum , and  that  any  body  which  has 
two  fides,  or  two  faces  (which  amounts  to  the 
fame)  may  in  like  manner  be  fo  divided.  But, 
if  I do  not  miftake,  there  is  no  relation  either  to 
line  or  points  in  the  proposition  of  M.  Wolf; 
it  fpeaks  of  units,  or  the  indivifible  parts  which 
compqfe  matter.  No  perfon  can,  or  ever  will, 
perceive  thefe  units ; we,  therefore,  can  have 
no  idea  of  them,  for  we  have  no  clear  ideas  of 
things  which  are  not  palpable  to  the  fenfes.  M. 
Wolf  fays  every  thing  which  a fimple  being  is 
not,  and  he  fets  afide  length,  breadth,  and  fpace 
with  great  precaution,  that  he  may  prevent  ma- 
thematical reafoning,  which  is  not  applicable  to 
his  fimple  being,  becaule  it  does  not  contain 
any  of  the  properties  of  matter. 


Our 
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Our  philofopher  employs  the  artifice  of  Saint 
Paul,  who,  after  having  carried  us  into  the  hea- 
ven of  heavens,  there  leaves  us  to  our  own  ima- 
ginations, Applying  by  the  term  unfipeakable 
what  could  not  have  been  explained  without 
danger  of  being  himfelf  entrapped. 

Still  it  feems  to  me  that  nothing  can  be  more 
true  than  the  propofitions  that  every  complex 
being  muft  confift  of  parts;  that  thefe  parts  may 
be  as  numerous  as  you  pleafe,  but  that  we  muft 
finally  come  to  units ; and  that,  for  want  of  or- 
gans, eyes  and  feelings  fufficiently  fubtle,  and 
of  inflruments  fufficiently  delicate,  we  never  cai^ 
decompofe  matter,  fo  as  to  difcover  the  units. 

What  do  you  figure  to  yourfelf  when  you  re- 
coiled: a regiment  compofed  of  fifteen  hundred 
men?  You  imagine  fifteen  hundred  men  as  fo 

'O 

many  units,  combined  under  one  chief.  Take 
an  individual  from  among  thefe  men ; I find 
him  to  be  a finite  being,  that  has  extent,  fize, 
and  figure.  I find  him  to  be  divifible  : experi- 
ence proves  him  fo  to  be;  but  I cannot  fay  that 
he  is  divifible  in  infinitum . Is  it  pofiible  that  he 
lliould,  at  the  fame  time,  be  a finite  and  an  infinite 
being  ? No,  for  that  implies  contradiction;  and, 
as  nothing  can  be  and  not  be  at  the  fame  time, 
man  neceffarily  cannot  be  infinite  ; he  therefore 
is  not  divifible  in  infinitum . Hence  there  muft 


CORRESPONDENCE.  109 

be  units  of  which,  taken  collectively,  numbers 
are  compofed,  and  it  is  thefe  numbers,  when  fo 
compofed,  that  are  called  matter. 

I willingly  refign  the  divine  Plato,  the  divine 
Ariftotle,  and  all  the  heroes  of  fcholaftic  philo- 
fophy.  They  were  men  who  had  recourfe  to 
words  to  conceal  their  ignorance.  Their  dif- 
ciples  have  believed  in  them  becaufe  of  their  re- 
putation ; and  whole  ages  have  been  fatisfied  to 
fpeak  of  without  underftanding  them.  We  are 
no  longer  permitted  to  ufe  words  but  in  their 
proper  meaning.  M.  Wolf  gives  the  definition 
of  each  word,  regulates  the  ufe  to  which  it  is  to 
be  applied,  and,  having  defined  his  terms,  he 
prevents  numerous  difputes  which  often  arife 
from  a play  of  words,  or  from  the  different 
ideas  annexed  to.  them  by  the  perfons  who  em- 
ploy them. 

Nothing  can  be  more  true  than  what  you  fay 
of  metaphyfics ; yet,  I confefs  my  curiofity  and 
defire  of  novelty  are  fo  great,  that  1 cannot  for- 
bear to  ftudy  fubjeCls  which  highly  interefl  me, 
and  which  attract  my  attention  by  their  very 
difficulties. 

You  tell  me,  in  the  politeft  manner  poffible, 
that  I am  a flupid  animal*.  This  indeed  I 

* Une  htte . This  fs  a pun,  and  fignifies  either  fool  or  bead, 
m French  ; like  the  word  afs,  in  Englifh.  T. 

previoufly 
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previoufly  fufpeded ; I now  begin  to  be  con- 
vinced it  is  truth.  To  fpeak  ferioufly,  you  are 
in  the  right.  What  is  the  vaunted  reafon  of 
man,  by  which  he  fo  proudly  profits  ? What  is 
the  poffeffor  of  this  reafon  ? Men,  that  they 
might  live  in  fociety,  have  been  obliged  to 
choofe  fuperiors  to  themfelves,  and  to  make  laws 
to  inform  each  other  that  robbery  and  murder 
are  ads  of  injuftice.  Thefe  reafonable  men  go 
to  war  in  the  fupport  of  vain  arguments,  which 
they  do  not  comprehend.  Thefe  reafonable 
men  have  a hundred  different  religions,  each 
more  abfurd  than  the  other.  Thefe  reafonable 
men  love  to  live,  yet  complain  of  languor,  and 
the  duration  of  time,  while  they  do  live.  Is, 
there  any  reafon  in  all  this  ? 

The  difcoveries  of  mathematicians  may  be  ob- 
jeded,  and  the  calculations  of  Meffrs.  Bernoulli 
and  of  Newton.  But  were  thefe  people  more 
reafonable  than  others  ? They  paffed  their  whole 
lives  in  fearch  of  algebraic  proportions,  and  the 
relations  of  numbers  and  drew  no  profit  from 
the  fhort  duration  of  their  exiflence. 

How  much  do  I approve  the  philofopher  who 
wifely  unbends  in  the  arms  of  Emily  ! I am 
well  perfuaded  1 (hould  infinitely  prefer  her  ac- 
quaintance to  that  of  the  centre  of  gravity,  the 

fquaring 
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fquaring  of  the  circle,  the  aurum  potabile,  and 
the  fin  againft  the  Holy  Ghoft. 

You  fpeak,  fir,  like  an  intelligent  man,  on 
what  regards  the  princes  of  the  nort^,  who  in- 
dubitably have  great  obligations  to  Luther  and 
Calvin  (poor  creatures  in  other  refpects)  who 
have  freed  them  from  the  yoke  of  priefts,  and 
have  very  confiderably  increafed  their  revenues, 
by  the  fecularization  of  ecclefiaftical  ftates. 
Their  religion  however  is  not  purified  from  fu- 
perflition  and  bigotry.  We  have  a fe&  of  The 
Beatified , who  do  not  ill  refemble  the  prefbyte- 
rians  of  England,  and  who  are  fo  much  the 
more  infupportable  becaufe  they  are  bitter  and 
inflexibly  (tiff  toward  all  who  are  not  of  their 
opinion.  We  are  obliged  to  conceal  our  fenti- 
ments  that  we  may  not  unfeafonably  raife  up 
enemies.  Such  a man  has  neither  faith  nor 
truth  * is  a common  proverb,  and  in  the  mouth 
of  every  body,  and  is  of  itfelf  worth  the  decifion 
of  a council.  You  are  condemned  without  be- 
ing heard,  and  perfecuted  without  being  known; 
beiide,  to  attack  the  received  religion  of  a coun- 
try, is  to  attack  the  felf-love  of  man  in  its  laft 
retreat,  which  makes  him  prefer  his  own  faith. 


* Cet  homme  n9a  ni foil  ni  loL 
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without  knowing  why,  to  any  foreign  creedj 
and  to  every  objedion  that  can  be  alleged. 

On  the  fubjed  of  Bayle,  I,  fir,  think  like  you  | 
Jurieu,  who ..  perfecu ted  him,  forgot  the  firft  duty 
of  religion,  which  is  charity.  Bayle  befide  ap- 
pears to  me  the  more  eftimable  becaufe  he  was 
of  the  fed  of  the  academics,  who  did  nothing 
more  than  fimply  relate  both  fides  of  the  quef- 
tion,  without  rafhly  deciding  on  fubjeds  the 
properties  of  which  cannot  be  difcovered  by 
man,  except  that  they  are  unfathomable. 

I think  I fee  you  at  table,  with  your  glafs  in 
your  hand,  remembering  your  friend.  It  is 
more  flattering  to  me  that  you  fhould  drink  my 
health  than  to  fee  temples,  fuch  as  were  ereded 
for  Auguftus,  rife  up  to  my  memory.  Brutus 
was  fatisfied  with  the  approbation  of  Cato,  and 
I with  the  fuffrages  of  a fage.  How  powerfully 
do  you  aid  my  own  felf  love  ! To  this  I incef- 
fantly  oppofe  the  friendfhip  you  have  for  me. 
But  how  difficult  is  it  to  do  ourfelves  juftice ; 
and  how  carefully  ought  we  to  guard  a gain  ft 
that  vanity  to  which  we  find  ourfelves  fo  natu- 
rally inclined  ! 

My  little  ambafiador  will  foon  depart,  pro- 
vided with  a letter  of  credit,  and  a portrait  you 
are  fo  determined  to  pofiefs.  His  journey  has 
been  delayed  by  military  occupations.  He  is 

like 
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like  the  Mefliah  who  is  announced ; I conti- 
nually fpeak  of  him,  but  he  never  comes.  I 
beg  you  will  commit  every  thing  to  his  care 
which  you  wifh  to  confide  to  my  difcretion. 

I am, 

With  the  mod  perfeft  efteem,  See. 


LETTER  XXII. 

From  M.  de  Voltaire . 

May,  1737* 

I RECEIVED  the  letter  of  the  philofophic 
prince,  dated  May  the  14th,  and  am  informed 
there  is  a large  parcel  for  me,  at  the  houfe  of 
the  fieur  du  Breuil  Tronchin  of  Amfterdam. 
This  parcel  probably  contains  the  fecond  part  of 
the  metaphyfics.  Inimitable  prince,  every  thing 
is  within  your  fphere.  I am  to  your  royal  high- 
nefs  as  a circle  infinitely  fmall,  included  within 
a circle  infinitely  great ; all  the  lines  of  the  circle 
infinitely  great  terminate  at  the  centre  of  the  in- 
finitely fmall  circle,  but  how  vaft  the  difference 
between  their  circumference  1 I delight  in  every 
thing  in  which  your  genius  delights ; but  I 
fcarcely  can  approach  that  which  you  perfectly 
vol.  vx.  I.  attain, 
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attain.  I perceive  not  only  the  prote&or  of  M. 
Wolf,  but  a mind  equal  to  his  own.  I will  ven- 
ture to  addrefs  myfelf  to  this  mind. 

You  are  pleafed  to  tell  me  that  a being  like 
man  cannot  be  finite  and  infinite  at  the  fame 
time,  for  that  would  imply  a contradiction# 
True,  he  cannot  be  finite  and  infinite  at  the 
fame  time  ; but  phyfically  he  may  be  a finite 
being,  and  geometrically  infinitely  divifible* 
This  infinite  diviiibility  is  nothing  more  than 
the  impoffibility  of  afligning  the  laft  indivifible 
point,  and  this  impotence  is  what  men  call  in- 
finitely fmall ; as  is  that  which,  from  a Similar 
kind  of  impotence,  they  call  infinitely  great, 
when  fpeaking  of  the  extent  of  fpace. 

Let  us,  for  example,  take  a unit,  i is 
finite > but  take  4,  4,  4,  -^T9  &c.  and  you  will 
never  exhauft  this  feries.  ^ It  is  nevertheless 
true,  that  fuch  a feries  of  one -half,  one- 
fourth,  one-eighth,  one-fixteenth,  taken  collec- 
tively, would  be  equal  to  the  unit.  This  I 
imagine  to  be  the  whole  fperet  of  the  infinitely 
fmalh 

AfTume,  in  the  fame  manner,  the  infinitely 
great,  and  it  is  certain  that  the  numbers  1, 
2,  4,  8,  16,  32,  &c.  will  never  approach  in- 
finity; but  take  thefe  numbers  collectively  and 

diftin&ively. 
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diftin&ively,  and  their  fum  total  is  equal  to  in- 
finitude. 

This  is  the  method  of  mathematicians.  They 
have ’demonftration  vmh  them,  from  which  there 
is  no  appeal. 

Thus,  therefore,  there  is  no  contradidtiort 
between  thefe  two  propofitions ; the  unit  1 is 
finite,  and  the  feries  y?  equal  to  that  unit 
is  infinite. 

Thefe  truths,  thefe  mathematical  demonftra- 
tions,  do  not  in  any  manner  prevent  fuch  things 
as  undivided  beings  in  nature,  beings  which  are 
units,  atoms,  and  without  which  the  world  could 
not  be  organized.  It  is  very  true  that  matter  is 
compofed  of  the  undivided,  becaufe  unalterable 
beings  are  neceflary  for  the  formation  of  germs, 
which  arq  ever  the  fame ; for  the  elements  of 
mixed  beings  would  not  be  elements,  if  they 
we  re  combined.  Thus,  it  is  exceedingly  true, 
that  the  principles  of  things  are  fubftances,  hard, 
folid,  and  undivided  ; but  are  thefe  principles, 
therefore,  indivifible  ? I by  no  means  perceive 
fuch  a confequence. 

If  they  were  again  divided,  the  univerfe 
would  not  be  what  it  is ; but  it  is  very  evident 
they  are  divisible,  becaufe  they  are  material ; 
they  have  fides. 

While  the  elements  of  fire  water,  and  air, 
I 2 fha*q 
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fhall  be  what  they  are,  undivided,  they  will  ever 
be  the  fame.  Nature  changes  not,  but  the  au- 
thor of  nature  may  divide  them. 

We  have  now  to  comprehend  how,  accord- 
ing to  M.  W olf,  matter  can  be  compofed  of 
fimple  beings  without  extent.  This  is  an  idea 
which  the  poverty  of  my  mind  never  can  ac- 
quire. I am  in  expectation  of  the  fecond  part 
of  the  metaphyfics  which  your  royal  highnefs  has 
deigned  to  prefent  to  me,  and  I hope  this  fe- 
cond part  will  give  me  wings,  that  I may  mount 
toward  the  fimple  being.  My  wretched  hea- 
vinefs  continually  finks  me  toward  the  being  of 
extent. 

When  fhall  I obtain  wings  to  fly  and  pay  my 
refpeCts  to  a being  the  leafl  fimple,  the  mod 
univerfal  which  exifts  on  earth ; to  your  royal 
highnefs  ? 

The  marchionefs  du  Chatelet  impatiently  ex- 
pects the  amiable  man  whom  Frederic  calls  his 
friend,  the  Hephseflion  of  another  Alexander. 

At  length,  hr,  1 am  about  to  put  your  good- 
nefs  to  the  proof,  and  to  take  the  liberty  of  giv- 
ing employment  to  your  beneficent  character. 
I earneftly  requeft  a favour  from  the  philofophic 
prince. 

I know  not  how  it  happened,  but,  fome  years 
f nee,  I found  myfelf  prompted  to  write  a kind 

of 
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of  hiftory  of  the  man  who  was  half  Alexander, 
half  Don  Quixote,  the  fo  famous  Charles  XII. 
of  Sweden.  M.  Fabrice,  who  had  been  feven 
years  in  his  fervice,  the  envoy  of  France,  the 
envoy  of  England,  and  a colonel  in  his  army, 
furnifhed  me  with  memoirs.  Thefe  gentlemen 
might  very  well  be  miftaken,  and  I felt  how 
difficult  it  was  to  write  the  hiftory  of  a contem- 
porary, The  very  perfons  who  were  fpecftators 
of  the  fame  events  all  faw  them  in  a different 
point  of  view.  Witneffes  contradict  each  other; 
it  is  neceffary  that  they  fhould  all  be  dead  be- 
fore the  hiftory  of  a king  fhould  be  written ; 
like  as,  at  Rome,  before  any  faint  is  inferted  in 
the  calendar,  his  miftreffes,  his  creditors,  his 
footmen,  and  his  pages  are  all  entombed. 

I may  add,  I reproach  myfelf  with  having 
fcribbled  two  volumes  on  one  man,  when  I re- 
member that  man  was  not  you. 

I particularly  blufh  for  having  fpoken  of  fo 
many  battles,  which  fo  many  evils  brought  on 
mankind  ; and  my  repentance  has  been  increaf- 
ed  when  I have  been  told,  by  fome  officers, 
that,  in  fpeaking  of  thefe  battles,  I have  not 
fpoken  truth ; or,  in  other  words,  I have  not 
fpoken  of  their  regiments.  They  imagined  I 
ought  to  have  written  their  hiftory. 

I fhould  have  done  better  to  have  avoided 
I j the 
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the  details  of  battles  fought  with  the  Sarmatians, 
and  to  have  made  a more  accurate  enquiry  of 
all  the  good  which  the  Czar  had  done,  in  behalf 
of  humanity.  I efteem  a fquare  league  of  wafte 
land,  clear  and  cultivated,  much  above  a whole 
plain,  heaped  with  the  dead. 

A new  edition  of  my  trifles  in  profe'  and  verfe 
has  been  begun,  and  it  feems  to  me  thefe  trifles 
might  become  more  ufeful,  were  I to  give  an 
abridgment  of  the  great  things  which  Charles 
XII.  and  the  ufeful  ones  which  the  Czar  Peter 
performed. 

I have  no  memoirs  of  Mufcovy  in  my  retreat 
at  Cirey.  Philofophy,  the  belles  lettres,  peace, 
and  felicity  inhabit  there  ; but  we  receive  no 
news  whatever  from  Ruffia. 

I call  myfelf  at  the  feet  of  your  royal  highnefs, 
and  intreat  you  would  kindly  engage  fome  well 
informed  fervant  whom  you  may  have  in  Muf- 
covy, to  anfwer  the  queflions  here  annexed. 
I fhall  have  the  obligation  to  your  royal  high- 
nefs of  having  been  made  better  acquainted 
with  the  truth,  which  is  a very  uncommon  traf- 
fic between  princes  and  private  perfons.  But 
you  do  not  refemble  other  princes  in  any  re- 
fpecl'.  From  others  men  afk  wealth  and  ho- 
nours ; you  are  the  only  one  from  whom  they 
afk  informaporu 

Solomon 
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Solomon  of  the  north,  the  queen  of  Sheba, 
that  is  to  fay  of  Cirey,  joins  me  in  every  fenti- 
Hient  of  admiration. 


LETTER  XXIII. 

From  M.  de  Voltaire . 

Cirey,  May  25th,  1737. 

SOME  man  renown’d,  fome  hero,  or 
fome  fage. 

Might  well  have  founded  thofe  abodes  you  blefs; 
But  ’twas  an  honour  no.t  to  Remus  due. 

Much  rather  to  fome  kindred  fpirit  worthy 
Rome. 

Braving  his  proud  republic,  Scipio  came, 

(The  firft  who  Carthage  conquer’d)  Rome  ab- 
juring, 

The  confcript  thunder,  and  th’  ungrateful  herd. 
And  hither  brought  that  valour  which  had  been 
Of  Rome  the  (lay,  the  terror,  and  the  pride. 

In  exile  Tully  hither  fled,  and  eloquence, 
Auguft  in  Roman  garb,  with  ev’ry  art 
That  can  the  mind  adorn  and  captivate. 

His  fteps  attended.  Ovid  wander’d  here,  . 
And  taught  a fcience  more  enchanting  {till ; 

I 4 Taught 
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Taught  how  to  love  and  how  to  make  love 
known. 

Thefe  were  the  founders  of  your  noble  domes ; 
From  thefe  defcended,  and  by  thefe  infpir’d, 
The  Smiles,  and  Loves,  and  Pleafures  wait 
your  will. 

Obedient  erft  to  them.  Where  you  are  there 
is  Rome. 

Fall’n  is  the  firft  ; kis  only  holy  now. 

Nor  will  I thither  ftray  to  pay  my  vows  ; 

To  Remufberg  my  pilgrimage  (hall  be. 

This,  fir,  is  what  I think  of  Mount  Remus; 
I am  in  all  things  deftined  to  differ  much  in 
opinions  from  monks.  Your  two  capuchin  an- 
tiquaries, who,  according  to  their  own  account, 
had  been  fent  by  the  pope  to  examine  whether 
the  brother  of  Romulus  had  built  your  palace, 
ought  certainly  to  have  made  a faint  of  this  Re- 
mus, being  unable  to  make  him  the  founder 
of  the  royal  abode.  Remus  apparently  would 
have  been  as  much  aflonifhed  to  fee  himfelf  in 
Paradife  as  in  Prufiia. 

We  impatiently  wait,  in  the  little  paradife  of 
Cirey,  the  arrival  of  two  things  very  uncommon 
in  France,  the  portrait  of  a prince  like  you,  fir, 
and  of  M.  von  Kayferling,  whom  your  royal 

highnefs 
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highnefs  honours  with  the  name  of  your  inti- 
mate friend. 

Louis  XIV.  one  day,  faid  to  a man  who  had 
rendered  great  fervices  to  Charles  II.  of  Spain, 
and  who  had  lived  familiarly  with  him — The 
king  of  Spain,  then,  loved  you  much  ? — Ah  ! 
fire,  replied  the  poor  courtier,  who  is  it  that  you 
kings  love  ? 

And  are  you,  fir,  determined  to  poflefs  all  the 
virtues  which  it  is  fo  vainly  wifhed  kings  Ihould 
polTefs,  and  for  which  they  are  fo  continually 
receiving  falfe  praife  ? Is  it  not  enough  to  be 
fuperior  to  other  men  in  underftanding,  and  in 
rank,  but  will  you  exceed  them  in  fenfbility  ? — > 
A prince  and  a friend  U — Here  are  two  words 
united  which  hitherto  had  been  fuppofed  in- 
compatible. 

I,  however,  have  continually  ventured  to  be- 
lieve that  none  but  princes  could  feel  pure 
friendfhip  ; for  private  perfons,  in  general,  who 
pretend  to  be  friends,  are  rivals ; there  is  con- 
tinually fome  caufe  of  conteft  between  them ; 
fame,  places,  women,  and  efpecially  the  favours 
of  you  lords  of  the  earth,  for  which  they  difpute 
more  than  for  women  themfelves,  who,  how- 
ever, are  at  lead  your  equals  in  worth. 

But  it  feems  to  me  that  a prince,  and  efpecial- 
ly a prince  like  you,  having  nothing  to  contend 

for, 
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for,  and  being  without  fear  of  rjvaifhip,  may 
without  embarralfment,  and  wholly  at  his  eafe, 
feel  affection  for  his  friend.  Happy  the  man 
who  is  allowed  to  participate  the  bounties  of  a 
heart  like  yours  ! M.  von  Kayferling  can  have 
nothing  to  with : what  altonifhes  me  is  to  think 
that  he  fhould  travel. 

Cirey,  alfo,  fir,  has  a fmall  temple  dedicated 
to  friendfhip.  Madame  du  Chatelet,  who  I can 
allure  you  polfeires  all  the  virtues  of  a great  man 
with  all  the  graces  of  her  fex,  is  not  unworthy  of 
his  vifit,  and  fhe  will  receive  him  as  the  friend 
of  prince  Frederic. 

Be  perfuaded,  fir,  that  there  will  never  be 
any  other  portrait  at  Cirey  than  yours.  We 
have  here  a fmall  llatue  of  Cupid,  under  which 
we  have  placed  noto  Deo ; and  below  your  por- 
trait we  (hall  put  Jolt  principi. 

I am  exceedingly  angry  with  myfelf  that,  in 
my  letters  to  your  royal  highnefs,  I never  fend 
you  any  news  of  the  French  literature,  concern- 
ing which  yon  condefcend  to  interelt  yourfelf ; 
but  I live  in  profound  retirement,  with  one  of 
the  moft  amiable  ladies  of  the  prefent,  and  with 
books  of  the  paft  age.  It  feldom  happens  that 
novelties  which  deferve  to  be  fentto  Mount  Re^ 
mus  arrive  at  this  retreat. 

I know  not  whether  it  be  from  a want  of  encou- 
ragement, 
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ragement,  whether  the  French,  after  having  dif- 
covered  the  good  in  the  age  of  Louis  XIV, 
have  the  misfortune  at  prefent  to  feek  what  is 
better  than  good,  or  whether  in  all  countries 
Nature  flumbers  and  feeks  repofe  after  great  ef- 
forts, like  the  earth  after  an  abundant  harveft ; 
but  the  belles  lettres  are  greatly  on  the  decline 
among-  us. 

O 

The  mod  ufeful  part  of  philofophy  to  men, 
that  which  regards  the  foul,  will  never  be  cf  any 
worth  among  us,  fo  long  as  we  are  not  allowed 
to  think  freely.  There  is  a certain  number  of  fu- 
perflitious  people  here,  who  do  great  injury  to 
all  truths.  Were  Cicero  alive,  and  were  he 
writing  his  trad  de  Natura  Deorum , or  hisTuf? 
fculan  Deputations,  or  were  Virgil  to  fay, 

Felix  qui  potuit  rerum  cognofcere  cat/fas , 

Atque  metus  omnes  et  inexorable  fatum 
Subjecit  pedilus , Jlrepitumque  Acherontis  a-vari ! 

Cicero  and  Virgil  would  run  great  riiks.  The 
Jefuits  only  are  allowed  to  fay  what  they 
pleafe  ; and,  if  your  royal  highnefs  has  read 
what  they  have  laid,  I doubt  whether  you’ 
will  do  them  fo  much  honour  as  to  M.  Roliin. 
The  hiflorian  to  write  well  fhould  live  in  a free 
^country,  but  mpfl  of  the  French  refugees,  in 

Holland 
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Holland  and  in  England,  have  forgotten  the 
purity  of  their  mother  tongue. 

With  refpedt  to  our  univerfities,  they  have 
little  merit  except  that  of  their  antiquity.  The 
French  poffefs  no  Wolf,  no  Maclaurin,  no 
Manfred y,  no  s’Gravefande,  no  Mufchenbroek. 
Our  profeffors  in  philofophy,  in  general,  are  not; 
worthy  to  fludy  under  the  perfons  above  cited. 
The  academy  of  fciences  very  well  fuflains  the 
honour  of  the  nation  ; but  the  light  it  emits  is 
not  fufficiently  expanfive.  Each  academician 
confines  himfelf  to  particular  views.  We  nei- 
ther poffefs  any  good  phylics  nor  aftronomical 
principles  for  the  inftruction  of  youth,  but  are 
obliged  for  thefe  to  have  recourfe  to  foreigners. 

The  opera  is  fupported  becaufe  mufic  is  the 
fafnion ; but  unfortunately  that  mufic  cannot, 
like  the  Italian,  be  the  delight  of  all  nations. 
Comedy  is  abfolutely  on  the  decline.  A pro- 
pos  of  comedy,  I am  exceedingly  mortified  that 
fome  perfon  has  fent  your  royal  highnefs  the 
Prodigal  Son.  In  the  firfl  place  the  copy  you 
have  is  not  my  real  work,  and  in  the  fecond, 
the  true  copy  is  but  a fketch  which  I have  nei- 
ther time  nor  inclination  to  finifh. 

I fpeak  to  your  royal  highnefs  with  that  open 
fimplicity  which  perhaps  is  too  much  my  cha- 
racter; I tell  you  what  I think  of  my  nation, 

without 
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without  wilhing  to  praife  or  to  contemn  ; and  1 
believe  that  the  French  live  rather  upon  credit 
in  Europe,  like  a wealthy  man  who  infenfibly  is 
walling  his  patrimony.  Our  nation  requires  to 
be  encouraged  by  the  eye  of  the  mailer  : for  my 
own  part,  fir,  I require  nothing  more  than  a 
continuation  of  the  kindnefs  of  prince  Frederic. 
I want  nothing  but  health  ; did  I poliefs  that,  I 
would  labour  hard  to  preferve  this  kindnefs ; 
but  he  who  has  but  little  health  and  little  genius 
is  a poor  man. 

I am. 

With  profound  refpe6l,  &c. 


LETTER  XXIV. 

From  the  Prince  Royal . 

SIR,  Naven,  May  25th,  1737. 

I H A V E provided  Cefario  with  every 
thing  requifite  for  his  expedition  to  Cirey.  He 
will  give  you  the  portrait  you  were  fo  deter- 
mined to  polfefs.  Nothing  but  the  unfortunate 

, materiality 
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materiality  of  my  body  could  prevent  me  from* 
accompanying  him 

Cefario  had  the  misfortune  to  be  born  in 
Courland.  The  baron  von  Kayferling,  his  fa- 
ther, is  court-marfhal  to  the  duke  of  Courland, 
but  he  is  the  Plutarch  of  this  modern  Bceotia* 
I recommend  him  to  you  with  all  poffible  ear- 
nednefs.  Confide  in  him  entirely,  he  has  the 
uncommon  advantage  of  being  both  a prudent 
and  a witty  man.  On  feeing  him  depart  I (hall 
exclaim. 

Too  highly  favour’d  fhip  that  Virgil  bear’d: 

To  bled  Athenian  fhores,  &c.  -f* 

Could  I feel  envy  it  would  be  at  the  journey 
which  Cefario  is  preparing  to  take.  The  only 
thing  that  condoles  me  is  the  idea  of  feeing  him 
return,  like  the  chief  of  the  Argonauts,  who 
brought  back  the  treafures  of  Colchos^  What 
will  be  my  joy  when  he  fhall  give  me  the  Maid 
of  Orleans,  the  reign  of  Louis  XIV.  the  New- 

* The  original  reads,  Nothing  but  the  unfortunate  ma* 
teriality  of  my  body  could  prevent  my  mind  from  accompany- 
ing him.  T. 

"j*  Navis,  quae  tibi  creditum 

Debes  Virgilium  j fjnibus  Attics,  &c.> 

Hor.  lib.  i.  od.  3* 
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toman  philofophy,  and  die  other  unknown  won- 
ders which  you  have  not  yet  thought  proper  to 
make  public  ! Do  not  deprive  me  of  this  confo- 
lation.-  Will  not  you,  who  fo  ardently  defire 
the  happinefs  of  mankind,  contribute  fo  make 
me  happy  ? An  agreeable  book,  in  my  opinion, 
conftitutes  a great  part  of  true  happinefs. 

It  is  but  juft  that  you  fhould  allure  the  Ve- 
nus-Newton  of  my  attentions  toward  her. 
Science  never  could  find  a better  abode  than  in 
the  perfon  of  a lovely  woman.  What  philofo- 
pher  could  relift  her  arguments  ?x  While  con- 
duced by  philofophy  fo  amiable,  reafon  would 
ever  be  our  guide.  For  my  own  part,  I .great- 
ly fear  the.  gilded  arrows  of  the  little  Cytherean 
god. 

Cefario  will  inform  you  of  the  perfeC  efteem 
1 have  for  you ; he  will  tell  you  how  highly  we 
honour  your  virtue,  merit,  and  talents,  I en- 
treat you  will  confide  in  whatever  he  fhail  fay 
to  you  from  me,  and  be  allured  it  is  impoffible 
to  fpeak  too  highly  of  the  confideration  with 
which  I am,  See. 
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LETTER  XXV. 

From  the  Trince  Royal. 

i 

SIR,  Ruppin,  July  6,  1737* 

Were  i a poet  I fhould  have  replied 
in  verfe  to  the  charming  ftanzas  your  laft  letter 
contained,  but  reviews,  journies,  cholic  and 
fever,  have  fo  far  interrupted  my  rhyming  vein 
that  Phoebus  remains  inexorable  to  the  prayers 
I offer ; he  refufes  to  infpire  me  with  his  fire 
divine. 

u To  Remufberg  alone  I wifli  to  go.” 

The  pleafure  this  line  gave  me  was  great 
indeed ! I read  it  over  and  over  above  a thoufand 
times.  A genius  of  your  rank,  a man  free  from 
prejudice,  and  whofe  lively  imagination  is  fub- 
ordinate  to  his  reafon,  would  indeed  be  a very 
uncommon  apparition  in  this  country.  What 
happinefs  could  equal  mine,  could  I improve  my 
mind  by  communicating  with  yours,  and  fee 
myfelf  guided,  under  your  care,  on  my  road  to 
the  beautiful  ! 

I give  you  the  hiftory  of  Remus  for  no  more 
than  it  is  worth.  The  origin  of  nations  is 

generally 
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generally  fabulous,  and  proves  nothing  more 
than  the  antiquity  of  colonies.  Let  us  rank 
the  anecdote  of  Remus  with  the  hiftory  of  the 
holy  phial,  and  the  magic  of  Merlin. 

Capuchin  antiquaries  (hall  never  be  either  my 
hiftoriographers  or  the  directors  of  my  con- 
fcience.  How  different  is  your  manner  of  think- 
ing from  that  of  thefe  fupporters  of  error  ! You 
love  truth,  they  fuperflition ; you  pradtife  the 
chriflian  virtues,  they  remain  fatisfied  with  teach- 
ing them ; they  detradf,  and  you  pardon. 
Were  I a catholic  I would  neither  choofe  Saint 
Francis  of  Affife  nor  Saint  Bruno  for  my  patron; 
I would  proceed  immediately  to  Cirey,  where 
1 fhould  meet  with  virtues  and  talents  fuperior 
in  every  refpedt  to  thofe  of  the  hair- cloth  and 
the  frock. 

The  kings,  without  friendfhip  and  gratitude, 
of  whom  you  fpeak,  feem  to  me  to  refemble 
the  log  which  Jupiter  fent  down  to  be  the  king 
of  the  frogs.  I am  unacquainted  with  ingrati- 
tude, except  from  the  evil  which  it  has  done  me. 
I can  even  affirm,  without  affedting  fentiments 
which  are  not  natural  to  my  heart,  I would  re- 
nounce every  kind  of  grandeur,  did  I think  it 
incompatible  with  friendfhip.  Y ou  have  a large 
(hare  in  mine.  Your  candour,  and  the  fincere 
and  noble  confidence  whichyou  teftify  for  me, 

vol.  vi.  K on 
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on  all  occafions,  well  merit  I fhould  bellow  on 
you  the  title  of  friend.  I wifh  you  were  ap- 
pointed profefTor  to  princes,  that  you  might 
teach  them  to  be  men;  might  teach  them  to 
feel,  and  make  them  underftand  the.  true  value 
of  grandeur,  and  how  much  it  is  their  duty  to 
contribute  to  the  happinefs  of  mankind. 

My  poor  Cefario  has  been  flopped  fhort  by 
the  gout ; he  has  rid  himfelf  of  it  as  well  as  he 
was  able,  and  is  now  on  his  road  for  Cirey. 
You  will  judge  whether  he  does  not  merit  all 
the  friendfhip  I fed  for  him.  When  taking 
leave  of  my  little  friend,  I (aid  to  him,  recollect 
that  you  are  going  to  an  earthly  paradife,  to  an 
abode  a thoufand  times  more  charming  than  the 
ifland  of  Calypfo,  that  the  goddefs  of  thefe 
haunts  will  not  cede  in  beauty  to  the  enchantrefs 
of  Telemachus,  that  you  will  find  in  her  thofe 
ornaments  of  the  underflanding  which  are  fo 
preferable  to  the  graces  of  the  body,  and  that 
this  miracle  employs  her  leifure  in  the  fearch 
after  .truth.  You  will  there  fee  the  human  mind 
in  its  laft  ilage  of  perfection  ; wifdom  without 
auflerity,  furrounded-  by  the  tender  Loves  and 
the  Smiles. 

Here  vyou  will  contemplate  the  fublime 
Voltaire,  will  admire  the  amiable  author  of 
the  Mundane ; the  man  who  is  able  to  raife 
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himfelf  to  the  level  of  Newton,  and  who, 
without  finking,  can  fmg  of  Phillis,  meta- 
morphofed  into  a marehionefs.  What  art  Shall 
we  ufe  to  induce  thee,  my  dear  Cefario,  to 
forfake  a dwelling  fo  delightful ! How  feeble 
will  the  ties  of  former  friendship  be,  when 
flruggling  againft  fo  many  attradions  ! 

I put  my  intereft  into  your  hands,  fir ; it  is 
for  you  to  reftore  me  my  friend  ; perhaps  he  is 
the  only  mortal  worthy  of  becoming  a citizen 
of  Cirey ; but  recoiled  he  is  my  all,  and  that 
it  would  be  a crying  injuftice  to  fnatch  him  from 
me. 

I hope  my  little  ambaffador  will  return  loaded 
with  your  golden  fleece  ; that  is  to  fay  your 
Maid  of  Orleans,  and  fo  many  other  half  pro- 
mifed,  and  ftill  more  impatiently  expeded  pieces. 
You  know  the  pleafure  I take  in  your  works  is 
unalterable,  therefore  Should  you  refufe  me  this 
pleafure,  the  cruelty  would  be  the  greater. 

It  does  not  feem  to  me  that  a depravity  of 
t.ifte  is  fo  general  in  France  as  you  fuppofe. 
The  French  ftill  have  their  Apollo  at  Cirey, 
can  boaft  of  their  Fontenelle,  their  Crebillon, 
and  their  Rollin,  for  perfpicuity  and  beauty  in 
the  historical  ftyle ; of  their  Olivet  for  trans- 
lation, and  of  Bernard  and  Greffet,  whofe  eafy 
and  poliShed  verfes  may  very  well  replace  thofe 
K 2 of 
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of  Chaulieu  and  La  Fare.  Though  Greffet 
may  fometimes  fin  againfl  accuracy,  the  fire  by 
which  he  is  hurried  away  well  may  plead  his 
excufe ; full  of  his  thoughts,  he  neglects  his 
words.  Flow  few  of  nature’s  works  are  com- 
plete, and  how  feldom  do  we  meet  with  Vol- 
taires ! I had  almoft  forgotten  M.  de  Reaumur, 
who,  as  an  experimental  philofopher,  has  ac- 
quired great  reputation  here. 

Thefe  appear  to  me  to  be  the  quinteffence  of 
your  great  men ; the  remainder  do  not  feem 
very  worthy  of  attention.  The  belles  lettres 
are  no  longer  rewarded,  now,  as  they  were  in 
die  time  of  Louis  the  Great.  This  monarch, 
though  ill  informed,  made  it  an  affair  of  moment 
to  protect  thofe  from  whom  he  expected  im- 
mortality. He  loved  fame ; and  to  that  noble 
paflion  France  is*  indebted  for  her  academy, 
and  the  arts  by  which  fhe  is  ft  ill  adorned. 

With  refpe£t  to  metaphyfics,  I do  not  believe 
they  can  make  their  fortune  any  where  but  in 
England.  You  have  your  bigots,  and  wre  have 
ours.  Germany  is  not  deficient  either  in  fuper- 
flitious  or  fanatic  perfons,  enamoured  of  their 
prejudices,  who  are  malignant  to  excefs,  and 
who  are  the  more  incorrigible  becaufe  their  ig- 
norance is  fo  ftupid  that  it  interdi&s  the  ufe  of 
reafon.  It  is  very  certain  we  have  good  caufe 
4 to 


/ 

CORRESPONDENCE.  X 3 3 

to  be  prudent  in  the  company  of  fuch  people. 
A man  who  has  the  charadter  of  being  deftitute 
of  religion,  though  he  were  the  molt  worthy 
man  on  earth,  is  generally  decried.  Religion 
is  the  idol  of  the  people,  and  whoever  dares  to 
touch  it  with  hand  profane,  draws  down  their 
hatred,  and  is  held  in  abomination  by  them. 

I am  infinitely  delighted  with  Cicero ; I dif- 
cover  many  fentiments  in  his  Tufculan  Deputa- 
tions conformable  to  my  own.  I would  not 
however  advife  him  to  affirm,  were  he  now 

alive cc  To  die  may  be  an  evil,  but  to  be 

cs  dead  is  nothing.” In  a word,  Socrates  pre- 

ferred hemlock  to  the  conftraint  of  keeping 
filence ; but  I know  not  whether  there  be  any 
pleafure  in  becoming  the  martyr  of  the  error  of 
another.  The  moft  certain  of  the  things  we 
pofiefs  in  this  world  is  life,  and  this  it  feems  to 
me  every  reafonable  man  ought  to  endeavour  to 
preferve. 

I can  allure  you,  I defpife  the  Jefuits  too 
much  to  read  their  works;  the  evil  propenfities 
of  the  heart  in  them  every  where  eclipfe  the 
qualities  of  the  mind.  Our  life  is  befide  fo 
fhort,  and  our  memories  are  in  general  fo  de- 
fe&ive,  that  we  ought  only  to  feek  inftru&ion 
where  the  pureft  knowledge  is  to  be  found. 

K 3 Uend 
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I fend  you  on  the  prefent  occafion  the  hiftory 
of  the  Virgin  of  Czenflochow,  by  M.  de 
Beaufobre.  I hope  you  will  be  pleafed  with 
the  turn  and  the  ftyle  of  that  piece.  As  far 
as  I am  a judge,  1 have  not  remarked  any 
crimes  committed  againfl  the  purity  of  lan- 
guage. This  it  is  true  is  a thing  much  neg- 
lected by  mod  of  the  refugees,  though  I believe 
there  are  fome  among  them,  to  be  found,  who 
would  not  be  reprehended  by  the  academy. 

Your  univerfities,  and  our  academy  of 
fciences,  are  at  prefent  in  a mournful  {late. 
It  fhould  feem  the  Mufes  with  to  defert  thefe 
climes.  Frederic  I.  king  of  Pruflia,  who  was 
a prince  of  very  confined  genius,  but  well  dif- 
pofed  and  docile,  caufed  the  arts  to  flourifh 
under  his  reign.  He  delighted  much  in  gran- 
deur and  magnificence,  and  was  liberal  even  to 
profufion.  Feeling  emulation  at  all  the  praifes 
which  he  heard  bellowed  on  Louis  XIV.  he 
imagined  that  by  chooling  this  monarch  for 
his  model,  he  could  not  fail  in  like  manner  to 
be  praifed.  The  court  of  Berlin  was  foon 
feen  to  ape  that  of  Verfailles ; the  imitation 
extended  to  every  thing ; ceremonies,  ha- 
rangues, the  (lately  flep,  the  meafured  phrafe, 
tall  mufketeers,  light  horfe,  &c.  Permit  me 

to 
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to  fpare  you  the  trouble  of  reading  a long 
defcription. 

Queen  Charlotte,  the  confort  of  Frederic, 
was  a princefs  who,  added  to  all  the  gifts  of 
nature,  had  received  an  excellent  education. 
She  was  daughter  to  the  duke  of  Lunenburg, 
afterward  elector  of  Hanover.  This  princefs 
had  been  intimately  acquainted  with  Leibnitz, 
at  the  court  of  her  father,  who  had  taught  her 
the  principles  of  philofophy,  and  particularly 
of  metaphyfics.  The  queen  highly  refpedted 
Leibnitz ; fhe  kept  up  a correfpondence  with 
him,  and  this  occafioned  him  to  make  frequent 
journeys  to  Berlin.  The  philofopher  naturally 
was  a lover  of  all  the  fciences,  and  was  ac- 
quainted with  them  all.  M.  de  Fontenelle, 
fpeaking  of  him,  very  wittily  fays  that,  by 
decompofing  him,  materials  enough  might 
have  been  found  to  have  formed  feveral  men 
of  1-earning.  The  attachment  Leibnitz  had 
for  the  fciences  never  fuffered  him  to  lofe  fight 
of  an  endeavour  to  procure  their  eftablifhment. 
Fie  conceived  the  defign  of  inftituting  an  aca- 
demy at  Berlin,  on  the  model  of  that  at  Paris, 
introducing  however  fome  trifling  changes.  He 
communicated  his  purpofe  to  the  queen,  who 
was  charmed  with  it,  and  promifed  to  aid  him 
with  all  her  influence.  Care  wTas  taken  to  in- 
K 4 troduce 
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troduce  the  name  of  Louis  XIV.  The  aftrono- 
mers  affirmed  they  fhould  difcover  an  infinity 
of  ftars,  of  which  the  king  was  to  be  the  god- 
father; the  botanifts  and  phyficians  dedicated 
their  talents  to  him.  How  was  it  poffible  to  re- 
fill fuch  various  perfuafion  ! The  effedls  ac- 
cordingly became  evident ; an  obfervatory  was 
prefently  conftrudted,  an  anatomical  theatre  was 
opened,  and  the  academy,  being  formed,  found 
Leibnitz  its  protedlor. 

During  the  life  of  the  queen,  the  academy 
was  pretty  well  fupported  ; but  not  fo  after  her 
death.  The  king  her  confort  did  not  long  fur- 
vive.  New  lords  new  laws  : the  arts  at  prefent 
daily  wither,  and  I behold  knowledge  flying 
from  us  with  tears  in  my  eyes,  and  arrogant  ig- 
norance and  barbarous  manners  ufurp  their 
place. 

The  drooping  laurel,  in  our  barren  fields. 
Now  withers  in  negledl ; fay  why,  ye  gods, 
Mud  this  my  native  land  remain  depriv’d 
Of  fcience,  arts,  and  heaven-defcended  fame  ? 

The  judgment  I have  paffied  on  the  Prodigal 
Son  * I believe  to  be  juft ; I find  verfes  in  it 
which  are  immediately  known  for  yours  ; but 


* & Enfant  Prodigue . 
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there  are  others  which  appear  to  me  rather  to 
be  produced  by  a fcholar  than  a matter. 

We  are  indebted  to  the  French  for  the  re- 
vival’of  fcience.  After  cruel  wars,  the  pro- 
pagation of  chriftianity,  and  the  frequent  inva- 
fions  of  barbarians  had  given  a mortal  blow  to 
the  arts  which  had  fled  from  Greece  into  Italy, 
fome  ages  of  ignorance  .patted  on,  at  the  end  of 
which  the  torch  again  began  to  burn  in  France. 
The  French  removed  the  briars  and  thorns 
which  had  almoft  forbidden  men  the  purfuit  of 
fame,  by  the  ftudy  of  the  belles  lettres.  Surely 
it  is  but  juft  that  other  nations  fliould  preferve 
the  remembrance  of  the  obligation  they  owe  the 
French,  for  the  fervice  which  has  been  thus  ge- 
nerally rendered.  Ought  not  our  gratitude  to- 
ward thofe  who  give  us  life,  and  thofe  who  fur- 
nifti  food  for  the  mind,  to  be  equally  ftrong  ? 

The  defed  of  the  Germans  is  not  a want  of 
underftanding.  They  confiderably  approach 
the  Englifti  in  charader  ; they  are  laborious 
and  profound.  Having  once  feized  on  a fub- 
jed,  they  dwell  upon  it,  and  the  prolixity  of 
their  writings  is  eternal : could  they  be  corred- 
ed  of  their  heavinefs,  and  a little  familiarized  to 
the  graces,  I fliould  not  think  it  impoflible  for 
my  nation  to  produce  great  men. 

There  is  one  difficulty,  however,  which  will 

continually 
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continually  prevent  us  from  having  good  books 
in  our  language ; and  this  confifts  in  our  not 
having  any  fixed  ufe  of  words.  Germany  is 
divided  among  fo  many  princes  that  no  means 
ever  can  be  found  to  induce  them  to  fubmit  to 
the  decifions  of  an  academy.  Our  men  of 
learning,  therefore,  have  no  other  refource  than 
that  of  writing  in  foreign  languages ; and  as  it 
is  exceedingly  difficult  perfedlly  to  poffefs 
thefe,  it  is  much  to  be  feared  our  literature  will 
never  make  any  great  progrefs. 

There  is  another  difficulty  not  lefs  than  the 
former.  Princes  generally  defpife  the  learned. 
The  little  care  which  the  latter  take  of  their 
drefs,  the  duft  of  the  ftudy  with  which  they 
come  loaded,  and  the  fmall  relation  that  can 
exiff:  between  a head  flored  with  good  authors 
and  the  empty  brains  of  courtiers,  occafion 
princes  to  mock  at  the  exterior  of  the  learned, 
while  the  great  man  efcapes  their  glance.  The 
judgment  of  the  prince  is  too  much  refpedled  by 
his  grandees  for  them  to  think  proper  to  be  of 
a different  opinion,  and  they  in  like  manner  af- 
fedt  to  contemn  perfons  a thoufandth  part  of 
whofe  worth  they  do  not  poffefs.  O temporal  O 
more1  ! 

For  my  own  part,  feeling  that  I am  not 
formed  for  the  a^e  in  which  I live,  I content 

myfelf 
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myfelf  with  not  imitating  the  example  of  my 
equals  : I inceiTantly  preach  to  them  that  pride 
is  the  pinnacle  of  ignorance,  and,  acknowledg- 
ing the  fuperiority  of  you  great  men,  I hold  you 
worthy  of  my  praile,  and  you  in  particular,  fir^ 
of  my  efteem  ; this  is  entirely  your  own.  Re~ 
gard  me  as  a difinterefled  friend,  for  whofe  ac- 
quaintance you  are  folely  indebted  to  you*  own 
merit. 

I ever  remain* 

S I R, 

Your  very  affectionate  friend. 

Written  with  one  foot  in  the  ftirrup,  and  on 
the  point  of  departing.  I (hall  be  back  in  a 
fortnight. 


LETTER  XXVI. 

From  M.  de  Volt  care. 

SIR,  July,  1737. 

I AM  furrounded  by  the  benefits  you  have 
conferred  on  me.  The  baron  von  Kayferling, 
the  portrait  of  your  royal  highnefs,  the  fecond 
part  of  the  metaphyfics  of  M.  Wolf,  the  differ- 

tation 
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tation  of  M.  de  Beaufobre,  and  efpecially  the 
charming  letter  which  you  have  deigned  to 
write  me  from  Rupin,  dated  July  the  6th;  thefe 
all  are  here  ; and  with  thefe  I may  brave  the 
fever  and  the  languor  which  prey  upon  me.  I 
perceive  it  is  pohible  to  be  in  pain  and  yet  to 
be  happy. 

Your  amiable  ambaflador  is  no  longer  troubled 
with  the  gout.  We  are  foon  to  lofe  him ; he 
came  only  to  be  regretted  ; he  returns  to  the 
prince  whom  he  loves,  and  by  whom  he  is  be- 
loved, and  leaves  at  Cirey  an  eternal  remem- 
brance of  himfelf, 4 and  of  the  well-confirmed 
reign  of  Frederic.  He  brings  my  tribute  with 
him  : all  I had  to  give  I have  given.  It  is  faid 
there  are  tyrants  who  ftrip  their  fubjedts,  but 
good  fubjedts  voluntarily  ftrip  themfelves  for 
their  fovereign’s  fake. 

I have,  therefore,  loaded  my  packet  with  all 
I have  written  of  the  hiftory  of  Louis  XIV.  with 
fome  detached  pieces  of  poetry,  which  have 
* been  printed  at  the  end  of  the  Henriade  in  a 
very  incorreft  manner,  and  fome  leraps  of  phi- 
lofophy.  While  packing  up  my  thoughts  I 
could  not  help  thus  exclaiming  to  myfelf— 

Advent’rous  wight,  too  vain  and  too  fecure. 

Wilt  thou  the  glance  of  genius  dare  endure  ? 

Dull 
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Dull  bird  of  night,  to  twilight  gloom  confign’d. 
What ! Flutter  in  the  rays  that  {trike  thee 
blind  * ! 


Thy  prince,  added  I,  loves,  nnderftands  and 
cultivates  all  the  arts,  from  mufic  to  true  philo- 
fophy.  He  is  particularly  acquainted  with  the 
great  art  of  pleafing,  and  if  to  his  other  virtues 
he  did  not  add  that  of  indulgence,  the  baron 
von  Kayferling  would  not  be  loaded  with  fo 
enormous  a packet. 

In  fine,  hr,  you  have  infpired  me  with  that 
which  princes  fo  feldom  infpire — with  the  utmofl: 
confidence. 

I was  defirous  of  adding  the  Maid  of  Orleans 
to  the  tribute  I have  paid,  but  your  ambaffador 
will  inform  you  the  thing  was  irnpoffible.  This 
little  work  has  been  for  near  a year  in  the  pof- 
feffion  of  the  marchionefs  du  Chatelet,  who  will 
not  part  with  it.  The  friendfhip  with  which 
(he  honours  me  will  not  permit  her  to  venture 
any  thing  which  might  eternally  feparate  us. 
She  has  renounced  the  whole  world  to  live  with 

* To  obviate  the  blame  which  might  be  incurred  for  the 
very  bold  liberty  here  taken,  a literal  tranflation  of  the  verfes 
is  annexed.  “ Poor  trifling  genius,  wilt  thou  dare  to  appear 
45  before  this  immortal  genius?  To  be  worthy  of  thy  matter, 
5<  thou  fhouldft  be  univerfal ; and  this  thou  haft  not  the  ho«» 
44  nourto  be.”  T* 

me. 
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me,  in  the  bofom  of  folitude  and  fhidious  con* 
templation.  • She  knows  that  the  lead  know- 
ledge  which  fhould  be  obtained  of  the  work 
would  indubitably  raife  a florin.  She  fears 
every  accident ; fhe  is  not  ignorant  that  the  ba- 
ron von  Kayferling  was  kept  fight  of  at  Straf- 
burg,  and  that  he  will  be  the  fame  on  his  re- 
turn ; that  he  is  watched,  and  that  he  may  be 
fearched  ,*  and  fhe  is  well  convinced  you  would 
not  hazard  the  mifery  of  your  two  fubjeds  of 
Cirey  for  a few  jokes  in  rhyme. 

Your  royal  highnefs  would  perceive  this  tri- 
fling poem  is  written  in  a very  different  flyle 
from  the  hiftory  of  Louis  XI V.  and  the  New- 
tonian philofophy,  Jed  dulce  eft  defipere  in  loco . 
Woe  to  the  philofophers  who  never  can  un- 
wrinlde  their  brows.  I regard  auflerity  as  a 
difeafe,  and  would  a thoufand  times  rather  be 
languid,  as  I am,  and  fubjed  to  fever,  than  in- 
fected with  gloom  of  mind.  In  my  opinion, 
virtue,  cheerfulnefs,  and  ftudy,  are  three  fillers, 
which  ought  never  to  be  afunder.  Thefe  three 
deities  are  your  humble  fervants  and  my  mif- 
treffes. 

Metaphyfics  conflitute  a great  part  of  the 
immenfity  of  your  knowledge.  I,  therefore* 
have  not  hefitated  to  fubmit  my  doubts  to  you, 
on  this  fubjed.,  and  to  requeft  from  your  royal 

hands 
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hands  a fmall  ball  of  thread,  as  a clue  to  guide 
me  through  the  labyrinth.  You  cannot  ima- 
gine, fir,  how  much  confolation  it  affords  ma- 
dams du  Chatelct  and  myfelf  to  fee  you  think 
thus  like  a philofopher,  and  endowed  with  the 
virtue  that  detefts  fuperflition.  Ignorance,  and 
the  want  of  knowing  that  priefls  were  their 
great  eft  enemies,  have  been  the  caufe  that  moft 
kings  have  encouraged  fanaticifm  in  their  ftates. 

Does  hiftory,  in  fad,  afford  a fingle  example 
of  priefts  who  have  promoted  concord  between 
monarchs  and  their  fubjeds  ? Do  we  not,  on 
the  contrary,  every  where  perceive  that  priefts 
have  fe&  up  the  ftandard  of  difcord  and  sevolt  ? 
Did  not  the  prefbyterians  of  Scotland  begin  the 
civil  wars  which  ended  in  the  death  of  Charles 
I.  a king  who  was  a man  of  worth  ? Was  it  not 
a monk  who  affaffinated  Henry  III.  of  France  ? 
Is  not  Europe  ftill  full  of  the  traces  of  ecclefiafti- 
cal  ambition,  and  is  not  this  fufficiently  proved 
by  bilhops  who  are  become  princes,  nay  elec- 
tors, and  by  a Romifh  prieft  treading  on  the 
necks  of  emperors  ? 

For  my  own  part,  when  I recoiled  the  ex- 
cels, the  debility,  and  the  phrenzy  of  mankind, 
I am  continually  aftonifhed  that  during  the  ages 
of  ignorance  tire  popes  did  not  attain  univerfai 
monarchy. 

I am 
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I am  perfuaded  that,  at  prefent,  the  power  of 
the  fovereign  would,  of  itfelf,  be  fufficient  to 
ftifle  all  the  feeds  of  religious  fury,  and  ecclefi- 
aftical  difcord,  in  a kingdom.  Nothing  more 
is  neceflary  to  effect  this  than  to  be  a worthy 
man,  and  no  bigot.  Men,  foolifh  as  they  are, 
have  an  internal  convi&ion  of  the  fuperiority  of 
virtue  to  devotion.  A devout  king  forms  none 
but  hypocrites ; a virtuous  one  forms  men  like 
himfelf. 

I have  dared  to  think  aloud  in  the  prefence  of 
your  royal  higlinefs,  for  your  divine  charafter 
encourages  me  to  take  every  liberty.  I have 
juft  ended  a converfation  with  the  baron  von 
Kayferling,  who  has  increafed  my  admiration  of 
and  inflamed  my  zeal  toward  you.  It  is  my 
misfortune  to  have  a conftitution  which  will  pro- 
bably prevent  me  from  being  a witnefs  of  the 
good  you  will  do  to  men,  and  of  the  high  ex- 
amples you  will  afford  them.  Happy  thofe 
who  fhall  live  in  times  fo  fortunate  1 Others  fhail 
more  nearly  infpect  the  fame  and  the  felicity  of 
your  government.  I,  however,  fhould  have  en- 
joyed the  bounties  of  a philofophic  prince,  have 
tailed  the  firft-fruits  of  his  great  mind,  and  have 
been  but  too  happy,  &c. 


LET: 


CORRESPONDENCE, 


LETTER  XXVII. 

From  the  Prince  Royal , 

JL  O wonders,  wonders  adding  Hill,  Voltaire, 
Thy  vigils  thou  dofl  confecrate  to  man, 

Whofe  mind,  not  fatisfied  that  thou  canft  charm, 
Thou  wouldft  exalt,  enlighten,  and  enlarge. 
Great  Newton  *s  fyflem  having  Amplified, 

Its  depth  difplay’d  before  th’  aftonifh’d  view, 
Swift  and  prodigious  in  thy  flight  behold 
The  ftandard  of  Melpomene^s  uprear’d  ! 

Thither  th’  enraptur’d  paflions  breathlefs  throng. 
Quitting  the  poniard,  and  anon  the  mafic, 

With  mailer  flroke  hiftoric  thou  doll  trace 
The  Swedifh  hero,  and  the  northern  Czar  ; 
Their  vices,  virtues,  and  illuftrious  adls  J 
Of  this  the  rigid  labours  and  the  laws  * ; 

Of  that  the  fame,  the  frenzy,  and  the  fall  f $ 
And  by  the  parallel,  to  conquerors  fearful, 

Dofl:  indicate  to  kings  the  path  of  true  renown. 

For  me,  a native  of  the  climes  which  dare, 
Defpifing  prejudice,  to  do  thee  right, 

* Peter  I.  + Charles  XII. 

TOL.  VI,  L 
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How  much  I marvel  at  thy  various  verfe, 

Thy  fcientific  lore,  and  all  the  gifts 

The  bounteous  gods  upon  thy  head  have  fhowVd ! 

Let  Slander,  ferpent-tongu’d,  her  venom  died, 

To  blaft  the  laurel  blooming  on  thy  brow  ; 

Or  let  the  furious  Beffus  of  Bruffels  *' 

Ejeft  his  poifon  far  as  the  farthefl:  Loire, 

Be  yet  my  fimple  voice  (the  voice  of  truth) 

Of  future  immortality  the  pledge. 

Where,  fir,  do  you  find  time  for  your  labours  ? 
Either  your  hours  are  equivalent  to  the  days  of 
others,  or  your  fortunate  and  fertile  genius  fur- 
paffes  that  of  moft  great  men.  Scarcely  have 
you  ended  interpreting  the  philofophy  of  New- 
ton, before  you  are  induftrious  to  enrich  the 
French  theatre  with  a new  tragedy,  and  this 
play,  which  according  to  appearance  is  fcarcely 
yet  off  the  flocks,  is  already,  as  it  were,  follow- 
ed by  a new  work  which  you  project. 

You  are  willing  to  do  the  Czar  the  honour  of 
writing  his  hiflory  like  a philofopher.  Not  fa- 
tisfied  with  having  furpaffed  all  your  predecef- 
fors  by  the  elegance,  the  beauty,  and  the  utility 
of  your  works,  you  are  delirous  likewife  of  ex- 

* J.  B.  Rouffeau,  the  calumniator  of  Saurin,  and  a traitor 

to  his  friends. 
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ceeding  them  in  numbers.  Eager  to  ferve  the 
human  race,  you  confecrate  your  whole  life  to 
the  public  good.  Providence  has  kept  you  in 
referve,  to  teach  men  to  prefer  the  lyre  of  Am* 
phion,  which  built  the  walls  of  Thebes,  to  thofe 
warlike  inftruments  which  threw  down  the  ram- 
parts of  Jericho.  The  teftimony  beftowed  by 
fome  truths  difcovered,  and  fome  errors  deftroy- 
ed,  is,  in  my  mind,  the  fined  trophy  which  pof- 
terity  can  eredt  to  the  glory  of  a great  man. 
To  what  may  you  not  pretend;  you,  who  are 
as  faithful  in  the  worlhip  of  truth  as  you  are 
zealous  in  the  deftru&ion  of  prejudice  and  fu- 
perftition  ! 

You  expedt,  no  doubt,  to  receive,  by  this 
conveyance,  all  the  neceffary  materials  to  begin 
the  work  on  which  you  intend  to  labour.  What 
will  be  your  furprife  at  receiving  only  me- 
taphyfics,  and  fome  verfes  ? Thefe,  however, 
were  all  I was  this  time  enabled  to  fend  you. 
A prolix  treatife  on  metaphyfics,  and  an  indo- 
lent copyifl,  do  not,  when  they  meet,  go  far  of  a 
day. 

I have  read  your  forcible  mathematical  rea- 
foning  on  the  infinitely  frnall  with  much  atten- 
tion ; and  I think  we  only  differ  in  the  manner 
of  expreffing  ourfelves.  I ingenuoufiy  own  to 
you  1 have  no  idea  of  infinitude ; and  I further 
L 2 own 
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own  that  I am  only  acquainted  with  two  fpecieS 
of  numbers,  equal  or  unequal  numbers.  Yet 
the  infinite,  being  a number,  is  neither  equal 
nor  unequal.  What  is  it  then  ? If  I have  well 
underffcood  you,  it  is  your  opinion,  as  it  alfo  is 
mine,  that  matter,  relative  to  man,  is  infinitely 
divilible  ; becaufe  it  is  in  vain  that  men  would 
attempt  to  decompofe  matter ; they  never  can 
arrive  at  the  units  of  which  it  is  formed ; but 
that  in  reality,  and  with  refped:  to  the  eflence 
of  things,  matter  muft  necelTarily  be  compofed 
of  a mafs  of  units,  which  are  the  foie  principles 
of  matter,  and  which  the  author  of  nature  has 
thought  proper  to  conceal.  Therefore,  who- 
ever fhould  fpeak  of  matter  without  the  idea  of 
thefe  units,  joined  and  arranged  together,  would 
ufe  a word  without  a meaning.  The  modifica- 
tion of  thefe  units  afterward  determines  the  dif- 
ferences between  beings. 

Wolf  is  perhaps  the  only  philofopher  who  has 
dared  to  give  a definition  of  the  fimple  being. 
We  have  no  knowledge  of  things  which  do  not 
fall  under  the  obfervation  of  our  fenfes,  or 
which  we  cannot  exprefs  by  figns ; nor  can  we 
obtain  any  intuitive  knowledge  of  units,  becaufe 
we  never  fhall  acquire  inflruments  fufficiently 
fine  to  be  able  to  feparate  matter  to  fucli  nice 
excels.  The  prefent  difficulty  is  to  know  how 
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we  may  explain  a thing  which  never  has  been 
lubjeCted  to  our  fenfes.  It  was  abfolutely  ne- 
ceflary  to  give  new  definitions,  different  in  all 
refpeCts  to  any  thing  that  relates  to  matter. 

To  come  at  this  definition,  Wolf  has  pre- 
pared us  by  that  which  he  has  given  of  fpace 
and  extent.  If  I am  not  miftakcn,  he  ex- 
plains himfelf  thus. 

cc  Space  is  the  void  which  exifts  between  the 
fC  parts,  infomuch  that  every  being  which  has 
“ pores  occupies  fpace  between  them.  Now, 
<e  all  compofite  beings  mud  have  pores,  fome 
<(  more  apparent  than  others,  according  to 
cc  their  different  compofition  : therefore,  all 

<c  compofite  beings  contain  a fpace.  But  a unit, 
cc  not  having  parts,  and  confequently  not  hav- 
ce  ing  any  interfaces,  or  pores,  it  will  refult  that 
“ it  cannot  partake  of  fpace.” 

Extent  is  palled  by  Wolf  the  continuity  of 
beings.  A line,  for  example,  can  only  be  form- 
ed by  an  arrangement  of  units  which  touch  each 
other,  and  which  may  be  continued  in  a curve, 
or  in  a right  line.  Thus  a line  has  extent ; but 
one  being,  one,  which  is  not  continued,  cannot 
occupy  extent.  I again  repeat,  extent,  accord- 
ing to  Wolf,  is  only  the  continuity  of  beings. 
A moment’s  reflection  will  lead  you  to  hold 
;hefe  definitions  to  be  fo  true  that  you  will  not 
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be  able  to  refufe  your  aflent.  I only  requeft  a 
tranfitory  glance,  which  is  fufficient,  hr,  to  ele- 
yate  you,  not  only  to  the  fimple  being,  but,  to 
the  higheft  degree  of  knowledge  which  the  hu- 
man mind  can  attain. 

I have  juft  feen  a perfon  of  Berlin  with  whom 
I have  had  a long  converfation  concerning  you  ; 
I mean  our  envoy  Borck,  who  is  returned  from 
England.  He  has  very  much  alarmed  me  con- 
cerning the  ftate  of  your  health.  He  is  never 
weary  of  fpeaking*  of  the  pleafure  he  has  taken 
in  your  converfation.  The  mind,  he  afterts,  is 
triumphant  over  the  infirmities  of  the  body. 

You  fhall  be  ferved  like  a philofopher,  and 
by  philofophers,  in  the  commifiion  of  which  you 
have  judged  me  capable.  I immediately  wrote 
to  my  friend  in  Ruifia ; he  will  anfwer  with 
truth  and  precifion  to  thofe  points  on  which 
you  wifti  for  intelligence.  Net  iatisfied  with 
this,  I have  lately  unearthed  a feeretary  of  the 
court,  who  is  but  juft  returned  from  Mufcovy, 
after  a continued  abode  of  eighteen  years.  He 
is  a man  of  great  good  fenfe,  a perfon  of  know- 
ledge, is  in  the  fecrets  of  their  government, 
and  of  undoubted  veracity.  I have  enjoined 
him  to  give  an  anftver  to  the  fame  queftions. 
I fear  that,  in  quality  of  a German,  he  may 
abufe  the  privilege  of  prolixity,  and  that,  in- 
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ftead  of  a memorial,  he  will  write  a volume.  As 
foon  as  I receive  any  thing  that  relates  to  the 
fubjed  I will  fend  it  with  all  diligence. 

As  a reward  for  all  my  labours,  I only  require 
a copy  of  the  new  edition  of  your  works.  I am 
too  much  interested  in  your  fame  not  to  be  in- 
formed among  the  firft  of  your  new  fuccefs. 

According  to  the  defcription  you  have  given 
me  of  the  profped  of  Cirey,  I imagine  I only 
read  the  defcription  and  hiftory  of  my  own  re- 
treat. Remufberg  is  a little  Cirey,  except,  fir, 
that  we  have  neither  a Voltaire  nor  a madame 
du  Chatelet. 

I here  fend  you  another  little  ode,  infipid 
enough,  and  fufficiently  ill  written.  It  is  an 
apology  for  the  goodnefs  of  God ; the  fruit  of 
my  leifure,  the  inclination  of  fending  you  which 
I could  not  refill.  Might  I,  if  it  be  not  to 
abufe  thofe  precious  moments  of  which  you 
make  fo  marvellous  a ufe,  intreat  you  to  corred 
it  ? I have  had  the  misfortune  to  love  poetry, 
and  to  write  it  as  ill  as  one  might  wifh  j but  the 
thing  which  ought  to  difguft  me,  and  certainly 
would  repulfe  any  reafonable  perfon,  is  the  very 
fpur  by  which  I am  impelled.  I fay  to  myfeif, 
little  caitiff,  though  thou  haft  hitherto  met  with 
no  fuccefs,  yet  take  courage,  have  recourfe  to 
the  polilhing  tool,  and  again  apply  thyfelf  to 
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the  work.  I thus,  by  being  myfelf  inflexible, 
hope  to  obtain  favour  from  Apollo. 

In  the  flower  of  my  youth,  an  amiable  lady 
infpired  me  with  two  paflions  at  once  ; you  will 
e-afily  imagine  the  one  was  the  paflion  of  love, 
the  other  the  paflion  of  poetry.  This  little  mi- 
racle of  nature,  with  every  poflible  grace,  was 
polfefled  of  tafte  and  delicacy.  Thefe  (he  wifh- 
ed  to  communicate  to  me.  In  love  I was  fuc- 
cefsful  enough,  and  ill  enough  in  poetry.  From 
that  time  I have  been  tolerably  often  a lover, 
and  always  a poet. 

Should  you  be  acquainted  with  any  fecret  to 
cure  mankind  of  this  mania,  you  will  really  do 
a chriftian-like  a£t  to  communicate  it  to  me  ; 
if  not,  I condemn  you  to  teach  me  the  rules  of 
that  enchanting  art  which  you  have  embellilh- 
ed,  and  which  is,  in  return,  fo  honourable  to 
you. 

We  princes  always  have  interefted  motives, 
nor  do  we  ever  form  any  acquaintance  without 
having  fome  private  views,  which  diredtly  re- 
gard our  own  profit. 

Oh  ! how  happy  is  Cefario  ! How  delicious 
muff  the  moments  have  been  which  he  has  paff- 
ed  at  Cirey  ! for  'Cvhere  are  the  pleafures  which 
are  equal  to  thofe  of  the  imagination  ? I have 
made  very  flrenuous  efforts  to  accompany  him, 

though 


CORRESPONDENCE.  I 

Chough  but  in  fancy  ; but  this  fancy  was  neither 
fufficiently  glowing,  nor  was  my  mind  fufhcient- 
ly  at  its  eafe  to  be  fuccefsful.  Do  you,  fir,  re- 
main Tatisfied  with  thefe  efforts,  while  to  me  it 
fliall  fufHce  that  I have  converfed  with  you  by 
the  intervention  of  my  friend. 

I am  enraptured  with  the  kindnefs  which  ma- 
dame  du  Chatelet  has  teftified  for  Cefario  ; it 

# i 

would  increafe  my  efteem  for  this  lady  were  the 
thing  poffible.  The  wifdom  of  Solomon  would 
have  been  well  rewarded  had  the  queen  of  She- 
ba refembled  her  of  Cirey.  For  my  own  part, 
I have  not  the  honour  either  to  be  a fage  or  a 
Solomon  ; I think  myfelf  highly  honoured  in 
the  friendfhip  of  a perfon  fo  accomplifhed  as  the 
marchionefs  du  Chatelet,  I have  reafon  to  be- 
lieve that  a fight  of  her  would  infpire  me  with 
ideas  fomewhat  different  from  thofe  which  the 
vulgar  name  fage.  I flatter  myfelf,  as  you  have 
the  happinefs  of  a more  iptimate  acquaintance 
with  that  goddefs,  you  will  have  fome  indul- 
gence for  my  foibles,  if  it  be  any  foible  too 
much  to  admire  the  perfections  of  nature. 

From  philofophical  argument  here  do  I find 
myfelf  infenfibly  engaged  in  an  abortive  decla- 
ration of  love  ; and  while,  in  my  metaphyfics,  I 
confine  myfelf  to  the  ftyle  of  Wolf,  my  moralh 
ty  fomewhat  refembles  that  which  Rameau  has 
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rendered  more  enthufiaftic,  by  the  fweetnefs  of 
his  harmony. 

In  what  relates  to  friendfhip,  I hope  you  will 
confide  in  my  conftancy.  Difficult  in  deter- 
mining to  give  my  heart,  having  given  it,  I ne- 
ver repent  of  the  a 6t.  I am,  with  all  that 

efleem  which  you  more  than  any  perfon  merit, 

S I R, 

Your  very  affectionate  friend. 

! J 
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SIR,  1 Remufberg,  Augnft  27th,  1737. 

CeSARIO  has  tranfported  me  in  imagi- 
nation to  Grey,  of  which  he  has  given  me  a 
mod  charming  defcription.  I am  particularly 
delighted  with  the  affurance  which  he  has  given 
* me  that  you  exceedingly  furpafs  the  high  idea 
I had  formed  of  you. 

It  feems  you  are  both  confined  by  iilnefs,  fo 
that  poor  Cefario  is  not  permitted  to  enjoy  any 
perfect  pleafure  in  this  life*  Your  fever  affords 
me  an  opportunity  of  fpeaking  to  you  on  a fub- 
ject  concerning  which  I am  greatly  interefted, 

I mean 


CORRESPONDENCE.  1 55 

I mean  your  health.  I mod  earnedly  intreat 
you  would  not  work  too  hard.  The  ftudies 
and  labours  of  the  mind  are  infinitely  prejudi- 
cial to  the  health  of  the  body.  It  is  your  duty 
to  take  care  of  yourfelf,  a duty  which  my  friend - 
(hip  for  you  impofes.  I edeem  it  one  of  the 
mod  fortunate  accidents  of  my  life  to  have  been 
born  the  contemporary  of  a man  of  fuch  didin- 
guifhed  merit;  but  this  good  fortune  will  be 
imperfedt,  fhould  you  not  continue  to  be  mine, 
and  fhould  I not  one  day  have  the  fatisfadlion 
to  fee  you. 

You  fend  me  your  works  which  to  me  are 
invaluable,  and  make  my  gratitude  unbounded. 
1 intreat,  fir,  you  would  tell  the  divine  Emily 
how  very  highly  I edeem  her.  I know  not  how 
to  tedify  the  fenfe  I have  of  the  manner  in 
which  flie  has  received  my  little  plenipotentiary. 

You  are  both  worthy  of  my  admiration,  but 
at  prefen t you  rob  me  of  my  heart. 

Could  I be  envious,  I certainly  fhould  be  fo 
of  Cefario  ; I would  willingly  endure  his  gout 
might  I but  have  feen  and  heard  that  which  he 
has  feen  and  heard.  Antiquity,  while  it  vaunts 
of  its  wonders  of  the  world,  reprefents  them  as 
at  a great  didance  from  each  other;  but  at  Cirey 
we  find  two  wonders  whofe  worth  is  highly  fu- 
perior  to  thofe  mafies  of  done,  which,  in  them- 

felves5 
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felves,  pofTefs  no  virtue.  The  mafculine  and 
permanent  underflan  ding  of  a woman,  and  the 
glowing,  the  univerfal,  yet  continually  regular 
genius  of  a poet,  appear  to  me  more  miraculous. 

Your  gratitude  is  by  no  means  indebted  to 
me  for  doing  you  nothing  more  than  juflice  ; 
I wifh,  fir,  to  teflify  my  efleem  for  you  by  more 
folid  marks  than  by  portraits.  At  prefent  be 
fatisfied  with  thefe  types,  and  wait  the  accom- 
jdifhment  of  the  future.  I ever  remain. 


S I R, 


Your  very  affedionate  friend. 


LETTER  XXIX, 


From  the  Prince  Royal . 


5 I R, 


Remufberg,  September  27,  1737 


Were  I writing  to  an  ungrateful  per- 
fon,  I fliould  be  obliged  to  make  him  compre- 
hend by  a tedious  defcription  what  gratitude  is; 
fortunately  for  me  this  is  not  my  cafe.  My  let- 
ter is  addreffed  to  one  who  is  an  example  of 
virtue,  to  one  who  will  underfland  me  exceeds 

ingly 

$ The  Berlin  edition  dates  September  the  20th, 
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ingly  well  when  I fay  nothing  more  than  that  I 
am  very  fenfibly  affe&ed  by  the  obligations 
which  I am  under  to  him. 

Cefario,  who  is  acquainted  with  my  eagernefs 
for  every  thing  which  comes  from  you,  has  fent 
me  your  two  letters,  referving  to  himfelf  the 
pleafure  of  remitting  me  the  remainder  of  your 
immortal  works.  Were  there  any  thing  which 
could  redouble  my  impatience  to  fee  him  once 
more,  it  would  undoubtedly  be  the  precious 
treafure  of  which  he  is  the  keeper. 

Your  works  iliall  be  preferved  as  the  works 
of  Ariftotle  were  by  Alexander : they  fhall  be 
continually  prefent  with  me,  and  in  them  I ex- 
pert to  poffefs  a whole  library.  They  are  the 
honey  which  you  have  collected  from  the 
fvveeteft  flowers,  and  which  has  loft  nothing  by 
having  been  gathered  by  you. 

While  you  exift,  fir,  I would  fend  only  to 
Cirey  in  queft  of  truths.  I will  neither  trouble 
the  ice  hills  of  Nova  Zembla,  nor  the  fandy 
deferts  of  Ethiopia,  to  gain  intelligence  of  the 
figure  of  the  earth.  Thefe  are  difcoveries  which 
certainly  merit  praife  ; far  from  blaming  them, 
I find  them  worthy  of  the  labour  of  thofe  by 
whom  they  have  been  undertaken;  but  your 
impartial  and  judicious  manner  of  confidering 
things  appears  to  me  infinitely  more  profitable. 

I learn 
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I learn  more  from  your  doubts  than  from  all 
which  the  divine  Ariftotle,  the  fage  Plato,  and 
the  incomparable  Defcartes,  have  fo  inconfider- 
ately  affirmed. 

To  difencumber  ourfelves  of  prejudices,  or  to 
acquire  new  information,  is  equally  progreffive 
in  philofophy : the  one  enlightens,  the  other 
informs.  The  higheft  pleafure  any  reafonable 
man  can  enjoy  in  this  world  is,  in  my  opinion, 
the  difcovery  of  new  truths.  I expeft  to  reap 
an  abundant  harveft  in  your  metaphyfics. 
Madame  du  Chatelet  robs  me  of  wealth  already 
poffeffed,  and  wrefts  it  from  the  hands  of  my 
friend.  What  a fubjedt  for  an  elegy  ! It  will 
however  proceed  no  further,  for  he  had  too  good 
a heart . Do  not  therefore  expedt  to  hear  any 
reproach.  I only  intreat  you  would  tell  the 
divine  Emily  that  my  mind  communicates  its 
complaints  to  hers  of  the  darknefs  which  (he 
prevents  you  from  diffipating. 

Loft  in  the  gloom  of  obfcure  metaphyfics,  I 
waited  for  a few  words,  under  your  hand,  to 
gain  new  light ; but  a bright  ftar  which  is  your 
guide,  the  charming  and  divine  Emily,  wilhes 
to  enjoy  the  whole  fruit  of  your  labours ; yet 
let  me  intreat  you  to  permit  that  philofophy  by 
which  I (hall  certainly  profit  to  vifit  this  peaceful 
retreat. 


How 
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How  much  am  I charmed  to  perceive  the  age 
of  Oreftes  and  Fylades  again  reftored  at  Cirey ! 
You  afford  an  example  of  virtue  which,  till 
this  time,  never,  alas ! exifted — except  in  fable. 
Fear  not,  fir,  that  I fhould  trouble  the  philofo- 
phic  fweetsof  your  repofe;  were  it  in  my  power 
to  render  thofe  divine  ties  by  which  you  are 
united  »more  durable,  I would  willingly  offer 
you  my  aid.  Once  in  my  life,  I have  myfelf 
experienced  fhipw'reck  ; Heaven  defend  me  from 
conducing  to  the  fliip wreck  of  others ! 

I believe,  however,  I have  found  an  expedient 
by  means  of  which  you  may,  without  rifk,  and 
without  difturbing  the  tranquillity  of  Emily, 
Satisfy  my  curiofity.  This,  fir,  will  be  to  com- 
municate fome  palfages  from  your  metaphyfics, 
difperfed  through  your  letters,  every  time  you 
fhall  do  me  the  pleafure  to  write  to  me.  The 
confidence  I have  in  you,  added  to  the  ardour  of 
inftru&ing  myfelf,  occafion  me  to  be  thus  impor- 
tunate. Heaven  has  befide  endowed  you  with 
too  many  talents  to  conceal  them.  It  is  your 
duty  to  enlighten  the  human  race ; you  are 
not  a mifer  of  your  knowledge,  and  I am  your 
friend. 

My  Ruffian  correfpondent  has  yet  fent  me  no 
intelligence  concerning  that  which  you  wifh  to 

4 know ; 
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know ; I hope  however  fhortly  to  give  you 

fatisfaXion. 

The  priefts  will  certainly  never  choofe  you 
for  their  panegyrift ; your  reflexions  on  eccle- 
fiaftical  power  are  too  juft*  and  they  are  fup- 
ported  by  the  irrevocable  teftimony  of  hiftory. 
Does  not  their  ambition  originate  in  their  being 
forbidden  to  praXife  any  other  vice  ? Men  have 
forged  to  themfelves  a ftrange  phantom  of 
aufterity  and  virtue  ; they  have  required  priefts, 
who  are  partly  impoftors  and  partly  bigots,  to 
conform  to  this  caprice ; they  are  not  openly 
allowed  either  to  be  lechers  or  drunkards  ; but 
they  are  not  forbidden  to  be  ambitious,  and 
ambition  of  all  the  paflions  has  the  moft  fearful 
crimes  and  diforders  in  its  train. 

This  brings  to  my  mind  the  monkey  of 
Cleopatra,  which  had  been  taught  to  dance  ex- 
ceedingly well ; but,  fome  one  taking  a fancy 
to  throw  down  fome  nuts,  the  monkey,  forgetting 
his  drefs,  his  dancing,  and  the  part  he  was  play- 
ing, immediately  feized  on  his  prey. 

A prieft  aXs  virtue,  as  long  as  virtue  and  his 
intereft  agree ; but  nature,  on  the  fmalleft  oc- 
cafion,  burfts  through  the  cloud,  and  the  crimes 
and  vices  which  the  appearance  of  virtue  con- 
cealed are  then  difcovered.  That  an  ecclefiafti- 

cal 
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cal  monarchy  could  be  eftablifhed  on  fo  preca- 
rious a foundation  is  truly  aftonifhing. 

The  authority  of  the  priefts  of  paganifm 
originated  in  their  falfe  oracles,  their  ridiculous 
facrifices,  and  their  impertinent  mythology. 
How  grave  were  the  tales  of  Daphne  changed 
into  a laurel;  the  virgins  pregnant  by  Jupiter, 
and  who  brought  forth  deities ; the  god  who 
quitted  Olympus,  his  thunder,  and  his  bolts,  to 
come  and  inhabit  the  earth  in  the  form  of  a bull, 
that  he  might  elope  with  Europa ; the  refurrec- 
tion  of  Orpheus  triumphant  over  hell ; and,  in 
fine,  an  infinite  number  of  abfurdities  and 
puerile  narratives,  which,  at  the  beft,  were  only 
capable  of  amufing  children. 

Men,  however,  who  delight  in  the  marvellous, 
have  at  all  times  addicted  themfelves  to  fuch 
chimeras,  and  have  venerated  thofe  by  whom 
nonfenfe  was  defended.  Might  we  not  well  dis- 
pute the  reafon  of  man,  after  having  proved 
how  little  reafonable  men  are  ? 

I am  charmed  with  your  philofophy.  There 
can  be  no  doubt,  fir,  but  that  every  thing  ought 
to  conduce  to  the  happinefs  of  mankind.  And 
in  effect,  where  is  the  ufe  of  enquiring  into  the 
length  of  the  life  of  a flea ; or  whether  the 
rays  of  the  fun  penetrate  the  waters  of  the 
ocean  deeply  ; or  to  difpute  concerning  the  ex- 
vol.  vi.  M iftence 
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iftence  of  the  foul  of  an  oyfter  ? Cheerfulnefs 
renders  us  gods,  aufterity  demons.  Such  au- 
fterity is  a kind  of  avarice,  which  deprives  men 
of  that  happinefs  which  they  might  other  wife 
enjoy. 

Poor  Tantalus  may  fwim*  but  muft  not  drink ! 

Nature,  no  doubt,  repenting  of  having  made 
a being  too  happy  in  this  world,  has  fubjecfed 
you  to  fo  many  misfortunes.  I am  greatly 
alarmed  and  difturbed  by  your  fever.  I fear  to 
lofe  Solum  hominem , my  mailer,  who  guides  and 
inftru&s  me.  Yes,  with  reafon,  I fear  to  lofe  a 
man  who  iingly  is  of  more  worth  than  his  whole 
nation. 

Nature,  by  continued  labours,  becomes  a 
better  artift.  She  has  formed  your  brain  from 
the  model  of  all  the  great  originals  which  ihe 
had  produced  in  all  ages.  It  is  to  be  feared  (lie 
will  remain  fatisfied  with  this  her  mailer-piece. 
Be  certain,  fir,  your  life  is  as  precious  to  me  as 
my  own. 

Ob  fkould  that  cruel  moment  e’er  be  feen 

That  cuts  thee  from  my  fight  for  ever  ; Gods  l 

For  ever  ! No,  I could  not  long  furvive  : 

An  hour  fo  dreadful  fhould  be  diftant  far. 

Earth  xvants.thy  aid,  and  Emily  thy  love  ; 

May’ll  thou  be  fpar’d,  and  may  my  death  fufficc. 

I am. 
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I am,  with  the  fincereft  friendfhip,  and  all 
that  efteem  which  fupreme  merit  and  virtue 
extort  even  from  the  envious,  and  receive  as 
willing  homage  from  the  worthy, 

S 1 R, 

Your  very  faithful  and  affedionate  friend. 


LETTER  XXX. 

From  M.  de  Voltaire , 

SIR,  October,  1737. 

I T is  really  afRiding  that  Cirey  is  fo  far 
diflant  from  the  throne  of  Remufberg.  Your 
benefits  and  your  commands  are  tedious  in  their 
travels.  On  the  ioth  of  Odober,  I received  a 
letter  dated  the  1 6th  of  Auguft,  full  of  poetry, 
excellent  morals,  good  metaphyfics,  fuperior 
fentiments,  and  a philanthropy  which  enchants 
me. 

Wherefore,  fir,  are  you  a prince  ? Why  can 
you  not,  at  lead  for  a year  or  two,  defcend  to 
the  ordinary  rank  of  men?  We  fhould  then 
have  the  happinefs  to  fee  you,  which,  fince  you 
have  deigned  to  write  to  me,  is  the  only  good 
on  earth  I want.  You  are  like  the  God  of 
M 2 Abraham, 
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Abraham,  of  Ifaac,  and  of  Jacob ; you  com- 
mune with  the  faithful  by  the  miniftry  of  angels. 
Y ou  fent  us  the  angel  Cefario,  but  he  is  too  foon 
returned  toward  his  native  heaven.  We  have 
beheld  you  in  your  ambaflador,  but  to  fee  you 
face  to  face  is  a happinefs  we  are  denied.  This 
is  for  none  but  the  eled  of  Remufberg. 

Our  little  paradife  at  Cirey  prefents  its  very 
humble  refpeds  to  your  empyrean,  and  the  god- 
defs  Emilia  bows  before  Gott-Frederic . Well, 
after  a thoufand  delays  I have  received  this  ex- 
cellent letter,  the  ode,  and  the  third  part  of  the 
metaphyfics  of  Wolf.  Here  once  again  are 
benefits  which  other  kings,  ihofe  poor  mortals 
who  are  nothing  more  than  kings,  are  incapable 
of  beftowing. 

I muft  remark,  concerning  thefe  metaphyfics, 
that  they  are  a little  too  prolix,  too  full  of  common- 
place obfervations,  but  in  other  refpeds  admir- 
able, well  conneded,  and  often  very  profound. 
I cannot  however  but  fay,  fir,  I am  wholly  in 
the  dark  refpeding  this  fimple  being  of  Wolf. 
I perceive  myfelf  whirled  into  a country  in 
which  I cannot  breathe,  on  ground  where  I have 
not  the  power  of  moving,  and  among,  people 
whofe  language  I do  not  underhand.  Could  I 
hatter  myfelf  that  I did  underhand  this  language, 
1,  perhaps,  fliould  be  bold  enough  to  contend 

2 with 
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with  M.  Wolf;  though,  be  it  underflood,  with 
great  refpedt.  For  example,  I fhould  at  once 
deny  his  definition  of  extent,  which  according 
to  this  philofopher  is  the  continuity  of  beings. 
Pure  fpace  is  extent,  and  has  no  need  of  other 
beings.  If  M.  Wolf  denies  pure  fpace,  we  are 
in  this  cafe  of  different  religions ; he  muff 
continue  to  be  of  his  own,  and  I of  mine.  I am 
tolerant,  and  hold  it  to  be  exceedingly  right 
that  each  perfon  fhould  think  as  he  pleafes, 
though  he  fhould  think  contrary  to  me ; for 
whether  there  be  a plenum  or  a vacuum  is  of 
little  importance,  and  I certainly  have  a pleni- 
tude of  efteem  for  M.  Wolf. 

I never  can  fufficiently  pay  the  thanks  I owe 
your  royal  highnefs ; you  again  have  deigned  to 
promife  me  an  account  of  what  the  Czar  has 
done  for  the  good  of  mankind.  In  this  you  are 
highly  interefled,  for  it  is  an  example  which  you 
ought  to  furpafs,  and  a theme  on  which  I ought 
to  write.  You  are  born  to  command  men  more 
worthy  of  you  than  the  fubjedls  of  the  Czar.  You 
poffefs  every  thing  which  this  great  man  wanted; 
particularly  you  poffefs  humanity,  with  which  he 
had  the  misfortune  not  to  be  acquainted. 

Adorable  prince,  the  date  of  my  health  is 
continually  languid;  but  if  I wifh  to  live  it  is 
that  I may  be  a witnefs  of  what  you  (hall  a<5L 
M3  I earneftly 
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I earneftly  defire  to  find  Lucretius  in  an  error, 
and  my  foul  immortal,  that  I may  hear  your 
praifes,  either  above,  below,  or  I know  not 
where,  and  fhould  I then  have  ears  they  will 
certainly  hear  that  you  have  realized  the  motto 
of  our  little  exhibition  of  fireworks  at  Cirey, 
Spes  hum  am  generis . 

To  crown  your  benefactions,  fir,  you  have 
fent  me  a new  ode,  written  by  yourfelf.  Thus 
Czefar,  while  young,  employed  his  leifure.  He, 
Auguftus,  and  moil  of  the  good  emperors,  were 
poets  ; I might  even  cite  bad  princes,  but  I do 
not  wifh  to  difhonour  poetry. 

You  have  aCted  very  rightly,  great  prince, 
to  exercife  your  genius  in  an  art  which  extends 
to  all  things ; and,  fince  you  have  done  the 
French  language  the  honour  of  ftudying  it  fo 
well,  you  will  find  no  mode  more  excellent 
of  teaching  you  to  fpeak  it  with  energy,  than 
that  of  putting  your  thoughts  into  verfe ; for 
the  very  effence  of  poetry  is  to  fay  more,  and 
fay  it  better,  than  in  profe.  I have  a fecond 
time  taken  the  liberty  very  fcrupuloufly  to  ex- 
amine your  work  ; I dare  venture  to  tell  you 
my  opinion  on  the  leaft  things,  and,  however 
perfeCt  a knowledge  you  may  have  obtained  of 
the  French  language,  there  are  certain  turns 
y/hich  no  genius  can  divine,  as  v/ell  as  certain 

modes 
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modes  of  fpeaking,  which  cuftom  has  eflablifhed 
among  ns.  It  is  fometimes  impoffible  to  diftin- 
guifh  the  word  which  belongs  to  profe  from  that 
which  poetry  may  admit ; and  that  which  will 
be  fufferable  in  one  kind,  from  that  which  is 
infufferable  in  the  other.  Thefe  are  errors  I 
daily  commit,  when  I write  in  Latin.  True  it 
is  your  royal  highnefs  is  infinitely  better  ac- 
quainted with  the  French  than  I am  with  the 
Latin  language ; yet  there  is  continually  fome 
fmall  apoftrophe,  fome  accent,  omitted ; and 
with  your  good  leave  I will  make  fuch  trifling 
corre&ions. 

To  my  remarks  on  your  ode,  I here  add  fome 
ftanzas,  in  which,  rigoroufly  purfuing  your  ideas, 
I have  clothed  them  in  other  language;  and 
I have  only  been  guilty  of  this  temerity,  that 
you  may  yourfelf  deign  to  re-write  my  verfes, 
fhould  you  condefcend  to  apply  your  leifure 
moments  to  render  your  ode  perfedl. 

I know  you  have  the  noble  ambition  of  en- 
deavouring to  excel  in  whatever  you  undertake. 
You  have  been  fo  fuccefsful  in  mufic  that  there 
would  be  fome  difficulty,  at  prefent,  for  you  to 
find  a mufician  who  fhould  furpafs  you.  We 
have  juft  been  playing  fome  of  your  mufic  ; your 
portrait  hangs  over  the  harpfi chord.  Thus,  great 
prince,  are  you  formed  to  enchant  all  the  fenfes. 

M 4 Oh ! 
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Oh  ! How  happy  muft  thofe  be  who  approach 
your  perfon,  and  how  much  reafon  has#M.  von 
Kayferling  to  love  you  ! On  his  arrival,  we  all 
of  us  judged  of  the  ambafTador  by  the  prince, 
and  of  the  prince  by  the  ambaflador.  Other 
princes  have  fubjedts  only ; you,  hr,  have  only 
friends  and  in  this  you  peculiarly  excel. 

Happinefs  I find  is  feldom  pure  and  unmixed. 
Your  royal  highnefs  fends  me  the  letters  of  a 
great  man,  and  the  works  of  a fage ; and  you 
know  that  the  road  is  long,  which  thefe  treafures 
muft  travel.  M.  du  Breuil  remits  the  packets 
to  a friend,  who  has  correfpondents,  and  this 
occafions  many  delays.  You  have  rendered  me 
avaricious  and  impatient ; and  I,  like  other 
courtiers,  am  infatiable  for  new  favours.  Will 
yon,  hr,  make  trial  of  M.  Thiriot,  who  will  re- 
mit the  packets  to  me  from  Paris  to  Cirey  by  a 
certain  conveyance  ? Accept,  hr,  with  your 
ufual  goodnefs,  every  fincere  proteftation  of  the 
profound  refpedl,  the  tender,  the  inviolable  at- 
tachment, die  efteem,  the  paflion,  in  hue  all  the 
fentiments  with  which  I am,  &c, 
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LETTER  XXXI. 

From  Mt  de  Voltaire . 

SIR,  October  24th,  1737  • 

Admiration,  refped:,  gratitude, 

and,  fuffer  me  once  more  to  repeat,  the  tender 
attachment  I feel  for  your  royal  highnefs,  have 
dictated  all  my  letters,  and  occupied  my  heart. 
At  prefent  the  mod  poignant  grief  is  mingled 
with  thefe  fentiments.  I here  fend  vou  an  ex- 

j 

trad:  of  a letter  which  I have  juft  received  from 
a man  as  much  attached  as  I am  to  your  royal 
highnefs.  This  extrad:  will  fpeak  more  power- 
fully than  any  language  of  mine  *. 

As  I have  no  knowledge  of  the  thing  in  quef- 
tion,  except  from  the  letter  of  M.  Thiriot,  I 
can  only  demonftrate  to  your  royal  highnefs  the 
greatnefs  of  our  prefent  affliction.  You  can  in- 
fpeCt  the  fubjed:  more  clofely,  and  you  alone  can 

* As  the  mifunderftanding  between  the  prince  royal  and 
the  king  had  become  public,  it  was  very  natural  that  the  ene- 
mies of  M.  de  Voltaire  fhould  accufe  him,  being  the  friend  of 
the  prince,  of  writing  whatever  appeared  againft  the  king, 
efpecially  fince  the  calumny  would  be  as  injurious  to  the  prince 
as  it  was  to  Voltaire. 
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tell  how  it  is  bed  to  a£t.  I could  wifli  that  the 
author  of.  fuch  a libel  fhould  fuffer  exemplary 
punifhment.  Probably,  however,  the  culprit 
has  been  prote&ed  by  the  contempt  which  is  at- 
tendant on  an  a6t  fo  infamous;  for  his  meannefs 
and  obfcurity  may  doubtlefs  have  been  his  pro- 
tector. Perhaps  the  king,  your  father,  has  not 
feen  this  wretched  performance.  The  abufe  of 
the  vulgar  feldom  reaches  the  ears  of  kings ; 
and,  if  it  fhould  be  heard,  it  is  but  the  buzzing 
of  infe&s,  which  is  ufually  difregarded,  becaufe 
it  neither  can  injure  nor  offend.  An  obfcure 
fellow  may  write  a punifhable  fatire,  but  cannot 
offend  a fovereign.  When  any  wretch  is  mad 
enough  to  libel  a king,  it  is  not  the  king  whom 
lie  injures,  but  the  name  of  the  perfon  under 
which  he  conceals  himfelf  to  give  his  libel 
popularity.  The  clemency  of  your  father 
might  pardon  the  latire,  but  his  juftice  would 
not  fuffer  the  calumniator  to  remain  in  peace 
were  he  known. 

I own,  fir,  for  my  own  part,  that  I am  as  fen- 
fibly  aflicfled  as  if  I had  been  accufed  of  hav- 
ing perfonally  offended  your  royal  highnefs.  Is 
not  any  want  of  refpedt  to  the  king  equal,  in 
effect,  to  an  attack  upon  you  perfonally  ? Per- 
haps the  writing  I mention  is  unknown  ; per- 
haps it  has  been  known,  and  has  already  been 
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condemned  to  the  fate  of  all  ill-written  libels, 
that  of  being  foon  forgotten ; but  I thought  it 
was  my  duty  to  fend  you  this  information. 

Permit  me  to  add,  fir,  that,  in  the  moments 
of  relaxation  which  my  ill  health  affords,  it  is 
my  endeavour  to  render  myfelf  lefs  unworthy  of 
your  goodnefs,  by  continuing  to  ftudy  thofc 
arts  you  protect,  and  which  you  yourfelf  conde- 
fcend  to  embellilh.  I regard  the  life  which 
your  royal  highnefs  leads  as  the  model  of  prb 
vate  life  ; but  fhould  you  ever  afcend  the  throne, 
kings  then  ought  to  do#what  we  do  at  prefent 
(we,  infignificant  as  we  are)  they  ought  to  make 
you  their  example. 

The  marchionefs  du  Chatelet  is  as  fenfible  of 
the  honour  of  being  remembered  by  you  as  fhe 
is  worthy  of  that  honour.  Her  mind  is  the 
counterpart  of  yours.  We  are  formed  to  be 
your  fubjedts.  I am  perfuaded  that,  were  you 
carefully  to  examine  your  titles,  you  would  find 
the  marquifate  of  Cirey  was  anciently  depen- 
dent on  Brandenburg.  This  is  more  certain 
than  the  foundation  of  Remufberg  by  Remus. 

We  remain  in  doubt  whether  the  packet  of 
October  addrelfed  to  your  royal  highnefs,  and 
the  other  for  your  amiable  ambaffador,  are  fafe- 
ly  arrived. 
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I am,  with  the  moft  profound  refped,  and  with 
the  moft  inviolable,  moft  tender,  aftedion,  &c. 


LETTER  XXXII. 
prom  M.  de  Voltaire. 

SIR,  Cirey,  October,  1737. 

I RECEIVED  the  I aft  letter  which  your 
royal  highnefs  did  me  the  honour  to  write,  dat- 
ed September  27th.  I am  very  anxious  to  know 
whether  the  packet  I fent,  as  well  as  that  which 
was  addrefled  to  M.  von  Kayferling,  are  fafely 
come  to  hand;  they  were' dated  about  the  be- 
ginning of  the  month  of  Auguft. 

You  command  me,  fir,  to  give  you  fome  ac- 
count of  my  metaphyfical  doubts,  and  I take 
the  liberty  to  fend  you  an  ex  trad  of  a chapter 
on  freedom.  Here  your  royal  highnefs  will,  at 
leaft,  find  candour,  though  you  fhould  at  the 
fame  time  difcover  ignorance.  Would  to  God 
that  all  the  ignorant  were  equally  fincere  ! 

Perhaps  the  love  of  humanity,  by  which  all 
my  thoughts  are  aduated,  has  led  me  aftray  in 
this  work : perhaps  my  opinion  that  there  would 
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neither  be  virtue  nor  vice,  puniflhment  nor  re- 
ward, and  that  fociety,  efpecially  among  philo- 
fophers,  would  be  an  intercourfe  of  malice  and 
hypocrify,  did  not  man  polfefs  full  and  abfolute 
freedom  ; perhaps,  I fay,  this  opinion  has  car- 
ried me  too  far.  But,  fhould  you  difcover  errors 
in  my  thoughts,  condefcend  to  pardon  them, 
for  the  love  of  the  principle  in  which  they  ori- 
ginated. 

I always  endeavour  to  make  my  metaphyfics 
conform  to  morality.  I have  fincerely,  and 
with  all  the  attention  of  which  I am  capable, 
examined  whether  I could  obtain  any  ideas  of 
the  human  foul,  and  have  found  that  the  fruit 
of  all  my  refearches  is  ignorance.  I difcover 
that  it  is  nearly  the  fame  with  this  thinking, 
free,  and  adtive' principle  as  with  God  himfelf. 
My  reafon  tells  me  God  exifts,  but  this  fame 
reafon  informs  me  I cannot  know  what  God  is. 
In  effedV,  how  fhould  we  underftand  what  the 
foul  is,  when,  if  we  happen  to  be  born  blind, 
we  cannot  form  any  idea  of  light.  I therefore 
perceive  with  grief  that  every  thing  which  has 
been  written  concerning  the  foul  is  unable  to 
teach  us  the  lead  truth. 

My  principal  end,  after  having  groped  round 
this  foul  to  divine  its  fpecies,  has  been  an  endea- 
vour to  regulate  it,  for  it  is  the  fpring  of  our 
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watch.  All  the  fine  ideas  of  Defcartes  concern- 
ing elafticity  teach  me  nothing  of  the  nature  of 
this  fpring.  I ftill  remain  ignorant  of  the  caufe 
of  its  elafticity  ; however,  I wind  up  the  watch, 
and  it  keeps  going,  well  or  ill. 

I examine  man.  Be  the  materials  of  his 
compofition  what  they  may,  it  is  neceftary  to  be 
convinced  whether  he  partake  of  vice  or  of  vir- 
tue. This  is  the  moft  important  point  with  re- 
lpedt  to  man.  I do  not  mean  with  refpe<ft  to 
any  particular  fociety,  living  under  fuch  and 
fuch  particular  laws,  but  with  refped  to  the 
whole  human  race  ; as  it  relates  to  you,  fir,  who 
are  to  be  a king  ; as  it  relates  to  the  woodman  in 
your  forefts,  the  Chinefe  doctor,  or  the  Ameri- 
can favage.  Locke,  the  moft  fage  of  the  me* 
taphyficians  with  whom  I am  acquainted,  feems, 
while  rationally  denying  innate  ideas,  to  think 
there  is  no  univerfal  moral  principle  ; and  here 
I will  dare  to  combat  or  rather  to  interpret  the 
fuppofition  of  this  great  man.  I allow,  with 
him,  there  are,  in  reality,  no  innate  ideas ; and 
it  evidently  follows  that  there  is  no  innate  mo- 
ral propofition  in  our  fouls.;  but  does  it  follow, 
becaufe  we  are  born  without  a beard,  that,  inha- 
bitants as  we  are  of  the  old  continent,  our  beards 
will  not  grow  at  a certain  age?  We  are  not  bom 
able  to  walk,  but  all  who  are  born  with  two  legs 

will 
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will  walk  fome  day  or  other.  In  the  fame  man- 
ner no  perfon  is  born  with  an  idea  that  it  is  ne- 
ceffary  to  be  juft,  but  God  has  fo  conftru&ed 
the  organs  of  man  that  we  all,  at  a certain  age, 
are  agreed  in  this  truth. 

It  appears  evident  to  me  that  God  meant  we 
Ihould  live  in  fociety  ; like  as  he  has  given  bees 
inftinct,  and  the  proper  inftruments  to  make 
honey.  Our  fociety  would  not  be  able  to  fub- 
fift  without  the  ideas  of  juft  and  unjuft;  he 
therefore  has  given  us  the  power  to  acquire 
thefe  ideas.  True  it  is  that  our  different  cuf- 
toms  will  never  permit  us  all  to  annex  the  fame 
ideas  to  the  term  juft.  What  is  a crime  in  Eu- 
rope would  be  virtue  in  Alia ; fo  fome  German 
difhes  do  not  pleafe  the  gluttons  of  France;  but 
God  has  formed  both  French  and  Germans  in 
fuch  a manner  that  they  both  love  good  cheer. 
Thus  all  focieties  have  not  the  fame  laws,  but 
no  fociety  lives  without  laws.  Hence  we  find 
the  good  of  fociety  is  uniform  among  men, 
from  Pekin  to  Iceland,  as  the  immutable  rule 
of  virtue.  Whatever  is  ufeful  to  fociety  will 
every  where  be  good.  This  fingle  idea  at  once 
conciliates  all  the  contradictions  which  feern  to 
exift  in  the  morality  of  mankind.  Theft  was 
permitted  at  Lacedemon;  but  why  ? Becaufe 
all  things  were  there  in  common,  and  to  fteal 
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from  a mifer  who  hoarded  only  for  himfelf  that 
which  the  law  gave  to  the  public  was  to  ferve 
fociety. 

It  will  be  faid  there  are  favages  who  are  can- 
nibals, and  who  yet  think  they  ad  properly.  I 
anfwer  that  thefe  favages  have  the  fame  opinion 
as  we  have  of  juft  and  unjuft.  They,  like  us, 
make  war  in  fury,  and  from  paffion.  The  fame 
crimes  are  every  where  committed ; to  eat  the 
enemy  is  but  an  additional  ceremony.  The  evil 
is  not  to  put  them  on  the  fpit,  but  to  kill  them; 
and  I will  venture  to  affirm  there  is  no  favage 
who  thinks  he  does  well  to  murder  his  friend. 
I faw  four  favages  brought  from  Louifiana  into 
France  in  1723,  and  among  them  was  a woman 
of  a very  mild  temper.  I afked  her,  by  the  aid 
of  an  interpreter,  if  ftie  had  not  fometimes  eaten 
the  flelh  of  her  enemies,  and  if  (he  had  not  taken 
pleafure  in  the  tafte.  She  anfwered  in  the  af- 
firmative. I then  demanded  whether  fhe  would 
willingly  have  killed  or  caufed  to  be  killed  one 
of  her  own  countrymen,  that  fhe  might  eat 
him.  She  fhuddered  while  fhe  anfwered,  and 
the  horror  fhe  conceived  againft  fuch  a crime 
was  vifible. 

I defy  the  moft  determined  liar  among  tra- 
vellers to  dare  to  affirm  that  there  is  any  tribe, 
or  family,  among  whom  it  is  permitted  to  break 
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a proinlfe.  I have  good  reafon  to  believe  that 
God  has  created  certain  animals  to  graze  in 
common ; others  to  be  feen  generally  in  pairs* 
and  not  in  greater  numbers ; fpiders  to  weave 
their  webs  ; and  that  he  has  given  to  each  fpe- 
cies  the  neceffary  inftruments  for  the  works  they 
are  to  perform.  Man  has  received  all  that  is 
requifite  to  live  in  fociety ; like  as  he  has  re- 
ceived a ftomach  to  digeft,  eyes  to  fee,  and  a 
foul  to  judge. 

Place  two  men  upon  earth,  and  whatever  is 
good  for  them  both  they  will  call  good,  vir- 
tuous, and  juft.  Place  four,  and  nothing  will 
be  virtuous  which  is  not  agreeable  to  all  the 
four.  Should  any  one  of  the  four  eat  the  fup- 
per  of  his  companion,  or  beat,  or  kill  him,  the 
others  would  furely  rife  againft  the  a£t.  What 
I have  faid  of  thefe  four  men  may  be  faid  of  all. 
Such,  fir,  is  nearly  the  plan  on  which  I have 
written  my  moral  metaphyfics  ; but  when  virtue 
is  the  queftion  is  it  for  me  to  fpeak  in  your  pre- 
fence ? 

What  are  your  feeble  claims  from  earth. 

Or  what  the  throne,  your  due  by  birth  ? 

From  worth  and  virtue  you  derive 
What  crowns  and  fceptres  fhall  furvive  5 
Fromheav’n  you  drew  that  heritage 
Which  makes  the  man  and  forms  the  fage. 

N My 
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My  offerings  to  your  fhrine  I fhould  not  bring, 

Were  you  not  fomething  greater  than  a king. 

Be  you  the  judge,  great  prince,  of  my  opi- 
nions, for  your  mind  is  the  tribunal  to  which  my 
opinions  appeal.  Your  royal  highnefs  infpires 
me  with  a defire  for  life,  that  my  eyes  may  one 
day  behold  the  Solomon  of  the  North ! But  I 
fear  I fhall  not  be  fo  happy  as  the  good  old  Si- 
meon. We  never  pafs  your  portrait  without 
repeating  our  hymn  w’hich  begins, 

Hope  we  for  happinefs  on  earth  ! 

I wait  for  your  decifion  on  the  hiftory  of 
Louis  XIV.  and  on  the  elements  of  the  Newto- 
nian philofophy.  Should  the  tribute  I have 
paid  be  accepted  with  kindnefs,  I hope  my  re- 
compenfe  will  be  to  receive  inftru&ion. 

I intreat  your  royal  highnefs  to  deign  to  fend 
me,  by  fome  fafe  conveyance  (which  I believe 
that  of  M.  Thiriot  to  be)  the  memoirs  you  have 
had  the  goodnefs  to  promife  me  concerning  the 
Czar.  Not  that  I renounce  poetry  ; it  delights 
me  more  than  ever,  fr;  fince  you  have  become 
a poet.  I hope  foon  to  fend  you  fomething 
which  may  be  reprefented  on  the  theatre  of 
Remufberg.  I am  highly  angry  that  any  one 
fhould  have  prefented  your  royal  highnefs  with 
the  wretched  manufcript  of  The  Prodigal  Son> 

which 
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which  is  in  your  poffeffion,  and  which  refembles 
my  piece  as  much  as  a monkey  refembles  a 
man.  I know  no  better  alternative  than  that 
of  printing  it  in  myjuftidcation. 

I have  no  terms  fufficient  to  thank  your  royal 
highnefs  for  all  your  bounties.  With  what  ge- 
nerofity,  I had  almoft  faid  tendernefs,  have  you 
deigned  to  intered  yourfelf  concerning  me  1 
You  write  to  me  as  Horace  fpoke  to  Maecenas, 
and  you  are  both  Maecenas  and  Horace.  The 
marchionefs  du  Chatelet,  who  participates  my 
admiration*  and  whom  you  have  permitted  to 
join  me  in  refped,  profits  by  this,  permiffion.  I 
am,  with  the  mod  profound  regard*  and  the 
mod  tender  gratitude*  &cc< 


On  th-e  Freedom  of  the  Will. 

THE  queftion  of  freedom  is  the  mod  inte- 
refting  of  any  we  can  examine,  fince  we  may 
affirm  that  on  this  quedion  all  morality  de- 
pends. A thing  fo  intereding  well  deferves 
that  I fhould  depart  a little  from  my  fubjed,  to 
enter  into  the  prefent  difcuffioia,  and  to  place 
before  the  reader  the  principal  objedions  which 
N z have 
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have  been  made  againil  freedom,  that  he  may 
himfelf  be  able  to  judge  of  their  value. 

I know  that  freedom  has  very  illuflrious  foes ; 
I know  that  reafons  have  been  alleged  againfl  it 
which,  at  a firft  view,  may  feduce;  and  it  is 
thefe  reafons  that  have  aduated  me  to  flatc 
and  to  refute  them. 

This  fubjed  has  been  rendered  fo  confufed 
that  it  is  abfolutely  neceflary  to  begin  by  defin- 
ing what  is  underflood  by  freedom,  when  wc 
wifh  to  fpeak  of  it  fo  as  to  be  underflood  our- 
felves. 

I call  freedom  the  power  of  thinking  on  a 
thing  or  not  thinking,  of  moving  or  of  not 
moving,  conformable  to  the  choice  which  the 
mind  fhall  make.  All  the  objedions  of  thofc 
who  deny  freedom  may  be  reduced  to  four  prin- 
cipal ones,  which  I fhall  examine  each  after  the 
other.  The  tendency  of  the  firft  objedion  is  to 
render  the  teflimony  of  our  confcience,  and  the 
interior  feeling  we  have  of  freedom,  doubt- 
ful. They  pretend  that  we  only  imagine  we 
have  the  intimate  feeling  of  freedom,  for  want 
of  paying  attention  to  what  paffes  within  our- 
felves ; and  that,  when  we  affiduoufly  refled 
on  the  caufes  of  our  adions,  we,  on  the  contra- 
ry, find  they  are  all  determined  by  neceflity. 

That,  further,  we  cannot  doubt  but  that  there 
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are  motions  in  our  bodies  which  do  not  depend 
on  the  will ; fuch  as  the  circulation  of  the  blood, 
the  palpitation  of  the  heart,  Sec.  Anger,  alfo,  or 
any  other  violent  paflion,  often  carries  us  out  of 
ourfelves,  and  caufes  us  to  commit  a&ions  which 
our  reafon  difapproves.  So  many  vifible  chains, 
with  which  we  are  (hackled,  prove,  according 
to  them,  that  our  bondage  in  every  other  refpeft 
is  (imilar. 

Man,  fay  they,  is  forpetimes  carried  away  by 
impulfes,  the  agitation  and  violence  of  which  he 
feels : at  others,  he  is  conducted  by  a gentle 
motion  which  he  does  not  perceive,  but  by 
which  he  is  in  like  manner  overcome.  He  is  a 
Have  who  does  not  continually  feel  the  weight 
of  his  galling  chains,  but  who  is  not  therefore 
the  lefs  a Have. 

This  reafoning  refembles  the  following.  Men 
are  fometimes  ill,  they  are  therefore  never  well. 
Is  it  not,  on  the  contrary,  a proof  that  he  who 
feels  his  iilnefs,  and  his  flavery,  has  once  been 
healthy  and  free  ? 

In  a (late  of  drunkennefs,  when  hurried  away 
by  any  violent  padion,  or  when  there  is  any 
fubverfion  of  our  faculties,  See.  our  freedom  is 
no  longer  obeyed  by  our  fenfes,  and  we  then 
are  no  longer  free  to  ufe  our  freedom ; like  as 
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we  are  unable  to  move  an  arm  which  has  been 
ftruck  dead  by  the  palfy. 

Freedom  in  man  is  the  health  of  the  foul. 
Few  people  enjvy  that  health  in  an  entire  and 
unalterable  date.  Our  freedom  is  feeble  and 
bounded,  like  our  other  faculties;  but  we 
drengthen  it  by  accudoming  ourfelves  to  medi- 
tation, and  by  conquering  our  paffions ; and 
this  exercife  of  the  foul  renders  it  fomething 
more  vigorous.  Yet,  whatever  efforts  we  may 
make,  we  never  canfubje<d  all  our  defiresto  our 
reafon,  and  there  ever  will  be  in  our  foul,  as  in 
our  body,  fome  involuntary  motions;  for  we  are 
neither  fage,  nor  free,  nor  healthy,  but  in  a - 
very  fmall  degree. 

I know  men  may  fo  twid  and  abufe  reafon  as 
to  combat  the  freedom  of  animals,  and  to  con- 
ceive them  machines  which  neither  poflefs  fen- 
fation,  defire,  nor  will,  though  they  have  the 
appearance  of  them  all.  I know  that  fyftcms, 
or,  in  other  words,  errors,  may  be  forged  to  ex- 
plain their  nature.  But,  when  we  interrogate  > 
ourfelves,  we  fhajl  be  obliged  to  confefs,  if  we 
are  candid,  that  we  have  a will ; that  we  have 
the  power  to  a <d,  to  move  our  bodies,  to  apply 
our  minds  to  certain  thoughts,  and  to  fufpend 
our  wifhes,  &c. 

The  enemies  of  freedom,  therefore,  mud  al- 
low 
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low  that  our  interior  fenfations  allure  us  we 
are  free ; and  I will  venture  to  affirm  there  is  no 
perfon  who  really  doubts  of  his  own  freedom, 
and  whofe  confcience  does  not  rife  againfl  the 
artificial  fcntiment  by  which  he  would  perfuade 
himlelf  that  all  his  adtions  are  fubjedt  to  neceffi- 
ty.  Men,  therefore,  are  not  finished  with  de- 
nying this  intimate  convidtion  of  being  free,  but 
they  proceed  flill  further.  Though  it  fhould  be 
granted  you,  fay  they,  that  you  have  an  interior 
convidlion  of  being  free,  flill  it  would  prove 
nothing,  for  our  feelings  deceive  us  refpedting 
our  freedom,  like  as  our  eyes  deceive  us  concern- 
ing the  bulk  of  the  fun,  when  they  teach  us  to 
imagine  that  the  fun’s  difc  is  about  two  feet  wide, 
although  its  diameter  is,  really,  compared  to  the 
earth’s  diameter,  as  a hundred  to  one. 

The  following  anfwer,  I believe,  may  be  gi- 
ven to  this  objedtion.  The  things  here  com- 
pared together  are,  in  themfelves,  very  different, 
I cannot  and  ought  not  to  fee  objedls  but  in  the 
diredl  ratio  of  their  fize,  and  in  the  inverfe  ratio 
of  the  fquare  of  their  diftance.  Such  are  the 
mathematical  laws  of  optics,  and  fuch  is  the  na- 
ture of  our  organs,  that,  if  my  fight  were  able  to 
perceive  the  real  fize  of  the  fun,  I could  not 
then  perceive  any  objedl  on  earth  ; and  fuch  a 
fight,  far  from  being  ufeful,  would  be  prejudi- 
cial to  me.  The  fame  may  be  faid  of  the  fenfe 
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of  hearing,  or  of  fmelling.  I have  not,  and 
cannot  have,  thefe  fenfations  more  or  iefs  ftrang 
(all  other  things  in  a like  proportion)  than  ac- 
cording as  the  fonorous  or  odoriferous  bodies 
are  at  a greater  or  a lefs  diftance.  God,  there- 
fore, has  not  deceived  me  by  obliging  me  to  fee 
that  which  is  far  off  of  a fize  proportionate  to 
its  diftance.  But  were  I to  believe  myfelf  free, 
and  not  to  be  fo,  God  muft  have  created  me 
purpofely  to  deceive  me;  for  our  actions  appear 
to  us  free  preqifely  in  the  fame,  manner  as  they 
would  appear  if  we  really  were  free. 

Nothing  more  remains  to  thofe  who  maintain 
the  negative,  except  the  mere  poffibility  that 
we  are  fo  formed  as  to  be  always,  inevitably 
deceived  refpedting  our  freedom  ; and  this  pof- 
fibility itfelf  is  only  founded  on  an  abfurdity, 
fmce  the  refult  of  this  perpetual  illufion,  in  which 
we  ftiould  be  kept  by  God,  would  be  that  the 
Supreme  Being  adts  in  a manner  highly  unworthy 
of  his  infinite  wifdom. 

Let  it  not  be  faid  that  it  is  unworthy  of  a 
philofopher  to  have  recourfe  here  to  God,  for 
the  being  of  God  having  once  been  proved,  as 
it  inconteftably  is,  he  certainly  is  the  author 
of  my  freedom  if  I am  free,  as  he  is  the  author 
of  my  error  if,  having  made  me  a being  purely 
paffive,  he  has  given  me  the  irrefiftible  con- 
viction 
) , 
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vision  of  a freedom  which  he  has  not  in  reality 
bellowed. 

This  interior  conviction,  which  we  have  of 
our  freedom,  is  fo  ftrong  that  nothing  lefs  is 
neceffary,  to  make  us  doubt  of  it,  than  a de- 
monflration  which  lhould  prove  that  for  us  to  be 
free  would  imply  contradiction.  Of  fuch  de- 
monstrations there  certainly  are  none. 

Let  us  add  to  all  thefe  reafons,  which  over- 
throw the  objections  of  the  neceffarians,  that 
they  are  obliged  each  moment  to  contradict  their 
own  opinion  by  their  aCtions ; for  we  fhould  in 
vain  allege  the  mod  fpecious  reafoning  againfl 
our  freedom,  while  we  lhould  continue  to  aCt  as 
if  we  were  free,  agreeable  to  that  interior  con- 
viction of  our  freedom  which  is  fo  deeply  en- 
graven in  the  heart,  and  which  has,  in  defpite  of 
our  prejudices,  fo  much  influence  over  our 
adtions. 

Driven  into  this  intrenchment,  thofe  who  deny 
freedom  would  proceed  to  fay — All  which  this 
internal  conviction,  on  which  you  fo  loudly  infill, 
informs  us  of  is  that  the  motions  of  our  bodies, 
and  the  thoughts  of  our  minds,  are  obedient  to 
our  will ; but  this  will  itfelf  is  ever  neceffarily 
determined  by  that  which  our  underftanding 
judges  to  be  the  belt ; like  as  the  beam  of  the 
fcale  is  always  turned  by  die  greater  weight. 

z The 
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The  links  of  our  chain  are  connected  with  each 
other  after  this  manner. 

Ideas,  as  well  of  fenfation  as  of  reflection, 
prefent  themfelves  to  the  mind  with  or  without 
Its  confent,  for  we  do  not  form  our  own  ideas. 
Thus,  when  two  ideas  prefent  themfelves  to  the 
underfunding,  as  for  example  the  idea  of  going 
to  bed,  or  the  idea  of  going  to  walk,  we  abfo- 
lutely  mufl  make  choice  of  one  of  the  two,  or 
rejeCl  them  both.  We  therefore  are  not  free, 
with  refpeCt  to  the  act  itfelf  of  willing. 

It  is  further  certain  that,  if  we  choofe,  we 
fhall  indubitably  decide  for  fleeping,  or  walking, 
according  as  the  underftanding  fhall  judge  the 
one  or  the  other  to  be  mod  ufeful  and  convenient. 
Now  the  underftanding  can  only  judge  that  to 
be  good  and  convenient  which  appears  fo  to  be; 
there  always  are  differences  in  the  things,  and 
thefe  differences  neceffarily  determine  the  judg- 
ment; for  it  would  be  impoffible  to  choofe 
between  two  indifcernible  things,  if  fuch  could 
be  found*.  All  our  aCtions,  therefore,  are 
neceffary,  fince,  according  to  this  confeffion,  we 
continually  aCt  conformable  to  the  will ; and 
fince  it  is  proved — I.  That  our  will  is  neceffarily 

* I fufpeft  the  author  meant  two  things  exaftly  fimilar, 
without  difference,  rather  than  hdifcernible.  T. 

determined 
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determined  by  the  decifion  of  the  underftanding; 
JI.  That  this  decifion  depends  on  the  nature  of 
our  ideas ; and.  III.  That  our  ideas  do  not 
depend  upon  ourfelves. 

As  this  argument,  in  which  the  enemies  of 
freedom  place  their  principal  force,  has  feveral 
% branches,  fo  likewife  it  has  feveral  anfwers. 

I.  When  it  is  faid  that  we  are  not  free  with 
refpedt  to  the  adt  of  willing,  that  proves  nothing 
againft  our  freedom;  for  freedom  confifts  in 
adting  or  in  not  acting,  and  not  in  willing  or 
not  willing. 

II.  It  is  affirmed  our  underftanding  cannot 
avoid  judging  that  to  be  goo$  which  appears  fo 
to  be,  and  that  the  underftanding  determines  the 
will,  &c.  This  reafoning  is  founded  only  upon 
making,  unpercejv.ed  by  ourfelves,  diftindt 
beings  of  the  will  and  the  underftanding,  which 
are  fuppofed  to  adt  on  each  other,  and  afterward 
to  determine  our  adlions ; but  this  is  a miftake 
which  need  only  to  be  perceived  in  order  to  be 
redtified ; for  we  eafily  feel  that  to  will,  to 
judge,  &c.  are  nothing  more  than  different 
•functions  of  our  underftanding.  Again,  to  have 
perceptions,  and  to  judge  that  a thing  is  true  and 
reafonable,  when  we  perceive  that  it  effedtuafty 
is  fo,  is  not  an  adtion  but  a fimple  paffion  : it  is 
in  effedt  to  feel  what  we  feel,  and  to  fee  what  we 

fee; 
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fee;  there  is  no  connexion  between  the  approba- 
tion and  the  ad,  between  that  which  is  paflivc 
and  that  which  is  adive. 

III.  The  differences  between  the  things  £ 
faid  to  determine  our  underftanding.  L tho:  b 
who  fay  fo  have  not  confidered  that  the  free 
of  indifference,  previous  to  the  didamen  or  he- 
underftanding,  is  a real  contradidion  in  things 
which  have  abfolute  differences  between  then: 
felves  ; for,  according  to  this  excellent  definition 
of  freedom,  fools,  idiots,  and  animals  themfelver , 
would  be  more  free  than  we  are ; and  we  fiiouid 
be  the  more  fo  the  lefs  ideas  we  had,  for  we 
fhould  lefs  perceive  the  differences  of  things ; 
that  is  to  fay  in  proportion  as  we  fhould  be 
more  filly,  which  is  abfurd.  If  this  be  the  free- 
dom we  want,  I do  not  perceive  any  great  rea- 
fon  we  have  to  complain.  The  freedom  of  in- 
difference in  difcernible  things  is  therefore  no. 
real  freedom. 

With  refped  to  the  power  of  choofing  be- 
tween things  perfedly  fimilar,  as  we  are  acquaint- 
ed with  sone  fuch,  it  is  difficult  to  fay  what 
might  then  happen.  I know  not  whether  this 
power  would  be  any  perfedion,  but  it  is  very 
certain  that  the  felf-moving  power,  the  only  and 
true  fource  of  freedom,  cannot  be  deflroyed  by 
the  indifeernibility  of  two  objeds ; therefore,  fo 

long 
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long  as  man  (hall  poflefs  this  felf-moving  power, 
man  will  be  free. 

IV.  With  refpeCt  to  our  will  being  always 
determined  by  what  our  underdanding  judges 
to  be  bed,  I reply,  the  will,  that  is  to  fay  the  lad 
perception  or  approbation  of  the  underdanding 
(for  this  is  the  fenfe  in  which  the  word  is  under- 
dood  in  the  objection)  the  will,  I fay,  can  have 
no  influence  on  that  felf-moving  power  in  which 
freedom  confifls.  Thus  the  will  is  never  the 
caufe  of  our  actions,  though  it  be  the  occafion 
of  them  ; for  an  abdraCt  idea  can  have  no  phy- 
fical influence  over  the  felf-moving  phyfical 
power  which  exids  in  man  ; and  this  power  is 
exactly  the  fame  before  and  after  the  lad  deci- 
flon  of  the  underdanding. 

True  it  is  that,  morally  fpeaking,  there  h 
a contradiction  in  terms  when  we  fay  a prudent 
being  is  guilty  of  fome  folly,  and  that  confe- 
quently  he  will  certainly  prefer  that  which  his 
underdanding  judges  to  be  the  bed  ; but  there 
will  be  no  phyfical  contradiction  in  this,  for 
phyfical  neceflity  and  moral  neceflity  are  two 
things  which  mud  be  carefully  didinguifhed. 
The  fird  is  always  abfolute,  but  the  fecond  is 
only  a contingency  ; and  this  moral  neceflity  is 
exceedingly  compatible  with  the  mod  perfect 
natural  and  phyfical  freedom. 

The 
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The  phyfical  power  of  adting  is  therefore  that 
which  conftitutes  man  a free  being,  be  the  ufe 
he  fliall  make  of  it  what  it  may ; and  the  priva- 
tion .of  this  power  would  alike  fuffice  to  render 
him  a purely  pafiive  being,  in  defpite  of  his  in- 
telligence ; for  a (tone  which  I fhould  throw 
would  not  be  the  lefs  a pafiive  being,  if  it  had  an 
interior  feeling  of  the  motion  which  I communi- 
cated. In  fine,'  to  be  determined  by  that  which 
appears  to  us  the  beft,  is  as  great  a perfedtion 
as  is  the  power  of  doing  that  which  we  have 
judged  to  be  the  beft. 

We  are  able  to  fufpend  our  wifhes,  and  to 
examine  that  which  feems  to  us  the  beft,  in  or- 
der to  have  the  power  of  choofing  : this  is  a part  - 
of  our  freedom.  The  power  of  adting  after- 
ward conformable  to  this  choice  is  what  renders 
this  freedom  full  and  entire ; and  it  is  becaufe 
we  make  an  ill  ufe  of  the  power  which  we  have 
of  fufpend ing  our  wifhes,  and  becaufe  we  deter- 
mine with  too  much  promptitude,  that  we  are 
guilty  of  fo  many  errors. 

The  more  our  determinations  are  founded  on 
good  reafons  the  more  do  we  approach  perfec- 
tion ; and  it  is  this  perfedtion,  in  a fuperior  de-< 
gree,  which  charadterizes  the  freedom  of  beings 
more  perfedt  than  we  are,  and  of  God  himfelf. 

For  here  let  it  be  well  remembered  that  God 

7 himfelf 
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himfelf  is  only  free  after  this  manner.  The  mo- 
ral neceflity  of  ading  always  for  the  bed  is,  in 
the  fame  degree,  greater  in  God,  as  a being  in- 
finitely perfed  is  fuperior  to  man.  The  true 
and  only  freedom,  therefore,  is  the  power  of 
doing  that  which  we  choofe  to  do,  and  all  the  ob- 
jections which  are  made  againft  this  kind  of 
freedom  are  alike  dedrudive  of  the  freedom  of 
God  and  of  the  freedom  of  man ; confequently 
(hould  it  follow  that  man  is  not  free  becaufe  his 
will  is  always  determined  by  the  things  which 
his  underdanding  judges  to  be  the  bed,  it  mud 
follow  that  neither  is  God  free,  and  that  all 
would  be  efFed  without  caufe  in  the  univerfe, 
which  is  abfurd. 

Thofe  perfons,  if  any  there  are,  who  (hall  dare 
to  doubt  of  the  freedom  of  God,  mud  argue 
thus.  God  being  infinitely  wife  is  obliged, 
from  a necedity  in  his  nature,  to  will  always  the 
bed  : his  adions,  therefore,  are  all  the  refult  of 
necedity. 

Three  anfwers  may  be  made  to  this  argument. 

I.  We  mud  begin  by  fixing  what  is  the  bed, 
relative  to  God,  and  antecedent  to  his  will, 
which,  perhaps,  will  not  be  eafily  done.  The 
argument,  therefore,  is  reduced  to  fay  that  God 
is  under  the  necedity  of  doing  that  which  feems 
to  him  the  bed,  or,  in  other  words,  of  executing 

his 
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his  will.  Now,  I afk  whether  there  be  any 
other  foit  of  freedom,  and  whether  to  do  that 
which  we  judge  to  be  the  moft  advantageous, 
and  that,  in  fine,  which  pleafes  us,  be  not  to  be 
precifely  free. 

II.  The  necefiity  of  always  aCting  for  the  bed 
can  only  be  a moral  necefiity,  and  a moral  ne- 
cefiity is  not  an  abfolute  necefiity. 

III.  In  fine,  though  it  be  impofiible  for  God, 
morally  impofiible,  to  derogate  from  his  moral 
attributes,  the  necefiity  of  always  acting  for  the 
bed,  which  is  a neceflary  confequence,  is  no 
more  dedruCtive  of  his  freedom  than  the  necef- 
iity of  being  omniprefent,  eternal,  immenfe,  &c. 

Man,  therefore,  as  an  intelligent  being,  is 
under  the  necefiity  of  willing'  that  which  his 
judgment  fhall  tell  him  is  the  bed.  Were  he 
otherwife,  he  mud  be  fubjeCted  to  the  determi- 
nation of  fome  other  being,  and  would  no  lon- 
ger be  free;  for  to  will  that  which  would  not  give 
pleafure  is  an  abfolute  contradiction,  and  to  do 
that  which  we  judge  the  bed,  and  which  does 
give  pleafure,  is  to  be  free.  We  are  fcarcely 
able  to  conceive  a being  more  free  than  one 
who  has  the  power  to  do  that  which  he  pleafes, 
and,  fo  long  as  man  fhall  have  that  freedom,  he 
is  as  free  as  it  is  pofiible  for  freedom  to  make 
him,  to  fpeak  in  the  language  of  Lacke. 

The 
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The  following  argument  may  be  called  the 
Achilles  of  the  enemies  of  freedom — God  is  oni- 
nifcient ; the  paft,  the  prefent,  and  the  future, 
are  alike  fubjed  to  his  view.  Now,  if  God 
know  all  I ought  to  do,  I mult  abfolutely  deter- 
mine to  ad  according  to  the  manner  in  which 
he  has  forefeen  my  adions.  Therefore,  I am 
\ not  free ; for  if  any  future  thing  were  a contin- 
gency, or  an  uncertainty,  if  it  depended  on  the 
freedom  of  man,  in  a word,  if  it  might  or  might 
not  happen,  it  could  not  have  been  forefeen 
by  God  ; he,  confequently,  could  not  be  omni- 
fcient. 

There  are  feveral  anfvvers  to  this  argument, 
which,  at  firft,  appears  to  be  invincible. 

I.  The  prefcience  of  God  has  no  influence 
on  the  mQde  of  the  exiftence  of  things.  That 
prefcience  does  not  impart  any  greater  certitude 
to  things  than  they  would  have  had  though  pre- 
fcience had  not  exifted  ; and,  were  no  other 
reafons  to  be  difcovered,  the  fingle  confidera- 
tion  of  the  certitude  of  the  divine  prefcience 
would  be  incapable  to  deflroy  that  freedom  ; 
for  the  prefcience  of  God  is  not  the  catife  of  the 
exiftence  of  things,  but  is  itfelf  founded  on  their 
exiftence.  ' Every  thing  which  to-day  exifts 
cannot  ceafe  to  exift  while  it  exifts  ; and  it  was 
yefterday,  and  from  all  eternity,  as  certainly  true 
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that  the  things  which  exift  to-day  were  to  exift, 
as  it  is  now  certain  that  thefe  things  do  exift. 

II.  The  Ample  prefcience  of  an  adtion,  before 
it  be  performed,  differs  in  nothing  from  the 
knowledge  we  have  of  it,  after  it  is  perform- 
ed. Thus  prefcience  changes  nothing  in  the 
certainty  of  the  event.  For,  let  us  for  a mo- 
ment fuppofe  man  to  be  free,  and  that  his  ac- 
tions could  not  be  forefeen ; would  there  not 
be,  notwithftanding  that  fuppofition,  the  fame 
certainty  of  the  event  in  the  nature  of  things  ? 
And,  in  defpite  of  freedom,  would  there  not 
have  been  as  great  a certainty,  yefterday,  and 
from  all  eternity,  that  I (hould  perform  fuch  an 
adtion  to-day,  as  there  actually  is  after  it  is  per- 
formed. Thus,  whatever  difficulty  there  may 
be  in  conceiving  the  manner  in  which  the  pre- 
feience  of  God  agrees  with  our  freedom,  as  this 
prefcience  only  includes  the  certainty  of  an 
event,  which  would  indubitably  be  found  in  the 
things  themfelves,  although  it  had  not  been  fore- 
feen, it  is  evident  it  does  not  induce  any  necef- 
fity,  nor  deftroy  the  poffibility  of  freedom. 

The  prefcience  of  God  is  precifely  the  fame 
thing  as  his  knowledge.  Thus,  in  the  fame 
manner  as  his  knowledge  has  no  influence  over 
the  things  which  adlually  are,  neither  has  his 
prefcience  any  influence  over  thofe  which  are 

to 
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to  come ; and,  if  freedom  be  in  other  refpeds 
poffible,  the  power  which  God  has  of  judging 
infallibly  of  free  events  cannot  make  them  be- 
come ’the  events  of  neceffity,  for  that  would 
make  it  requifite  that  an  adion  fhould  be  the 
effed  of  freedom  and  of  neceffity  at  the  fame 
time. 

III.  It  is  not,  I own,  poffible  for  us  to  conceive 
how  God  can  forefee  future  things,  unlefs  we 
fuppofe  a chain  of  neceffary  caufes  ; for  to  fay 
with  the  fchoolmen  that  God  is  omniprefent, 
not  indeed  in  his  own  meafure,  but  in  another 
meafure,  non  in  menjurd  propria  Jed  in  mtnjurd 
attend,  this  would  be  to  render  the  moft  impor- 
tant queftion  that  ever  was  examined  by  man  a 
fubjed  of  laughter.  It  is  much  better  to  avow 
that  the  difficulties  we  meet  with  in  reconciling 
. the  prefcience  of  God  to  our  freedom  originate 
in  our  ignorance  of  the  attributes  of  God,  and 
not  in  the  abfolute  impoffibility  which  exifts  be- 
tween the  prefcience  of  God  and  our  freedom  ; 
for  the  agreement  of  his  prefcience  with  our 
freedom  is  not  more  incomprehenfible  to  us 
than  his  ubiquity,  his  infinite  duration  in  the 
paid,  and  his  infinite  duration  in  the  future,  as 
well  as  many  other  things  which  it  is  impoffible 
to  deny,  or  to  underftand.  The  infinite  attri- 
butes of  the  Supreme  Being  form  an  abyfs,  in 
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which  our  feeble  knowledge  is  loft.  We  know 
not,  and  are  unable  to  know,  what  relation 
there  is  between  the  prefcience  of  the  Creator 
and  the  freedom  of  the  creature,  and  as  the 
great  Newton  fays,  “ Ut  ctecus  ideam  non  habet 
“ color um , fic  nos  ideam  non  habemus  modorum 
“ quibus  Deus  Japientijfmus  Jenfit  et  intelligit  cm* 
“ nia Which  may  be  rendered — <c  Like  as 
“ the  blind  have  no  idea  of  colours ; fo  cannot 
“ we  comprehend  the  manner  in  which  a be- 
“ ing  infinitely  wife,  fees  and  knows  all  things.” 
IV.  I fhall  further  afk  thofe  who,  from  the 
con fi deration  of  the  divine  prefcience,  deny  the 
freedom  of  man,  whether  God  had  the  power 
to  create  free  creatures  ? They  muft  necdfarily 
reply  he  had  that  power;  for  God  has  the  pow- 
er to  do  all  things  which  do  not  imply  a con- 
tradiction, and  there  is  no  contradiction  impli- 
ed except  in  the  communication  between  the  at- 
tributes to  which  the  idea  of  neceftary  exiftence 
and  abfolute  independence  is  attached.  Now, 
freedom  certainly  is  not  in  this  predicament ; 
for  were  it  fo  it  would  be  impoffible  we  fhould 
imagine  ourfelves  free,  as  it  is  that  we  fhould 
imagine  ourfelves  infinite,  omnipotent,  See.  We 
are  obliged  therefore  to  own  that  God  was  able 
to  create  free  beings,  or  to  fay  that  he  is  not 
omnipotent : which  I believe  no  perfon  will  fay. 

If, 
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If,  therefore,  God  was  able  to  create  free  beings, 
it  may  be  fuppofed  he  has  created  them ; and, 
if  to  create  free  beings  and  to  forefee  their  de- 
terminations were  a contradiction,  wherefore 
could  not  God,  when  creating  free  beings,  have 
the  power  to  remain  ignorant  of  the  ufe  they 
were  to  make  of  the  freedom  he  had  bellowed  ? 
To  confine  it  limply  to  contradictions  is  not  to 
limit  the  divine  power.  Now,  to  create  free 
beings,  and  to  lay  any  reflraint  whatever  on 
their  determinatipns,  is  a contradiction  in  terms; 
for  it  is  to  create  beings  which  are  free  and  not 
free  at  the  fame  time.  Thus,  it  inevitably  fol- 
lows, from  the  power  which  God  has  to  create 
free  beings,  that  if  he  have  created  fuch  beings, 
his  prefcience  either  does  not  deflroy  their  free- 
dom or  he  does  not  forefee  their  aCtions ; and 
he  who,  on  this  fuppofition,  fhould  deny  the 
prefcience  of  God,  would  not  more  deny  his 
omnifcience  than  he  who  fhould  fay  that  God 
cannot  do  that  which  implies  a contradiction 
would  deny  his  omnipotence. 

But  we  are  not  reduced  to  make  this  fuppofi- 
tion,  for  it  is  not  neceflary  that  I fhould  com- 
prehend the  manner  in  which  the  divine  pre* 
icience  and  the  freedom  of  man  may  agree,  in 
order  to  admit  them  both.  It  is  fufficient  for 
pie  to  be  allured  that  I am  free,  and  that  God 
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forefees  all  which  is  to  happen,  for  I am  then 
obliged  to  conclude  that  his  omnifcience  and 
his  prefcience  lay  no  reftraint  on  my  freedom, 
although  I cannot  conceive  how  this  happens  ; 
like  as  when  I have  proved  to  myfelf  there  is  a 
God,  I am  obliged  to  admit  the  creation  ex  ni - 
hiloy  although  it  is  impoflible  for  me  to  con- 
ceive it. 

V.  This  argument  of  the  prefcience  of  God, 
if  it  be  of  any  force  againft  the  freedom  of  man, 
is  equally  deftrudive  of  that  of  God;  for  if 
God  forefee  all  which  is  to  happen,  it  is  there- 
fore not  in  his  power  to  forbear  doing  that  which 
he  has  forefeen  he  fhould  do.  But  it  has  been 
demonftrated  above  that  God  is  free.  Free- 
dom therefore  is  poffible,  and  God  had  the 
power  to  give  his  creatures  a fmall  portion  of 
freedom,  like  as  he  has  given  them  a fmall  por- 
tion of  intelligence.  Freedom  in  God  confifts 
in  the  power  of  thinking  always  as  he  pleafes, 
and  ading  always  as  he  wills.  The  freedom 
given  by  God  to  man  is  the  feeble  and  limited 
power  of  performing  certain  motions,  and  ap- 
plying himfelf  to  certain  thoughts.  The  free- 
dom of  children,  who  never  refled,  folely  con- 
fids  in  willing  and  performing  certain  motions. 
Were  we  always  free  we  fhould  be  like  God. 
.Let  us  be  fatisfied  with  that  inheritance  which 
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appertains  to  the  rank  we  hold  in  nature;  but 
let  us  not,  becaufe  we  have  not  the  attributes  of 
God,  renounce  the  faculties  of  man. 


LETTER  XXXIII. 

From  the  Prince  Royal . 

SIR,  Remufbcrg,  November  12th,  1737. 

I OWN  nothing  is  more  deceitful  than  to 
judge  of  men  from  their  reputation.  The  hif- 
tory  of  the  czar  which  I fend  you  obliges  me  to 
retrafbwhat  the  high  opinion  I had  entertained 
of  this  monarch  had  induced  me  to  affirm.  He 
will  appearvery  different  to  you  in  this  hiftory 
from  the  picture  your  imagination  has  formed, 
and,  if  I may  be  fo  allowed  to  fay,  we  fhall  have 
a great  man  the  le(s  in  the  real  world.  A con- 
courfe  of  fortunate  circumftances,  favourable 
accidents,  and  the  ignorance  of  foreigners,  have 
metamorphofed  the  czar  into  a heroical  phan- 
tom, of  the  grandeur  of  which  no  perfon  has 
thought  proper  to  doubt.  A fage  hiftorian,  in 
part  a witnefs  of  his  life,  indifcreetly  draws  the 
curtain,  and  (hews  us  the  fovereign  with  all  the 
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defe&s  of  men,  and  few  of  their  virtues.  He  is 
no  longer  that  univerfal  genius  which  all  con- 
ceives and  all  would  penetrate,  but.  a man  go- 
verned by  whims,  which  had  fufficient  novelty 
to  dazzle,  and  impart  a degree  of  fpiendour. 
He  is  no  longer  the  intrepid  warrior  who  fears 
and  knows  not  peril,  but  a cowardly  and  timid 
prince,  whofe  brutality  forfakes  him  in  danger , 
cruel  in  peace,  feeble  in  war,  admired  by  ftran- 
gers,  hated  by  his  fubjeds,  and,  in  fine,  a man 
who  extended  defpotifm  as  far  as  a monarch 
.could  extend  it,  and  with  whom  fortune  was  the 
fubftitute  of  wifdom.  In  other  refpeds,  a great 
mechanic,  laborious,  affiduous,  and  ready  to  fa- 
crifice  his  all  for  the  gratification  of  his  curio- 
fity. 

Such  will  the  czar  Peter  the  Great  appear  to 
you  in  thefe  memoirs,  and  though  we  are  ob- 
liged to  obliterate  an  infinite  number  of  preju- 
dices before  we  can  prevail  on  ourfelves  to  view 
him  thus,  dripped  of  all  his  great  qualities,  it  is 
however  very  certain  the  author  advances  no- 
thing which  he  has  not  fully  the  power  to  prove. 

Hence  we  may  conclude  we  never  can  be 
fufficien,tly  on  our  guard  when  judging  of  great 
men.  Thofe  who  have  contemplated  Pompey 
with  the  eyes  of  admiration  in  the  Roman  hid 
Tory,  will  behold  him  with  a very  different  ad 
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pedt,  when  they  read  his  character  in  the  letters 
of  Cicero.  Properly  fpeaking,  the  fame  of  men 
is  the  gift  of  the  hiftorian.  Some  appearances 
of  great*  adions  have  induced  the  writers  of  this 
age  to  favour  the  czar,  and  their  imaginations 
have  very  generoufly  fupplied  whatever  they 
thought  was  deficient  in  the  portrait. 

Alexander,  perhaps,  was  6nly  a famous  free- 
booter ; yet  Quintus  Curtius  has  found  the 
means,  whether  it  were  to  abufe  the  credulity 
of  the  people  or  to  difplay  the  elegance  of  his 
own  ftyle,  to  make  all  fucceeding  ages  believe 
him  to  be  one  of  the  greatefl  men  the  earth  ever 
bore.  How  many  examples  do  hiftorians  fur- 
nidi  of  a marked  predilection  in  behalf  of  the 
fame  of  certain  princes ! 

But  if  they  have  given  us  examples  of  their 
good  will,  hiftory  alfo  fupplies  us  with  others  of 
their  hatred  and  detraction.  Recoiled  the  va- 
rious charaCteriftics  attributed  to  Julian,  called 
the  apoftate ; the  hatred,  the  fury,  the  rage  of 
your  bifliop  faints  have  fo  disfigured  him  that 
his  true  features  are  fcarcely  difcoverable  in  the 
portrait  which  malignity  has  painted.  This 
emperor  has  for  ages  been  held  in  horror  ; fo 
great  was  the  impreffion  thefe  impoftors  made 
on  the  minds  of  men.  A fage  at  length  arofe, 
who,  perceiving  the  artifice  of  the  monkifh  hif- 
torians, 
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torians,  redored  Julian  his  virtues,  and  con- 
founded the  calumny  of  the  fathers  of  your 
church. 

Every  action  of  man  is  fubjeft  to  different  in- 
terpretations ; the  bed  may  be  varnifhed  with 
poifon,  and  the  word  may  be  fo  gloffed  over  as 
to  render  them  excufable  or  even  praife  worthy. 
Thus  the  partiality  or  the  impartiality  of  the 
hidorian  decides  the  judgment  of  the  public, 
and  of  posterity. 

I put  into  your  hands  every  thing  I could 
collect  mod  curious  relative  to  the  hidory  for 
which  you  requeded  materials.  Thefe  me- 
moirs contain  facts  equally  uncommon  and  un- 
known. For  this  reafon,  I flatter  myfelf  I have 
furniflied  you  with  an  authority  which  you 
could  not  have  obtained  by  any  other  means, 
and  I fhall  have  a fimilar  merit,  in  relation  to 
your  work,  to  him  who  fliould  fupply  good  ma- 
terials for  the  building  of  an  elegant  edifice, 
to  be  conffrudted  by  fome  famous  architect. 

Have  the  goodnefs  to  give  the  (inclofed) 
epidle  to  the  incomparable  Emily.  I confe- 
crated  my  labours  when  writing  to  her,  and  in 
return  I requed  fire  will  fend  me  a fevere  criti- 
cifm  s for,  if  I have  had  the  raflinefs  to  rife  too 
high,  my  very  fall  mud  be  glorious ; like  thofe 
famous  wretches  whofe  crimes  have  given  them 
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renown.  I add  to  all  this  fome  other  children 
pf  my  leifure,  whom  I intreat  you  to  correct 
with  didadtic  fe verity. 

Write  to  me,  I intreat  you,  by  the  bearer  of 
this  letter.  It  is  above  a month  fince  I re- 
ceived any  letters  from  Cirey.  Do  not  in  vain 
alarm  my  friendihip  with  fears  concerning  your 
health ; fay,  at  lead,  I live,  I breathe ; you  owe 
me  thefe  little  attentions  more  than  any  other 
perfon,  fince  few  can  have  all  the  edeem  for 
you  which  I entertain  ; and,  even  if  they  had, 
they  certainly  would  not  have  all  that  gratitude 
with  which  I am,  &c. 


LETTER  XXXIV. 

From  the  Prince  RoyaL 

SIR,  Remufberg,  November  19th,  1737. 

I HAVE  not  been  the  lad  to  perceive 
our  correfpondence  began  to  languish.  Two 
months  had  nearly  glided  away  fince  I had 
heard  from  you,  when,  about  a week  ago,  I fent 
off  a large  packet  for  Cirey.  The  friendihip  I 
have  for  you  gave  me  infinite  alarms  : I ima- 
gined that  indifpofition  prevented  you  from  an- 
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fwering  my  letters,  and  I fometimes  even  ap- 
prehended that  the  delicacy  of  your  conftitution 
had  ceded  to  the  violence  and  obftinacy  of  the 
difeafe  ; in  fine,  I was  in  the  {ituation  of  a mi- 
fer,  yho  believes  his  treafures  are  in  imminent 
danger. 

In  the  interim  your  letter  arrived,  and  not 
only  diffipated  my  fears,  but  likewife  taught  me 
to  feel  all  the  pleafure  which  an  intercourfe 
with  fuch  a perfon  is  capable  of  producing.  A 
correfpondence  between  individuals  is  a barter 
of  thoughts,  but  I have  the  advantage  in  the 
traffic  ; for  you  return  me  wit  and  truth.  What 
man  could  be  fo  (lupid,  or  fo  little  interefted, 
as  not  to  efleem  fuch  a commerce  ? The  truth 
is,  fir,  when  we  are  once  acquainted  with  you, 
we  know  not  how  to  live  without  you,  and  your 
letters  are  to  me  become  one  of  the  indifpenfable 
necefiarics  of  life  ; your  ideas  are  the  food  of  my 
mind. 

In  the  packet  which  I have  juft  fent  off,  you 
will  find  the  hiftorv  of  the  czar  Peter  I.  The 
perfon  who  wrote  it  was  perfe&ly  ignorant  ot 
the  ufe  to  which  it  was  deflined  ; he  fuppofed 
he  wrote  only  to  gratify  my  curiofity,  and  for 
that  reafon  he  imagined  himfelf  permitted  to 
fpeak  with  all  poffible  freedom  of  the  govern- 
ment and  the  ftate  of  Ruffia.  You  will  find  in 
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the  hiftory,  truths  which,  in  this  our  age,  but 
little  accord  with  the  prefs.  If  I could  not  en- 
tirely depend  on  your  prudence,  I fhould  think 
myfelf  obliged  to  warn  you  that  certain  fads, 
which  this  manufcript  contai  , ought  either 
wholly  to  be  retrenched,  or  treated  with  all  pof- 
fiblecircumfpedion ; you  might  otherwife  expofe 
yourfelf  to  the  refentment  of  the  court  of  Ruffia. 

I fhould  certainly  be  fufpeded  of  having  fur- 
nifhed  you  with  the  anecdotes  contained  in  this 
hiftory,  and  the  fufpicion  would  as  infallibly 
fall  on  the  author  by  whom  they  had  been  col- 
leded.  The  work  will  not  be  read,  but  the 
whole  world  will  not  ceafe  to  admire  you. 

How  different  is  a contemplative  life  to  the 
lives  of  thofe  men  who  are  continually  in  action  ! 
A man  who  is  only  occupied  in  thinking  may 
think  well,  yet  exprefs  himfelf  ill ; but  the  man 
of  adivity,  though  he  fhould  exprefs  himfelf 
with  all  imaginable  grace,  ought  not  to  ad 
feebly.  This  was  the  kind  of  weaknefs  with 
which  Charles  II.  of  England  has  been  re 
proached.  It  has  been  faid  of  this  monarch 
that  no  word  ever  efcaped  him  which  was  not  in 
its  proper  place,  and  that  he  never  performed 
one  adion  that  could  be  called  praife-worthy 

* The  prince  alludes  to  the  well-known  remark,  that 
“ Charles  never  faid  a foclifh  thing,  nor  ever  did  a wife 
« one.”  T. 
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It  often  happens  that  thofe  who  declaim  moft 
againft  the  adtions  of  others  add  Hill  worfe  them- 
felves,  when  they  happen  to  be  under  the  fame 
circumftanees.  I have  reafon  to  fear  left  this 
iliould  be  one  day  my  fate,  fince  it  is  miVch 
more  eafy  to  criticife  than  to  perform,  and  to 
lay  down  than  to  conform  to  precepts.  Men  are 
indeed,  after  all,  fo  fubjedl  to  be  fed uced*  either 
by  their  own  prefumption,  the  fplendour  of 
their  fituation,  or  the  artifice  of  the  wicked,  that 
their  creed  may  be  violated,  although  their  in- 
tentions may  have  been  the  moft  upright  and 
equitable. 

Is  not  the  advantageous  idea  which  you  have 
conceived  of  me  founded  on  the  defcription 
which  has  been  given  you  by  my  dear  Cefario  ? 
Truly  happy  is  the  man  who  is  pofteffed  of  fuch 
a friend  : yet  fuffer  me  to  undeceive  you,  and 
to  trace  my  own  charadter  in  a few  words,  that 
you  may  not  longer  mifconceive  me  ; on  con- 
dition, however,  that  you  will  not  accufe  me  of 
the  defedt  of  your  deceafed  friend  Chaulieu, 
who  continually  fpoke  of  himfelf. 

Confide  in  what  I tell  you ; I have  little  me- 
rit, and  little  knowledge,  but  I have  much  good 
will,  and  an  inexhauftible  fund  of  efteem  and 
friendfhip  for  all  perfons  of  diftinguifhed  virtue; 
add  to  this,  I am  capable  of  that  uniform  con- 
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ftancy  which  true  friendfhip  requires.  I have 
judgment  enough  to  do  you  the  juftice  you  de- 
ferve,  but  I have  not  enough  to  prevent  myfelf 
from  waiting  bad  verfes. 

You  will  receive  a fufficient  quantity  of  thefe 
bad  verfes  with  the  laft  packet  which  I have  ad- 
d relied  to  you.  The  Henriade  and  your  mag- 
nificent poetical  works  have  induced  me  to  do 
fomething  of  the  fame  kind  ; but  my  defign  is 
abortive,  and  it  is  juft  I fhould  receive  correc- 
tion from  the  perfon  who  firft  held  out  the 
temptation. 

Nothing  can  equal  the  gratitude  I feel  for 
the  trouble  which  you  have  taken  to  correct 
my  ode ; it  is  a trouble  by  which  you  have  very 
fenfibly  obliged  me,  nor  do  I know  how  enough 
to  praife  your  generous  fincerity.  But  how  can 
I retouch  this  ode,  after  it  has  been  render- 
ed perfect  by  you ; or  how  can  I endure  tq 
liften  to  the  Hammering  of  my  own  mule,  after 
having  heard  yours  fing  fo  delightfully  ! 

Were  it  not  an  abufe  of  your  friendihip,  and 
a robbery  of  time,  which  you  fo  ufefully  employ 
for  the  public  good,  I Ihould  intreat  you  to  give 
me  fome  rules  by  which  to  diftinguifh  words 
fuch  as  are  proper  for  poetry  from  thofe  that  ap- 
pertain to  profe.  Boileau,  in  his  Art  of  Poetry  * 
has  not  touched  upon  this  fubjed,  nor  do  I 

know 
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know  any  other  author  who  has.  You,  fir, 
better  than  any  one,  are  capable  of  inftrd&ing 
me  in  an  art  of  which  you  are  the  ornament 
and  the  honour,  and  of  which  you  may  be 
named  the  father. 

The  example  of  the  incomparable  Emily 
animates  and  encourages  me  in  my  ftudies ; I 
implore  fuccour  from  the  two  deities  of  Cirey, 
that  they  may  aid  me  to  furmount  difficulties 
which  lie  in  my  road  : you  are  my  Lares,  my 
tutelary  gods,  who  prefide  in  my  Lyceum,  and 
in  my  academy. 

Sublime  Emilia  and  divine  Voltaire  % 

Are  precious  gifts,  fent  down  to  blefs  mankind, 

Once  in  a thoufand  years  by  pitying  gods. 

Cefario  alone  can  have  communicated  to  you 
mufic  of  my  compofition.  I very  much  fear 
left  French  ears  fhould  be  but  little  flattered  by 
Italian  founds,  and  that  an  art  which  affe<fts  only 
the  fenfes  can  give  no  pleafure  to  perfons  who 
find  fo  many  charms  in  intelle&ual  delights. 
Should  it  however  happen  that  my  mufic  fhould 
meet  with  your  approbation,  I will  willingly 
undertake  to  tickle  your  ears,  provided  you  will 
not  tire  of  affording  me  inftrudtion. 

I intreat  you  to  falute  the  goddefs  Emily  on 
my  part,  and  to  allure  her  of  my  admiration. 
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If  men  are  edimable  for  trampling  prejudice 
and  error  under  foot,  women  are  ftill  more  fo, 
becaufe  they  have  a longer  journey  to  take  be- 
fore they  can  arrive  thus  far,  and  it  mud  coll 
them  more  to  pull  down  than  us  to  build.  How 
deferving  of  praife  is  the  marchionefs  du  Cha- 
telet  for  having  preferred  the  love  of  truth  to 
the  illufions  of  the  fenfes,  and  for  having  aban- 
doned the  falfe  and  momentary  pleafures  of 
this  world,  that  fhe  might  totally  ad  did:  herfelf 
to  the  fludy  of  the  moll  fublime  philofophy  ! 

No  perfon  can  refute  M.  Wolf  with  more 
politenefs  than  you  have  done.  You  render 
judice  to  this  great  man,  and  at  the  fame  time 
remark  the  feeble  parts  of  his  fyllem ; but  it  is 
a defed:  common  to  all  fydems  to  have  one  fide 
lefs  drongly  fortified  than  the  remainder.  The 
works  of  men  always  partake  of  humanity,  nor 
mull  we  expect  perfedl  produddons  from  the 
human  underftanding.  Philofophers  in  vain 
would  combat  error ; the  hydra  will  not  fuller 
herfelf  to  be  exterminated,  and  new  heads  fpring 
up  as  fall  as  the  old  are  hewn  away.  It  fre- 
quently  happens  that,  from  the  allies  of  error, 
error  takes  birth.  In  a word,  the  fyllem  which 
contains  the  lead  contradiddon,  the  lead  imper- 
tinence, and  the  fewed  grofs  abfurdities,  ought 
to 'be  regarded  as  the  bed. 

VOL.  vi.  P 
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We  cannot  with  juftice  require  metaphyfi- 
cians  to  give  us  an  exaCt  map  of  their  empire. 
It  would  be  very  embarraffing  to  write  a geo- 
graphical defcription  of  a country  which  no  man 
has  ever  feen,  from  which  no  intelligence  is  re- 
ceived, and  which  is  inacceflible.  Thefe  gen- 
tlemen, therefore,  cannot  perform  impoffibilb 
ties.  They  retail  their  romances  according  to 
the  mod  mathematical  order  they  have  been 
able  to  imagine,  and  their  reafons,  like  the  fpi- 
der’s  thread,  are  fo  fine  as  fcarcely  to  be  percep- 
tible. If  Defcartes,  Locke,  Newton,  and  Wolf, 
have  not  been  able  to  interpret  the  enjgma,  we 
have  reafon  to  believe,  and  even  to  affirm,  pof- 
terity  fhall  not  be  more  fortunate  in  its  difco- 
veries  than  we  have  been. 

Thefe  fy Items  you  have  confidered  like  a 
fage ; you  have  feen  the  infufficiency  of  them, 
and  have  added  very  judicious  reflections  : but 
this  treafure,  which  I poflefs  by  attorney,  is  in 
the  keeping  of  Emily.  I dare  not  reclaim  it, 
notwithftanding  the  defire  I have  fo  to  do,  and 
I pacify  myfelf  by  modeftly  reminding  you  that 
I may  not  renounce  my  rights. 

If  nature,  fir,  could  make  an  exception  to  a 
general  rule,  it  certainly  ought  to  be  in  your  fa- 
vour : your  foul  ought  to  be  immortal,  as  the 
reward  of  your  virtue?.  Heaven  has  beftowed 
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upon  you  pledges  of  fuch  marked  predile&ion 
that,  if  there  be  a future  life.,  I dare  affirm  you 
fhall  enjoy  eternal  felicity. 

This  letter  will  be  remitted  to  you  by  the  in- 
tervention of  Thiriot.  I only  wilh  my  foul  had 
wings  that  it  might  fly  to  Cirey  ; yet  I alfo  wifli 
for  wings  for  this  material,  this  real  part  of  my- 
felf,  that  I might,  by  word  of  mouth,  aflure  you 
of  the  infinite  efteem  with  which  I am, 


LETTER  XXXV* 

Frcm  the  Prince  RoyaL 

SIR,  Remufberg,  December  6,  17370 

M ISERABLE  human  inconftancy  ! 
Would  an  orator  exclaim,  were  he  informed  of 
the  refolution  I had  made  no  more  to  meddle 
with  my  ode,  and  did  he  fee  how  eafily  that  re- 
folution was  broken.  I confefs  I have  no  fuffi- 
cient  reafon  to  allege  in  my  excufe,  nor  do  I 
now  write  to  make  any  apology  to  you ; far 
from  that,  I regard  you  as  a certain  and  fincere 
friend,  to  whom  I may  fafely  avow  all  my 
foibles.  You  are  my  philofophic  confeflor,  and 
I have  fo  good  an  opinion  of  your  indulgence 
P 2 that 
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that  I have  no  fear  in  acquainting  you  with  my 
follies. 

Here  follow  a fufficient  number.  An  epidle 
which  will  make  you  perfpire,  recollecting  the 
labour  it  has  cod  me ; a little  tale,  free  enough, 
which  will  give  you  an  ill  opinion  of  my  catho- 
licifm,  and  a dill  worfe  of  my  heretical  conten- 
tions ; and,  finally,  an  ode,  which  you  had  cor- 
rected, and  which  I have  been  rafh  enough  to 
re-write. 

Let  me  again  intreat  you  to  recollect,  fir, 
that  I fend  thefe  pieces,  fubmitting  them  to  your 
criticifm,  and  do  not  come  a pauper  for  praife. 
I feel  how  ridiculous  it  would  be  for  me  to  en- 
ter the  lids  with ‘you,  and  very  well  comprehend 
that  if  fome  Paphlagonian  had  thought  proper 
to  fend  Latin  verfes  to  Virgil,  to  defy  him  to 
combat,  Virgil  could  not  have  done  better  than, 
indead  of  anfwering  him,  to  have  advifed  his 
relations  to  have  (hut  him  up  in  the  hofpital  for 
lunatics,  if  any  fuch  hofpital  there  wras  in  Pa- 
phlagonia.  In  fliort  I requed  you  would  a& 
the  part  of  the  fevere,  the  inflexible  critic. 

I am  at  prefent  in  expe&ation  of  your  letters, 
the  arrival  of  which  I promife  myfelf  every  pod- 
day.  About  the  time  when  the  letters  are  deli- 
vered, my  fervants  are  all  on  the  fcout  to  bring 
me  your  packet ; I preiently  become  impatient 

myfelf. 
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myfelf,  run  to  the  window,  and,  wearied  at 
length  to  perceive  that  nothing  comes,  return  to 
my  ufual  occupations.  If  I hear  any  noife  in 
the  anti-chamber,  there  I am — Well,  what  is 
it  ? — Give  me  my  letters.  How  ! None  ! — ■ 
My  imagination  travels  much  fader  than  the 
poll.  Atter  this  has  continued  fome  hours,  my 
letters  arrive;  I open  them,  I endeavour  to  difco- 
ver  your  writing  often  in  vain,  and  when  I per- 
ceive it,  my  hade  is  too  great  to  break  the  feal. 
i read,  but  in  fuch  a hurry  that  I am  often  ob- 
liged to  begin  again,  till  I have  read  them 
thrice  over,  before  my  mind  is  fufficiently  calm 
to  comprehend  what  it  is  I have  read ; and  it 
frequently  happens  that  1 do  not  fucceed  till  the 
morrow. 

Men  combine  a certain  number  of  ideas  to 
form  that  being  which  they  call  happinefs.  If 
they  only  podefs  this  ideal  being  imperfedtly, 
or  in  part,  they  break  out  into  bitter  complaints, 
and  often  into  reproaches  againft  the  injudice 
of  Providence,  for  having  refufed  what  their 
imagination  fo  liberally  adjudges  to  be  their 
due.  This  is  a fenfation  manifed  in  myfeff. 
Your  letters  give  me  fo  much  pleafure  when  I 
receive  them  that  I have  a good  right  to  rank 
them  among  the  things  which  contribute  to  my 
happinefs.  Hence  you  will  eafily  deduce  tjiat 
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not  to  receive  any  is  unhappinefs,  and  that  you 
alone  are  the  caufe  of  this  misfortune,  I fome- 
times  blame  du  Breuil  Tronchin,  at  others  the 
diftance  of  the  places,  and  often  even  dare  to 
accufe  Emily  herfelf. 

Do  not  fear,  however,  I wifh  to  become  bur- 
thenfome  to  you ; or  that,  notwithflanding  the 
pleafure  I find  in  converfing  with  you,  my  im- 
portunate friendfhip  would  lay  you  under  con- 
ftraint  : far  to  the  contrary ; I too  well  know  the 
value  of  freedom  to  deprive  thofe  perfons  who 
are  dear  to  me  of  this  blefling ; I only  require 
fome  f gns  of  life  from  you,  fome  marks  of  re- 
membrance, a little  friendfhip,  much  fincerity, 
and  a firm  perfuafion  of  the  perfe£t  efteem  with 
which  I am,  &c. 


LETTER  XXXVI. 

From  M.  de  Voltaire . 

S I R,  Cirey,  December  20,  >737. 

On  the  1 2th  of  the  prefent  month,  I re- 
ceived a letter  from  your  royal  highnefs,  dated 
November  the  19th.  In  this  letter  you  have 

deigned 
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deigned  to  inform  me  that  you  have  had  the 
goodnefs  to  fend  me  a packet,  containing  me- 
moirs on  the  government  of  the  czar  Peter 
I.  and  at  the  fame  time  to  remind  me,  with 
your  ufual  prudence,  of  the  ufe  it  is  my  duty  to 
make  of  thefe  materials.  The  foie  ufe  I fhall 
make  of  them,  fir,  will  be  to  fend  your  royal 
highnefs  the  work  put  into  fuch  a form  as  you 
could  with,  which  (hall  not  appear  till  you  have 
firft  fealed  it  with  your  approbation.  This  is 
the  manner  in  which  I would  ad  in  whatever 
quits  my  hands,  and  with  this  view  I take  the 
liberty  at  prefent  to  fend  you,  by  way  of  Paris, 
and  under  cover  of  M.  Borck,  a tragedy  which 
I have  lately  finifhed,  and  which  I fubmit  to 
your  judgment.  It  is  my  wifh  that  my  packet 
fhould,  at  leaft,  travel  with  greater  hade  toward 
you  than  yours  has  done  on  its  road  to  me. 

Your  royal  highnefs  informs  me  the  packet 

containing  the  memoirs  of  the  czar,  and  other 
• ^ 
things  of  much  higher  value  to  me,  was  fent  on 

the  10th  of  November.  Thus  more  than  fix 

weeks  have  glided  away,  and  1 have  not  yet 

heard  any  news  of  it.  Deign,  fir,  to  add  to 

your  favours  that  of  informing  me  of  the  means 

you  have  chofen,  and  to  recommend  care  to 

thofe  in  whom  you  have  confided.  When  your 

royal  highnefs  fhall  condefcend  to  honour  me. 
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with  your  letters  and  your  commands,  and  to 
fpeak  to  me  with  that  confidential  goodnefs 
which  delights  me,  I imagine  you  cannot  do 
better  than  to  fend  your  letters  to  M.  Pidol, 
poftmafier  at  Treves.  The  only  caution  ne- 
cefTary  is  to  pay  the  poll:  as  far  as  Treves,  and 
they  will  be  addrelfed  under  the  cover  of  M. 
Pidol  to  d’Artigny  at  Bar-le  Due.  With  re- 
fpeft  to  any  packets  which  your  royal  highnefs 
may  fend,  perhaps  the  way  of  Paris,  by  the  in- 
tervention of,  and  addrelfed  to,  M.  Thiriot,  will 
be  the  mod  convenient. 

Be  not  weary,  lir,  of  enriching  Cirey  with 
your  gifts.  The  ears  of  madame  du  Chatelet 
are  of  all  countries,  as  are  both  your  mind  and 
hers.  She  is  well  acquainted  with  Italian  mu- 
lic,  nor  is  fhe  a general  lover  of  the  mufic  of 
princes.  The  late  duke  of  Orleans  compofed  a 
detedable  opera  called  Panthea ; but  you,  lir, 
are  neither  prince  nor  king ; to  us  you  are  a 
man  of  genius. 

It  is  faid  that  your  royal  highnefs  has  fent 
fome  charming  verfes  to  madame  de  la  Popeli- 
niere.  You  mud  be  told,  fir,  that  you  are  adored 
in  France,  and  that  you  are  there  regarded  as 
the  young  Solomon  of  the  North.  I mud  repeat 
it  is  a lofs  to  us  that  you  are  not  born  to  reign 
elfewhere.  An  edate  of  a million  (of  livres)  or 
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lefs,  a year ; a pleafant  palace  in  a temperate 
climate  ; friends  indead  of  fubje&s ; living  fur- 
rounded  by  the  arts  and  pleafures,  and  indebt- 
ed for  the  admiration  and  refpeft  paid  by  men 
to  yourfelf  alone  ; all  thefe  perhaps  would  be 
equal  to  a kingdom.  But  it  is  your  duty  one 
day  to  render  the  P ruffians  happy.  Oh  how 
much  are  they  envied  ! 

You  command  me,  fir,  to  fend  you  fome 
rules  by  which  you  may  didinguifh  thofe  words 
in  the  French  language  which  appertain  to 
profe,  from  thofe  which  are  confecrated  to  po- 
etry. It  were  to  be  wifhed  that  any  fuch  rules 
exided ; but  we  fcarcely  have  any  for  our  lan- 
guage. I fufpedt  that  languages  gain  eftablilh- 
ment  like  laws ; new  wants,  which  are  only  per- 
ceived by  degrees,  have  given  birth  to  laws 
which  apparently  are  contradi&ory.  It  feems 
that  men  wifh  to  be  governed  and  to  fpeak  by 
chance.  However,  to  reduce  the  fubjeft  to 
fome  kind  of  order,  I will  didinguifh  ideas, 
turns,  and  poetical  phrafes. 

A poetical  idea  is,  as  your  royal  highnefs 
knows,  a fplendid  figure,  which  is  the  fubdi- 
tute  of  the  natural  idea  of  the  thing  in  quedion. 
For  example,  in  profe  I fhould  fay,  There  is  a 
young  prince  in  the  world  who  pojfejfes  numerous 

talents 
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talents  and  alhors  envy  and  fanaticifm . But  in 
verfe  I fhould  exclaim — 

Deep  in  the  noble  bofom  of  this  prince 
A love  for  ev’ry  virtue,  ev’ry  art, 

Thou  Pallas,  thou  Aftrea  didft  implant ! 

Envy,  with  treach’rous  heart  and  eye  oblique, 

And  Superftition,  arm’d  with  all  her  brands 
To  fire  the  world,  fall  lifelefs  at  his  feet ! 

A poetical  turn  is  an  inverfion,  of  which  prole 
will  not  admit.  I fhould  not  fay  in  profe,  A 
prince  effeminate  of  corrupters  political ; but,  poli- 
tical corrupters  of  an  effeminate  prince . I fhould, 
not  fay 

Such,  and  lefs  gen’rous,  on  Epirus’  fhores, 

When  th’  empire  of  the  world  was  in  difpute, 
Entrufting  to  the  waves,  and  brawling  winds, 

The  future  deftiny  of  Earth  and  Rome, 

Pompey  and  Neptune  in  defiance  holding, 

Coefar  oppos’d  his  fortune  to  the  dorm. 

The  Ctefar  of  the  fixth  line  is  a turn  purely 
poetical,  and  were  I writing  in  profe  I fhould 
begin  with  Csefar. 

Thofe  words  which  are  wholly  referved  for 
poetry,  I mean  poetry  of  the  nobleft  kind,  are 
[ few  in  number.  Thus,  for  example,  we  fhould 
not,  in  profe,  call  horfes  courfers  ; the  crown  a 
diadem  ; the  kingdom  of  France  an  empire ; a 

coach 
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coach  a car ; actions  exploits ; the  Iky  the  em- 
pyrean ; the  north  wind  Boreas,  &c. 

The  words  ufed  in  the  familiar  ftyle  are  near- 
ly the  fame,  whether  in  verfe  or  profe ; but  I 
will  venture  to  obferve.  that  I do  not  admire  the 
freedom,  which  is  often  taken,  of  intermingling 
in  a work  which  ought  to  be  uniform,  in  an 
epiftle  or  in  a fatire,  not  only  various  ftyles  but 
various  languages ; as,  for  example,  that  of 
Marot  and  that  of  the  prefent  day.  Such  ca- 
price difpleafes  me  as  much  as  a pi&ure  would 
in  which  the  caricatures  of  Calot  and  the  low 
humour  of  Teniers  fhould  be  jumbled  with  the 

fublimity  of  Raphael.  It  feems  to  me  that  this 

♦ 

mixture  fpoils  the  language,  and  only  tends  to 
lead  foreigners  affray. 

But  the  reading  and  the  knowledge  of  good 
authors  muff  have  taught  your  royal  highnefs 
more  than  any  reflections  of  mine  can  convey. 

With  refpeCt  to  the  metaphyfics  of  M.  Wolf, 
he  appears  to  me  to  have  generally  adopted  the 
- principles  of  Leibnitz.  I regard  them  both  as 
very  great  philofophers ; but  they  were  men, 
and  therefore  fubjeCt  to  error.  He  who  may 
difcover  thefe  errors  may  be  far  from  being 
their  equal.  A foldier  may  be  very  able  to 
criticife  his  general,  without  being  capable  of 
commanding  fo  much  as  a battalion. 


You 
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You  charm  me,  fir,  as  much  by  the  diffidence 
you  have  of  yourfelf  as  by  your  great  talents. 
The  marchionefs  du  Chatelet,  who  perfonally 
admires  you  as  highly  as  l do,  adds  her  refpe&s 
to  mine.  With  thefe  fentiments,  and  with  thofe 
of  the  moft  devoted  and  tender  gratitude,  I am, 
while  life  (hall  remain,  &c. 


LETTER  XXXVII. 
From  M.  ds  Voltaire . 


S I P.,  December,  1737. 

\ OUR  royal  highnefs  fhould  have  receiv- 
ed an  anfwer  from  the  marchionefs  du  Chatelet 
by  the  favour  of  M.  Plcetz.  But  as  M.  Pioetz 
has  neither  written  to  inform  us  of  the  receipt 
of  that  letter  nor  of  that  of  a tolerably  large 
packet,  which  I addreffed  to  him  a week  before 
for  your  royal  highnefs,  I take  the  liberty  this 
time  of  writing  by  way  of  M.  Thiriot. 

I informed  you,  hr,  that,  on  a firft  glance,  l 
gave  the  preference  to  the  epiftle  on  retire-? 
ment,  and  to  that  amiable  defcription  of  the 
well  employed  leifure  which  you  enjoy ; but  I 

fear 
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fear  at  prefent  I mud  retract.  I do  not  find 
any  fault  committed  againft  language  in  the 
epiftle  to  Pefne,  in  which  every  thing  breathes 
good  t’afte.  The  painter  of  the  mind  here 
writes  to  the  ordinary  painter,  and  I dare  allure 
you,  fir,  that  the  fix  laft  lines,  for  example,  are 
written  in  a mafterly  manner. 

Abandonne  tes  faints,  entoures  de  rayons  ; 

Sur  des  fujets  brillans  exerce  tes  crayons ; 

Peins-nous  d’ Amaryllis  les  graces  ingenues, 

Les  Nymphes  des  forets,  les  Graces  demi-nues : 

Et  fouviens-toi,  toujours,  que  c’eft  au  feul  Amour 
Qiie  ton  art,  fi  charmant,  doit  fon  etre,  et  le  jour  *. 

Boileau  would  have  written  thus.  You  will 
fuppofe  this  to  be  flattery  ,*  you  are  formed, 
fir,  to  remain  ignorant  of  your  own  worth. 

The  epiftle  to  M.  du  Duhan  is  very  worthy 
of  you  ; it  is,  the  product  of  a fublime  mind, 
and  a grateful  heart.  Your  royal  highnefs  has 
apparently  been  educated  by  M.  Duhan.  He 
is  a happy  man.  Never  did  prince  before  fo 
reward  his  tutor.  I perceive,  on  reading  all 

* Reject  thy  ray  furrounded  faint. 

And  henceforth  nobler  fubje&s  paint ; 

Depidl  fweet  Beauty’s  lovely  face, 

The  woodland  Nymph,  the  bathing  Grace  ; 
Forget  not  Love  did  firft  impart 
The  knowledge  of  the  painter’s  art. 
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you  have  deigned  to  fend  me,  that  you  have  not 
one  falfe  thought.  I occafionally  find  errors  of 
language,  which  were  impoffible  to  avoid  ; for 
how  could  you  divine,  for  example,  that  nour - 
rider  is  a word  of  three  fyllables,  and  not  of 
four ; that  aient  is  one  fyllable  and  not  two. 
You  did  not  form  our  language,  but  you  think 
Jap  ere  eft  prindpium  et  fons . The  fpirit  of 
truth  always  does  what  it  does  well.  You 
deign  to  amufe  yourfelr  in  writing  French  verfes, 
and  Italian  mufic ; and  you  feize  the  beauties 
of  each.  You  are  an  excellent  connoiffeur  in 
painting.  In  fine,  a tafle  for  the  true  is  every 
where  your  guide,  and  it  is  impoffible  but  that 
this  great  quality,  which  is  your  chief  charac- 
teriflic,  after  having  made  you  yourfelf  happy, 
mufl  make  a whole  people  happy  like  wife. 
You  will  be  on  the  throne  what  you  are  in  re- 
tirement ; you  will  reign  as  you  think,  and  as 
you  write.  If  your  royal  highnefs  fomewhat 
depart  from  the  truth,  it  is  in  the  praifes  you 
bellow  on  me,  and  this  error  itfelf  originates  in 
your  goodnefs. 

The  epiflle  you  have  deigned  to  addrefs  to 
me,  fir,  is  a beautiful  juftification  of  poetry,  and 
highly  encouraging  to  me.  The  canticles  of 
Mofes,  the  oracles  of  the  pagans,  every  thing 
is  there  employed  to  elevate  the  excellence  of 

that 


CORRESPONDEKCE, 


223 

that  art ; but  your  own  verfes  are  the  greateft 
eulogy  that  has  been  written  on  poetry.  It  is 
n<x  very  certain  that  Mofes  is  the  author  of  the 
two  beautiful  canticles ; nor  that  the  murderer 
of  Uriah,  the  lover  of  Bathfheba,  the  king  who 
was  a traitor  both  to  Fhiliftines  and  Ifraelites, 
&c.  wrote  his  pfalms.  But  that  the  heir  of  the 
throne  of  Pruffia  has  written  very  excellent 
French  verfes  is  indubitable.  Durfl  I venture 
to  prune  this  epiflle  (and  this  is  my  duty,  for 
truth  is  my  duty)  I lhould  tell  you,  fir,  that 
trompette  does  not  rhyme  to  tetey  becaufe  that 
tete  is  long  and  pette  is  fhort ; and  that  the 
rhyme  is  for  the  ear  and  not  for  the  eye.  j Di- 
f aites  for  the  fame  reafon  does  not  rhyme  with 
conquetes ; quetes  is  long  and  f aites  is  fhort. 

Should  any  one  infpe£t  my  letters  he  would 
fay,  “ Here  is  a very  candid  pedant,  who  talks 
<c  of  long  and  fhort  to  a prince  of  fuperabun- 
u dant  genius.”  But  this  prince  defeends  to  all 
things.  When  he  reviews  his  regiment,  he  ex- 
amines the  accoutrements  of  the  foldier.  The 
great  man  negle&s  nothing ; he  gains  battles 
when  opportunity  offers,  and  fgns  the  happi- 
nefs  of  his  fubje<5ts  with  the  fame  hand  with 
which  he  turns  truth  into  rhyme. 

The  ode  is  infinitely  fuperior  to  what  it  was. 
I never  fhall  recover  from  my  furprife  on  find- 
ing 
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ing  that  French  odes  were  fo  well  written  in 
the  moft  diftant  parts  of  Germany.  We  have 
but  one  example  of  a Frenchman  who  wrote 
Italian  verfes  well  ; this  was  the  Abbe  Regnier, 
but  he  had  lived  long  in  Italy ; and  your  royal 
highnefs  has  never  feen  France. 

The  following  are  fome  few  trifling  errors  of 
language.  Je  n'eus  point  re$u  Vexiftence : we  fay, 
je  n'eujfe.  La  fagejfe  av ait  pourvue : we  fay,  pour - 
vu.  A verb  never  takes  that  termination  ex- 
cept when  the  participle  is  confidered  as  an  ad~ 
jedtive.  I am  again  becoming  pedantic,  but  I 
have  already  afked  pardon,  and  you  are  defir- 
ous  of  perfectly  underftanding  a language 
which  you  fo  highly  honour.  We  fay,  for  ex- 
ample, la  perjonne  que  vous  avez  aimee  ; becaufe 
aimee  is  fuppofed  to  be  an  adjedtive  to  la  per - 
Jonne.  For  the  fame  reafon,  we  fay,  la  fagejje 
dont  votre  ame  eft  pourvue  ; but  we  ought  not  to 
fay.  Lieu  a pourvu  a former  w prince  qui , &V. 

ii  Ta  clemence  inf  me, 

“ Dans  aucun  fens  me  fe  denie . 

Lenie  cannot  be  ufed  to  fignify  fe  dement , and 
the  word  denier  can  never  be  put  except  to 
mean  nier  or  refufer . 

“ Si  fit  me  condamne  a pa  ir  D 
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It  is  abfolutely  neceffary  to  fay,  ft  tu  me  con - 
damnes • 

(i  Tel qui  n'ejl plus  tiepeut foujfrir 

ST ?/  always  fignifies,  in  this  fenfe,  a number 
of  men,  who  perform  a thing,  in  oppoil- 
tion  to  a number  who  do  not.  But  this  is  an 
affair  common  to  all  men,  and  we  muft  write, 
§>ui  n’eft  plus  ne  Jaurait Jouffrir , 


LETTER  XXXVIII. 

From  the  Prince  Royal . 


SIR,  Berlin,  December  26th,  1737  *• 

I HA VE  this  day  been  richly  rewarded  for 
the  long  interval  during  which  I have  received 
none  of  your  letters.  The  poft  has  brought 
me  two  at  a time,  to  which  I will  reply  accord- 
ing  to  the  order  of  their  dates. 

Nothing  could  more  furprife  me  than  that  of 
the  24th  of  October,  in  which  you  indicated 
the  alarm  which  M.  Thiriot  fo  very  unfeafon- 

* Dated  in  the  Berlin  edition,  January  xft,  1738. 

vol.  vi.  ably 
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ably  incited.  You  may  be  perfectly  at  eafc 
concerning  all  that  fhall  be  written  to  you,  fince 
you  are  by  no  means  fufpedted  of  having  had 
any  part  or  knowledge,  in  any  degree  whatever, 
of  the  libel  which  has  been  publifhed  againfl 
the  king.  I will  in  a few  words  inform  you  of 
the  affair  in  queftion,  which  in  reality  is  only  a 
contemptible  trifle,  and  wholly  unworthy  of  con? 
lideration. 

About  a year  fince,  a defamatory  libel,  attack- 
ing the  perfon  of  the  king,  was  privately  fold 
here,  under  the  title  of  Lettre  de  Don  Quichotte 
au  Chevalier  des  Cygnes The  lines  are  paffable, 
but  it  is  nothing  but  abufe  turned  into  rhyme. 
The  bile  they  contain  is  the  mod  venomous 
poflible.  A fucceflion  of  anecdotes,  connected 
with  all  poflible  malignity,  and  embroidered  in 
an  abominable  manner.  The  king  has  feen 
this  piece,  but,  fenfible  alone  to  true  glory,  and 
the  approbation  of  the  good,  he  has  treated  the 
author  and  his  production  with  fovereign  con- 
tempt. Nothing  more  was  done  than  to  forbid 
the  fale  under  fevere  punifhment.  The  place’ 
at  which  thefe  verfes  have  been  fabricated  is  not 
unknown ; we  know  that  the  infamous  author  is 
one  of  thole  mercenary  writers  whom  the  ani- 

* A Letter  from  Don  Quixote  to  the  Knight  of  the  Swans.,* 
7 mofity 
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mofity  of  a foreign  court  has  incited  to  the  com- 
million  of  a crime;  but  it  is  too  much  beneath 
a king  to  concern  himfelf  with  the  punifhment 
of  fuch  a wretch.  Should  Jupiter  hurl  his 
thunder  on  every  reptile  who,  in  his  phrenzy, 
fhall  be  audacious  enough  to  blafpheme,  thick 
(clouds  muft  eternally  cover  the  furface  of  the 
earth,  and  the  lightning  muft  never  ceafe  to 
flafh. 

Can  you  imagine,  fir,  I would  have  been  the 
laft  to  have  informed  you  of  pretended  injurious 
fufpicions,  conceived  againft  yourfelf,  had  any 
fuch  exifted  ? You  are  but  ill  acquainted  writh 
me,  and  have  but  a feeble  idea  of  my  friend  (hip  1 
Know,  fir,  I have  taken  the  care  of  your  re- 
nown upon  myfelf,  and  here  hold  the  trumpet 
of  fame.  You.  underftand  me:  that  is,  you 
very  well  comprehend  I mean  to  fay  nothing 
more  than  that  I have  undertaken  the  defence 
of  your  reputation,  againft  the  prejudices  of  the 
ignorant,  and  the  calumnies  of  the  envious.  I 
am  your  pledge,  body  for  body ; and  employ 
argument,  example,  and  your  own  works,  to 
make  profelytes.  I may  flatter  myfelf  with 
having  been  tolerably  fuccefsful,  though  I claim 
no  other  merit  than  that  of  having  really 
brought  my  countrymen  acquainted  with  you. 
T intreat  you,  fir,  hereafter  to  live  in  tranquillity, 
Q_2  and 
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and  wait  till  I give  you  the  fignal  before  you 
take  alarm. 

I forgot  to  tell  you  that  the  officer  whom 
Thiriot  mentions  is  not  of  my  regiment,  and 
whofe  charadter  for  veracity  in  the  army  is  not 
very  high,  which  may  further  conduce  to  take 
from  you  all  fubjedt  of  apprehenfion. 

1 have  received  your  chapter,  from  your 
metaphyfics,  on  freedom,  and  am  mortified  to 
tell  you  that  I am  not  entirely  of  your  opinion, 
% I found  my  fyflem  on  this  proportion — that  we 
ought  not  voluntarily  to  renounce  the  knowledge 
we  may  acquire  by  reafon — This  being  faid,  I 
ufe  all  my  efforts  to  know  every  thing  I poffibly 
can  know  of  God,  in  which  analogy  is  of  no 
fmall  fuccour  to  me.  I firft  perceive  that  a 
creative  being  muff  be  wife  and  puiffant.  Being 
wife,  he  has  in  his  eternal  intelligence  conceived 
the  plan  of  the  world,  which,  being  omnipotent, 
he  has  put  in  execution.  Hence  it  neceffarily 
follows  that  the  author  of  the  univerfe  muff 
have  had  fome  end  in  creation.  If  he  had  an 
end,  every  accident  muft  concur  to  produce 
that  end.  If  all  accidents  concur,  men  muft 
adt  conformably  to  the  defign  of  the  Creator, 
and  muft  only  be  determined  in  all  their  adtions 
by  the  immutable  laws  of  their  deftiny,  of 
which,  while  they  obey,  they  are  ignorant. 

Other  wife, 


CORRESPONDENCE.  229 

Gtherwife,  God  would  be  an  indolent  fpedator 
of  nature ; the  world  would  be  governed  ac- 
cording to  the  caprice  of  men  ; and  he  whofe 
omnipotence  had  formed  the  univerfe  would 
have  become  ufelefs,  as  foon  as  the  world  became 
peopled  by  feeble  mortals. 

We  have  our  choice  either  to  make  a p&flive 
being  of  the  Creator  or  the  creature,  and  I im- 
mediately determine  in  favour  of  the  Creator. 
It  is  more  natural  to  fuppofe  that  God  does  all, 

and  that  man  is  the  inftrument  of  his  will,  than 

> 

to  imagine  a God  who  creates  a world,  which 
he  peoples  with  men  that  he  may  afterward  re- 
main inadive,  and  fubjed  his  will  and  his  power 
to  the  caprice  of  the  human  mind. 

I think  I fee  an  American,  or  fome  favage, 
who  for  the  firft  time  is  fhewn  a watch  : he 
believes  that  the  hand  which  denotes  the  hours 
is  free  to  turn  of  itfelf,  and  does  not  once  fufped 
there  are  hidden  fprings  which  give  it  motion, 
much  lefs  that  a watchmaker  purpofely  made  it 
with  a precife  motion  to  which  it  is  fubjed. 
God  is  the  watchmaker,  and  the  fprings  of 
which  we  are  compofed  are  infinitely  more  mi- 
nute, more  dudile,  and  more  various  than  thofe 
of  a watch.  Man  is  capable  of  many  things, 
and  as  art  is  in  us  more  hidden,  and  the  moving 
principle  is  invifible,  we  fix  our  attention  on 
CL  3 tliac 
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that  which  moft  flrikes  our  fenfes;  while  he  who 
makes  all  the  wheels  a£t  efcapes  our  feeble  fight; 
yet  he  has  not  the  lefs  intended  that  all  our  ac- 
tions fhould  relate  to  one  whole,  which  is  the 
fupport  of  fociety,  and  to  the  good  of  the  fum 
total  of  the  human  race. 

When  we  examine  objects  feparately,  it  may 
happen  that  we  may  conceive  ideas  very  different 
from  thofe  we  fhould  conceive  were  we  to  infpecft 
them  with  all  their  different  combinations.  We 
cannot  judge  of  an  edifice  by  an  aftragal,  but 
when  we  confider  the  whole  building  we  may 
have  a clear  and  precife  idea  of  its  proportion 
and  its  beauties.  It  is  the  fame  with  philofophic 
fyftems.  When  we  take  detached  parts  we 
build  up  a tower  which  has  no  foundation,  and 
which  confequently  falls  to  the  ground  of  itfelft 
Thus,  when  once  we  avow  there  is  a God,  this 
God  muft  neceffarily  be  a part  of  the  fyftem, 
without  which  it  would  be  better,  for  the  fake 
of  convenience,  totally  to  erafe  his  name ; for 
the  name  of  God,  without  the  idea  of  his  at- 
tributes, and  principally  without  the  idea  of  his 
omnipotence,  his  wifdom,  and  his  prefcience, 
is  a found  without  a fignification,  and  which 
abfolutely  is  deftitute  of  meaning. 

I will  own,  if  it  be  neceffary  thus  to  exprefs 
pay  ft  If,  we  muft  collect  all  that  is  moft  noble, 

moft 


CORRESPONDENCE.  23I 

mod  elevated,  and  mod  majedic,  in  order  to 
conceive,  though  very  imperfe&ly,  what  this 
Creator  can  be,  this  eternal,  this  omnipotent 
Being,  &c.  However,  I would  rather  plunge 
into  the  abyfs  of  his  immenfity  than  renounce 
all  knowledge  of  him,  or  fuch  intellectual  ideas 
cf  him  as  I am  able  to  form. 

In  a word,  were  there  no  God,  your  fyftem 
would  be  the  only  one  I would  adopt ; but  as 
there  certainly  is  a God,  too  much  cannot  be 
attributed  to  this  God. 

After  this,  I have  dill  to  tell  you,  as  all  is 
founded  on,  or  as  the  reafon  of  all  is  difcoverecl 
in,  that  which  precedes,  I rind  the  reafon  of  the 
temperament  and  the  humour  of  each  man  in 
the  mechanifm  of  his  body.  The  bile  of  a pad 
foliate  man  is  eafily  moved ; the  hypochondres 
<?f  the  mifanthrope  inflated  ; the  lungs  of  the 
drunkard  are  dry  ; the  man  addited  to  women 
has  a robud  conditution,  &c.  &c.  In  fine,  as  I 
find  all  thefe  things  difpofed  in  this  manner  in 
our  bodies,  I thence  conjecture  that  each  indivi- 
dual is  neceffarily  acted  upon  after  a precife 
manner,  and  that  it  does  not  depend  upon  us 
to  be  or  not  be  of  a different  charater.  What 
fhall  I fay  of  the  accidents  which  conduce  to 
give  us  ideas,  and  infpire  us  with  motives  ? For 
example,  the  finenefs  of  the  weather  invites  me 
Q^4  to 
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to  walk ; the  recommendation  of  a man  of  good 
tade  induces  me  to  read  a book  ; and  fo  of 
other  things.  If,  therefore,  I had  never  been 
informed  there  was  a Voltaire  in  the  world,  if  I 
had  never  read  his  excellent  works,  how  might 
my  will,  that  free  agent,  have  determined  me 
to  grant  him  my  whole  edeem  ? In  a word, 
how  can  I will  a thing  with  which  I am  unac- 
quainted ? Or,  to  attack  freedom  in  its  lad 
place  of  refuge,  how  can  any  man  refolve  to 
choofe  or  to  ad,  if  incidents  do  not  afford  him 
any  opportunity,  and  other  incidents  do  not 
produce  thefe  incidents?  It  cannot  be  chance, 
for  chance  is  a word  without  a meaning ; it 
therefore  can  only  be  God.  If  incidents  then 
are  direded  according  to  the  will  of  God,  he 
neceffarily  direds  and  governs  man  ; and  this  is 
the  principle  which  is  the  bafis  and  the  founda- 
tion, as  it  were,  of  divine  Providence ; which 
leads  me  to  conceive  the  moil  noble,  the  high- 
eft,  and  the  mod  fublime  idea  a creature,  fo 
bounded  in  his  faculties  as  man  is,  can  con- 
ceive, of  a being  fo  immenfe  as  is  the  Creator. 
This  principle  acquaints  me  with  a God  who  is 
infinitely  great  and  wife;  who  is  not  abforbed 
(or  loft)  in  the  mod  extenfive  things  (or  fyf- 
tems) — neither  is  he  debafed  by  attending  to  the 
fmalled  circumdances. 
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How  great  muft  be  the  immenfity  of  a God 
who  generally  embraces  all  things,  and  whofe 
wifdom  has  prepared,  from  the  origin  of  the 
univerfe,  all  which  is  executed,  to  the  end  of 
time  ! Not,  however,  that  I pretend  to  mea- 
fure  the  myfteries  of  God  by  the  infufficiency 
of  human  conception  ; I extend  my  views  as 
far  as  I am  able;  but,  fhould  fome  things  efcape 
me,  I do  not,  therefore,  think  proper  to  re- 
nounce thofe  which  my  eyes  very  diftindlly  per- 
ceive. 

Perhaps  fome  prejudice,  fome  pre- conceived 
opinion,  or  the  flattering  thought  of  purfuing 
fome  particular  idea,  blinds  me  ; perhaps  I too 
much  debafe  mankind.  I do  not  deny  that  this 
may  be  fo ; but,  were  the  king  of  France  to  be 
compared  to  the  king  of  Ivitot,  I am  certain 
that  all  men  in  their  fenfes  would  acknowledge 
the  power  of  Louis  XV.  to  be  the  greateft. 
We  have  ftill  greater  reafon  to  declare  our- 
felves  the  advocates  of  the  puiffance  of  God, 
who  can  in  no  manner  be  brought  into  compa- 
rifon  with  thofe  fugitive  beings  that  are  pro- 
duced by  time,  fported  with  by  fate,  and  whom 
time  deftroys  after  a fhort  and  tranlitory  dura- 
tion. 

When  you  fpeak  of  virtue,  we  perceive  you 
are  got  into  a country  where  you  are  acquaint- 
ed. 
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ed.  You  treat  the  fubjed  like  a mafter  who 
underftands  it  theoretically  and  pradically ; in 
a word,  it  is  eafy  for  you  to  difcourfe  learnedly 
of  yourfelf.  Virtue  certainly  has  no  exiftence 
except  relatively  to  fociety ; the  primitive  prin- 
ciple of  virtue  is  felf  inter  eft.  Do  not  let  this 
terrify  you,  fince  it  is  evident  men  would  de- 
ftroy  each  other  were  it  not  for  the  intervention 
of  virtue.  Nature  fpontaneoufly  produces  thieves* 
envious  perfons,  murderers  ; they  are  difperfed 
over  the  whole  earth,  and,  did  not  the  laws  re- 
prefs  vice,  each  individual  would  abandon 
himfelf  to  the  inftind  of  nature,  and  care  only 
for  himfelf.  To  reunite  ail  thefe  individual  in- 
terefts,  it  was  ncqeflary  to  find  feme  medium 
that  Ihoulft  fatisfy  them  all,  and  it  was  agreed 
that  men  fhould  not  reciprocally  fteal  from  each 
other,  that  they  ftiould  not  attempt  the  lives  of 
their  fellow  creatures,  and  that  they  fhould  mu- 
tually be  inclined  to  whatever  might  contribute 
to  the  general  good. 

There  are  fome  happy  mortals,  fome  native- 
ly juft  minds,  who  love  virtue  for  her  own  fake  • 
their  hearts  are  alive  to  the  pure  pleafures  which 
arc  found  in  doing  good.  It  is  of  little  impor- 
tance to  you  to  know  that  the  intereft  or  the 
good  of  fociety  demands  you  fhould  be  virtu- 
ous. The  Creator  has  happily  formed  you  in 

fuch 
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fuch  a manner  that  your  heart  is  inacceffible  to 
vice,  and  this  Creator  ufes  you  as  an  organ,  as 
an  inftrument,  as  a minifter  to  render  virtue 
more  refpedtable,  and  more  amiable  among 
mankind.  You  have  devoted  your  pen  to  vir- 
tue, and  it  mnft  be  acknowledged  it  is  the  great- 
eft  prefent  which  virtue  ever  received.  The 
temples  which  the  Romans  dedicated  to  her 
under  various  titles,  ferved  to  honour  virtue ; 
but  while  you  gain  converts  you  labour  to  form 
fubjefts  for  her,  and  by  your  life  to  afford  an 
example  of  what  is  moft  praife-worthy  in  hu- 
manity. 

I expert  the  Newtonian  philofophy,  and  the 
age  of  Louis  XIV.  with  which  Cefario  will  ar- 
rive here  on  the  15th  of  January.  Gout,  fever, 
and  love,  have  prevented  my  little  ambaffador 
from  arriving  fooner.  Any  one  of  thefe  evils 
is  quite  fufficient  moft  terribly  to  derange  the 
freedom  of  our  will. 

I fhall  not  fail  to  fpeak  my  fentiments,  with 
all  pofflble  franknefs,  concerning  the  works 
which  you  have  had  the  goodnefs  to  fend  me ; 
it  will  be  the  moft  manifeft  mark  I am  able  to 
afford  you  of  my  efteem.  If  I ftate  my  doubts 
it  is  not  in  the  fpirit  of  arrogance  ; neither 
is  it  that  I have  a high  opinion  of  my  own 
talents^  but  it  is  for  the  difcovery  of  truth.  My 

doubts 
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doubts  are  but  quedions,  that  I may  gain  more 
perfect  indru&ion,  and  avoid  all  the  impedi- 
ments which  are  met  with  in  a path  fo  thorny 
as  that  of  metaphyfics.  Thefe  are  the  reafons 
which  oblige  me  never  to  difguife  my  fenti- 
ments  from  you.  It  were  to  be  wifhed  that  all 
intercourfe  might  be  the  traffic  of  truth  ; but 
how  many  men  can  be  found  capable  of  liden- 
ing  to  truth  ? An  unfortunate  degree  of  pre- 
fumption,  a pernicious  idea  of  infallibilitv,  a fa- 
tal habit  of  feeing  all  bend  in  their  prefence, 
places  truth  at  a didance.  They  can  only  fuf- 
fer  the  echo  of  their  own  thoughts,  and  they 
carry  tyranny  fo  far  as  to  wifh  to  govern 
thoughts  and  opinions  with  as  much  defpotifm 
as  the  Ruffians  would  govern  a fervile  troop  of 
flaves.  Virtue  alone  is  worthy  of  hearing  truth; 
flnee  the  world  is  in  love  with  error,  and  wilhes 
to  be  deceived,  it  mud  be  abandoned  to  its  evil 
dediny;  and,  in  my  opinion,  the  mod  flatter- 
ing homage  we  can  pay  to  any  perfon  is  to  dis- 
cover freely  our  thoughts,  without  fear  of  of- 
fence : in  a word,  to  dare  to  contradidt  an  au- 
thor is  to  render  tacit  homage  to  his  modera- 
tion, his  judice,  and  his  reafon. 

You  have  infpired  me  with  the  mod  charm- 
ing hopes ; it  is  not  fufficient  that  you  fhould 
indrudt  me  in  fubjedls  the  mod  profound,  but 

you 
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you  think  alfo  of  my  recreation.  What  is  it 
that  I do  not  owe  you  ! Heaven  certainly  fent 
me  a man  of  your  merit  for  my  happinefs:  you 
flngly  are  worth  thoufands. 

.You  have  at  prefent  received  a fufficient 
quantity  of  my  verfes,  which  I fent  off  for  Cirey 
at  the  end  of  November.  I am  paflionately 
fond  of  poetry,  but  I have  too  many  obftacles  to 
furmount  to  write  any  thing  paflable.  I write 
in  a foreign  language,  I want  warmth  of  ima- 
gination, and  all  the  good  things  had  been  faid 
before  I became  an  author.  I refemble  vines, 
which  always  partake  of  the  quality  of  the 
ground  in  which  they  are  planted.  It  fhould 
feem  that  Remufberg  is  tolerably  proper  for 
rhyme,  but  that  this  place,  at  mod,  can  only 
produce  profe.  Have  the  goodnefs  to  allure 
the  incomparable  Emily  of  my  whole  efteem. 
She  has  difarmed  my  anger  by  the  extrafl  from 
your  metaphyfics  which  I have  juft  received. 
I will  freely  confefs  I had  fome  regret  to  difco- 
ver  the  leaft  trifle  in  her  which  can  approach 
imperfection  : at  prefent  Ihe  is  fuch  as  I deflre 
her  to  be. 

Although  I do  not  difcover  the  word  Cirey 
among  my  hereditary  titles,  I neverthelefs  feel 
you  were  formed  to  inftruCt,  as  I was  to  admire 
yotK  To  repeat  any  afturances  of  my  efteem 

would 
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Would  be  fuperfluous.  OF  this  I flatter  myfelf 
you  are  convinced,  as  well  as  of  all  the  fend- 
meats  with  which  I am, 


LETTER  XXXIX. 

From  M.  de  Voltaire . 

January  23d,  1738^ 

J HAVE  received  a letter  from  Berlin, 
dated  December  26th,  which  contains  two  prin- 
cipal articles ; the  one  full  of  goodnefs,  tender- 
nefs,  and  attention,  enough  to  overwhelm  me 
with  the  mod  flattering  benefits;  and  the  fecond 
a very  forcibly  written  effay  on  metaphyfics. 
We  fhould  have  fuppofed  the  letter  had  been 
fent  by  Leibnitz,  or  Wolf,  to  fome  one  of  their 
friends,  but  it  is  figned  Frederic.  This  is  one 
of  the  prodigies  you,  fir,  enadb  Your  royal 
highnefs  perfectly  fills  your  character  ; you  clear 
me  from  the  afperfions  of  calumny,  you  protect 
my  honour  againfk  the  drafts  of  envy,  and  fend 
the  food  of  intelligence  for  my  mind. 

1 am,  therefore,  proceeding  in  metaphylica! 
midnight  to  combat  againft  Leibnitz,  Wolf,  and 

Frederic. 
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Frederic.  Behold  me,  like  Ajax,  fighting  in 
the  dark,  and  hear  me  exclaim,  Great  Jove  ! 
afford  us  but  light,  and  be  thou  our  opponent*. 

But,  before  I enter  the  lifts,  I will  tranfcribe 
two  epiftles  to  put  in  the  packet,  which  are  the 
commencement  of  a kind  of  moral  fyftem  1 be- 
gan about  a year  ago.  Four  epiftles  are  writ- 
ten ; tliefe  are  the  two  drift;  the  fubject  of  the 
one  is  the  equality  of  mankind,  the  other  is  on 
freedom.  It  is  impertinent  enough  in  me,  an 
atom  of  Cirey,  to  fay,  to  a head  over  which  a 
crown  is  fqfp  ended,  that  men  are  equal,  and  to 
fend  fatiricai  rhymes  againft  the  partifans  of  fa- 
tality, to  a philofopher  who  lends  fupport  fo 
powerful  to  the  fyftem  of  neceffity. 

But  thefe  two  rafh  a6ts  of  mine  prove  the 
goodnefs  of  your  royal  highnefs.  You  lay  no 
conftraint  on  the  confcience  : you  permit  us  to 
difpute  with  you.  Thus  the  angel  wreftled 
with  Jacob.  I fhall  remain  lame,  but  no  mat- 
ter ; I wifti  to  acquire  the  honour  of  having 
fought. 

* The  words  of  Homer  are 

• 1 ■ o(p$cx,h[AO?criv  iSz&cii 

h (pa.si  Xg  oAfc raov  inii  vvloi  e 

Literally — Give  us  but  light  and  deftroy  us,  fince  fuch  is 
thy  wiM.  T. 


As 
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As  to  the  equality  of  mankind,  I believe  it  as 
firmly  as  I believe  that  a mind  like  yours  would 
every  where  be  equal.  Your  motto  is 


Nave  ferar  magna , an  parva  ferar , unus  et  idem . 


With  refped  to  freedom,  the  fubjed  is  a 
kind  of  chaos.  Let  us  fee  whether  Clarke, 
Locke,  and  Newton  ought  to  be  my  inftrudors ; 
or  whether  Leibnitz,  though  in  the  charader 
of  a prince,  fiiould  afford  me  information.  No- 
thing certainly  can  be  more  ftrong  than  what 
your  royal  highnefs  has  faid  in  proof  of  necefli- 
ty.  I immediately  perceive  you  entertain  the 
fame  opinion  as  Leibnitz  and  Wolf,  on  the  ade- 
quate caufe . It  is  a fine  idea,  that  is  to  fay  a 
true  one  ; for,  in  fine,  there  is  nothing  without 
a caufe,  nothing  which  has  not  a reafon  for  its 
exiftence.  But  does  that  idea  exclude  the  free- 
dom of  man  ? 

I.  What  do  I underfland  by  freedom  ? — The 
power  of  thinking  and  of  ading,  in  confequence 
of  a power  which  is  very  bounded,  as  all  my  fa- 
culties are. 

II.  Is  it  I who  think,  and  who  confequently 
aft,  or  is  it  another  who  thinks  and  ads  for  me  ? 
If  it  be  myfelf,  I am  free ; for  to  be  free  is  to  ad. 
Whatever  is  paflive  is  not  free. — Is  it  another 

who 
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who  a6ts  for  me  ? I am  deceived  by  that  other, 
when  I fuppofe  myfelf  to  be  the  agent. 

III.  Who,  what,  is  that  other  who  deceives 
me?.  Either  there  is  or  there  is  not  a God.  If 
there  be  a God,  it  is  he  who  deceives  me,  con- 
tinually ; that  infinitely  wife,  infinitely  confift- 
ent  Being,  who,  without  adequate  caufe,  is  eter- 
nally occupied  in  errors  direCtly  oppofite  to  his 
offence,  which  is  truth. 

If  there  be  no  God,  what  is  it  then  which  de- 
ceives me  ? Is  it  matter,  which,  of  itfelf,  is  des- 
titute of  intelligence  ? 

IV.  To  prove  to  ourfelves,  in  defpite  of  this 
interior  con  vision,  of  this  teftimony  which  we 

1 

render  ourfelves  of  our  freedom,  I fay  to  prove 
to  Gurfelves  that  no  fuch  freedom  exlfts,  we 
mud  firft  neceffarily  prove  it  to  be  impof- 
fible.  This  appears  to  me  inconteflable.  Let 
us  examine  how  it  would  be  impotable. 

V.  Freedom  could  only  be  impoffible  after 
two  ways ; either  becaufe  there  is  no  being 
that  can  bellow  it,  or  becaufe  it  is  in  itfelf  a 
contradiction  in  terms,  like  as  a long  fquare  is 
a contradiction*  But  the  idea  of  the  freedom  of 
man  contains  nothing  in  itfelf  that  is  contradic- 
tory. We  are,  therefore,  to  enquire  whether  the 
infinite  Being,  the  Creator,  be  free ; and,  if  he 
be,  whether  he  were  able  to  impart  a fmall  pon- 

vql.  vi,  R tion 
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tion  of  this  attribute  ta  man,  like  as  he  has  im- 
parted a fmall  portion  of  his  intelligence. 

VI.  If  God  be  not  free,  he  is  not  an  agent ; 
confequently  he  is  not  God.  If  he  be  free  and 
omnipotent,  it  follows  that  he  was  able  to  im- 
part freedom  to  man.  We  have,  therefore,  to 
enquire  what  reafon  there  is  to  believe  he  has 
not  imparted  this  gift. 

VII.  It  is  pretended  that  God  has  not  given 
us  freedom,  becaufe,  if  we  were  agents,  we 
fhould  then  be  independent  of  himfelf.  And 
what,  it  is  alked,  would  God  do  when  we  fhould 
adt  from  ourfelves?  To  this  I give  two  anfwers: 
i.  That  God  does  when  men  adt  that  which  he 
did  before  men  had  being,  and  that  which  he  lliall 
do  when  they  are  no  more.  2.  That  his  power  is 
not  the  lefs  necelfary  for  the  prefervation  of  his 
works,  and  that  the  communication  which  he 
has  made  to  us  of  a fmall  portion  of  freedom  is 
110  dedudtion  from  his  infinite  power,  fince  it  is 
itfelf  an  effedf  of  his  infinite  power. 

VIII.  It  is  objedted  that  we  are  hurried  away 
fometimes  in  defpite  of  ourfelves ; and  I an- 
fwer,  then  we  are  fometimes  mailers  of  our-- 
felves.  Illnefs  proves  health,  and  freedom  is 
the  health  of  the  foul. 

IX.  The  alfent  of  the  underflanding,  it  is 
added,  is  necelfary,  and  the  will  follows  the  af- 
fent ; 
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ferit ; therefore,  man  wills  and  ads  from  necef- 
fity.  I reply  that  we  really  wifli  from  neceffity ; 
but  to  wifli  and  to  will  are  two  very  different 
things : and  fo  different  that  a wife  man  often 
wills  and  does  that  which  he  does  not  wifli.  To 
combat  our  wifli  is  the  mod  exalted  effed  of 
freedom,  and  I imagine  that  one  of  the  great 
iburces  of  mifunderftanding  among  men,  on  this 
fubjed,  originates  in  often  confounding  the  wifli 
and  the  will. 

X.  But,  were  we  free,  fay  thofe  who  objed, 
there  would  be  no  God.  I believe,  on  the  con- 
trary, that  it  is  becaufe  there  is  a God  that  we 
are  free  ; for,  were  it  all  neceffity,  did  this  world 
exifl  of  itfelf,  from  abfolute  neceffity  (which 
abounds-  in  contradidions)  it  is  certain  that 
every  thing  would  then  be  performed  by  mo- 
tions which  would  necdfarily  be  conneded  : 
there  would  then  be  no  freedom.  Hence,  no 
God  no  freedom.  I am  much  furprifed  to  ob- 
ferve  the  reafons  on  this  fubjed  which  have 
efcaped  the  illuftrious  Leibnitz. 

XL  The  moft  formidable  argument  that  has 
ever  been  brought,  againft  our  freedom,  is  the 
inipoliibility  of  making  it  accord  with  the  pre- 
fcience  of  God;  and  when  I am  told  God  knows 
that  which  you  fliall  do  twenty  years  hence, 
therefore,  what  you  (hall  do  twenty  years  hence 
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is  abfolute  neceflity,  I confefs,  I am  at  a ftand, 
that  I have  nothing  to  anfwer,  and  that  all  phi- 
lofophers  who  have  endeavoured  to  reconcile 
future  contingencies  with  the  prefcience  of  God 
have  been  very  bad  negociators.  There  are 
fome  who  have  effrontery  enough  to  fay  that 
God  may  very  well  be  ignorant  of  future  con- 
tingencies ; nearly,  if  I may  be  permitted  the 
comparifon,  as  a king  may  be  ignorant  of  the 
future  aCts  of  his  general,  to  whom  he  has 
given  full  powers. 

Thefe  people  go  ftill  further ; they  maintain 
that  it  would  not  only  be  no  imperfection  in  a 
Supreme  Being  to  be  ignorant  of  what  creatures 
fhould  freely  do,  whom  he  has  created  free, 
but  that,  on  the  contrary,  it  feems  molt  worthy 
of  the  Supreme  Being  to  create  beings  fimilar 
to  himfelf ; fimilar,  I fay,  in  that  they  think, 
will,  and  adt ; inftead  of  creating  mere  ma- 
chines. 

They  add  that  God  cannot  be  guilty  of  con- 
tradiction ; and  perhaps  there  would  be  a con- 
tradiction in  forefeeing  what  his  creatures  muft 
do,  yet,  at  the  fame  time,  communicating  to 
them  the  power  of  doing  or  forbearing  ; for, 
fay  they,  freedom  confi Its  in  the  power  of  adting 
or  forbearing  to  adt ; therefore,  did  God  pre- 
cifely  know  which  of  the  two  would  happen, 

the 
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the  oppolite  would  be  impoffible,xand  there 
would  be  no  freedom.  Thus  thefe  people  ad- 
mit freedom  and  deny  prefcience,  which  to  ad- 
mit would,  according  to  them,  imply  a contra- 
diction in  terms. 

In  fine,  they  affirm  that  God  rnuft  be  igno- 
rant of  that  of  which  it  is  his  nature  to  be  igno- 
rant ; and  they  are  daring  enough  to  fay  that 
it  is  his  nature  to  be  ignorant  of  all  future  con- 
tingencies, and  that  he  cannot  know  that  which 
is  not. 

Might  it  not  very  well  be,  fay  they,  that, 
from  the  fame  (lore  of  wifdom  which  makes 
God  forefee,  eternally  forefee,  things  neceffiary, 
he  fhould  be  ignorant  of  things  free  ? Would 
he  be  lefs  the  creator  of  all  things,  of  free 
agents,  and  of  beings  purely  paffive  ? 

Who  has  told  us,  continue  they,  that  it  would 
not  be  a fufficiently  great  fatisfaCtion  for  God 
to  fee  how  fo  many  free  beings,  whom  he  has 
created  in  fo  many  worlds,  freely  aft  ? This 
pleafure,  continually  new,  of  obferving  how  his 
creatures  every  moment  employ  the  inftruments 
he  has  bellowed,  might  well  be  equal  to  that 
eternal  and  indolent  contemplation  of  himfelf, 
which  is  incompatible  with  the  external  occupa- 
tions that  are  attributed  to  him. 

It  is  objected  to  thefe  reafoners  that  God  in 
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an  inflant  fees  the  pail,  the  prefent,  and  the  fu- 
ture ; that  eternity  is  to  him  momentaneous : 
but  they  reply  they  do  not  underfland  this  lan- 
guage ; and  that  an  eternity,  which  is  but  a mo- 
ment, appears  to  them  as  abfurd  as  an  immen- 
fity,  which  is  but  a point. 

Might  we  not  fay,  without  being  equally 
bold,  that  God  forefees  our  free  aCtions,  nearly 
in  the  fame  manner  as  a wife  man  forefees  the 
part  he  fhall  aCt  on  fuch  an  occafion,  and  with 
a man  with  whofe  character  he  is  acquainted  ? 
The  difference  would  be  that  the  man  would 
forefee  erroneoufly,  and  that  God  would  fore- 
fee with  infinite  fagacity.  This  is  the  opinion 
of  Clarke. 

I own  all  this  appears  to  me  very  doubtful, 
and  that  it  is  a confeffion  rather  than  a folution 
of  the  difficulty.  In  fine,  fir,  I own  that  very 
excellent  objections  are  made  againfl  freedom, 
but  equally  good  are  made  againfl  the  exiftence 
of  God ; and  as,  in  defpite  of  the  extreme  dif- 
ficulties raifed  againfl  a creating  providence,  I 
ftill  believe  in  creation  and  providence,  fo  do  I 
believe  myfelf  free  (that  is  to  fay  to  a certain 
point)  in  defpite  of  the  powerful  objections 
which  you  make. 

I therefore  write  to  your  royal  highnefs,  not 
a5  to  an  automaton  created  to  be  at  the  head  of 
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fome  millions  of  human  puppets,  but  as  a being 
among  the  mod  free,  and  the  wifeft,  God  has 
ever  deigned  to  form. 

Indulge  me,  fir,  in  a refledion.  Among 
twenty  men,  nineteen  vtnll  be  found  who  do  not 
govern  themfeives  by  principle,  but  your  foul 
appears  to  be  of  the  fmaller  number,  full  of 
fortitude  and  grandeur,  and  which  ads  as.  it 
thinks. 

In  the  name  of  humanity,  condefcend  to  be- 
lieve that  we  have  fome  freedom ; for,  fhould 
you  imagine  we  are  pure  machines,  what  will 
become  of  the  friendfhip  in  which  you  delight  ? 
What  will  be  the  value  of  the  great  adions  you 
(hall  perform  ? What  mud  be  the  gratitude  due  - 
to  your  royal  highnefs,  for  endeavouring  to 
render  mankind  better  and  more  happy  ? In 
fine,  how  mud  you  regard  the  attachment  of 
others  to  yourfelf,  the  fervices  that  may  be  ren- 
dered you,  or  the  blood  that  may  be  fhed  in 
your  behalf?  And  fhall  the  mod  generous,  the 
mod  tender,  the  wifed  of  men,  contemplate  all 
that  is  done  to  give  him  pleafure  with  the  fame 
indifference  as  he  would  the  wheels  of  a water- 
mill, that  keep  turning,  and  are  worn  and  brok- 
en to  pieces  by  their  ufeful  labours?  No,  fir, 
your  foul  is  too  noble  thus  to  deprive  itfelf  of 
the  mod  fplendid  part  of  its  inheritance. 
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Pardon  thefe  arguments,  this  morality,  and 
this  babbling.  I do  not  fay  I have  not  been 
free  while  fpeaking  thus  ; no,  I imagine  I have 
written  with  great  freedom,  and  it  is  this  free- 
dom/or which  I aik  pardon. 

The  marchioneis  du  Chatelet  fails  not  to  join 
jne  in  refpedt  and  admiration. 

My  laft  letter  was  that  of  a pedantic  gramma- 
rian, and  this  of  a bad  metaphyfician.  But 
that,  and  this,  and  all  others  will  be  from  a man 
eternally  attached  to  your  royal  highnefs. 

I am,  &x. 


LETTER  XL. 

From  the  Prince  Royal. 

SIR,  Potfdam,  January  19,  1738*. 

I HOPE  you  have  by  this  time  received 
the  memoirs  on  the  government  of  the  czar  Pe- 
ter and  the  verfes  which  I fent  you.  They  were 
committed  to  the  care  of  a captain  in  my  regi- 
ment, of  the  name  of  Ploetz,  who  is  at  Lune- 
yille,  and  who  apparently  could  not  remit  them 

* January  the  26th  in  the  Berlin  edition. 

to 
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to  you  {boner,  either  from  the  abfence  of  feme 
officers,  or  for  want  of  finding  a good  oppor- 
tunity, 

I am  convinced  I rifk  nothing  in  confiding 
fecret  and  curious  memoirs  to  you  ; your  dis- 
cretion and  prudence  deprive  me  of  all  the  fears 
I might  otherwife  entertain.  My  reafon  for 
remarking  to  you  what  ufe  ought  to  he  made 
of  thefe  memoirs,  on  the  Mufcovites,  was  only 
to  let  you  underftand  the  neceffity  there  is  to 
employ  fome  management  in  treating  on  fub- 
jecls  of  fuch  delicacy.  Molt  princes  have  a lin- 
gular paffion  for  genealogies ; this  is  a kind  of 
felf-love,  which  extends  back  to  their  remotefl 
predeceifors,  and  which  interefts  them  in  the 
renown,  not  only  of  their  anceftors  in  a right 
line,  but  likewife  for  their  collaterals.  To  ven- 
ture to  tell  them  that  fome  among  their  prede- 
ceffors  have  been  men  of  little  virtue,  and  con- 
fequentiy  very  contemptible,  is  to  commit  an 
injury  which  they  will  never  pardon  ,*  and  woe 
to  the  profane  author  who  has  had  the  temerity 
to  enter  the  fanctuary  of  their  hjftory,  and  to 
divulge  the  fhame  of  their  houfe. 

If  this  delicacy  did  but  extend  to  the  reputa- 
tion of  their  female  predecellors,  tolerable  rea- 
fons  might  indeed  be  given  for  a zeal  fo  ar- 
dent but  to  pretend  that  fifty  or  iixty  of  our 
progenitors  have  all  been  the  moil  worthy  men 
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poffible  is  to  confine  virtue  to  a fingle  family, 
and  to  be  guilty  of  injuftice  to  the  whole  hu- 
man race. 

I one  day  was  thoughtlefs  enough  to  fay,  in 
the  prefence  of  a certain  perfon,  that  fuch  ano- 
ther perfon  was  guilty  of  an  addon  unworthy  of 
a gentleman.  Unfortunately  for  me,  it  hap- 
pened that  the  perfon  of  whom  I had  fo  freely 
fpoken  was  a fort  of  couf  n to  the  other  ; and 
he  took  up  the  affair  very  ferioufly.  I afked 
the  reafon  of  his  behaviour,  was  informed,  and 
was  obliged  to  fubjed  myfelf  to  a long  genealo- 
gical detail,  to  examine  in  wrhat  my'miftake 
confided.  I had  no  other  refource  than  that  of 
facrificing  all  thofe,  among  my  relations,  who 
did  not  merit  to  be  among  them,  to  the  anger  of 
the  perfon  offended.  I was  loudly  blamed,  but 
I juftified  myfelf  by  faying  that  every  man  of 
honour,  every  worthy  man,  was  my  relation,  and 
that  I knew  no  other. 

If  a private  perfon  can  be  fo  grievoufly  of- 
fended by  ill  fpoken  of  his  kindred,  what  may 
be  the  anger  of  a fovereign  to  whom  ill  fhould 
be  fpoken  of  one  of  her  progenitors*,  who  in  her 
opinion  was  a refpedable  charader,  and  from 
whom  (he  derives  all  her  grandeur  ? 

I feel  myfelf  very  little  capable  of  cenfuring 

* The  Berlin  edition  reads — une  fouveralne — in  the  femi- 
nine ; consequently  refers  to  Anne  Petrowna,  at  that  time 
emprefs  of  Rufila.  T. 
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your  works ; you  ftamp  them  with  the  character 
of  immortality,  to  which  nothing  can  be  added; 
and,  notwithstanding  the  deiire  1 have  to  be  of 
fervice  to  you,  I perceive  I never  can  do  you 
the  good  office  which  was  performed  by  the  old 
woman  of  Moliere,  when  he  read  his  comedies 
to  her.  I have  told  you  my  opinion  concern- 
ing the  tragedy  of  Merope,  which,  according 
to  the  little  knowledge  I have  of  the  theatre 
and  the  rules  of  the  dramatic  art,  appears  to  me 
the  mold  regular  piece  you  have  ever  written. 

I am  perfuaded  it  will  do  more  honour  to  you 
than  Alzira,  and  I intreat  you  would  be  kind 
enough  to  fend  me  the  corre&ion  of  thofe  er- 
rors of  the  tranfcriber  which  I pointed  out  to 
you. 

I (hall  try  the  route  of  Treves,  according  to 
your  requeft,  and  I hope  you  will  take-care  that 
my  letters  fhall  be  fent  you  from  Treves  to  Ci- 
rey,  and  to  inform  the  poft-mafter  of  the  atten- 
tion it  is  neceffary  he  Should  pay  to  this  corre- 
spondence. You  give  me  to  underhand  it  would 
not  be  difagreeable  to  you  to  receive  fome  mu* 
fical  compofition  of  mine  : be  fo  good  as  to  in- 
form me  what  number  of  performers  you  have, 
that,  by  knowing  this,  and  the  inftruments  they 
play,  I may  fend  you  pieces  properly  adapted. 
I will  fend  you  le  Couvreur , fet  as  a cantata. 

9ue 
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Que  vozs  -je  ! Quel  objet ! Quail  ces  lewes  charmantes,  &g9 

But  I fear  to  awaken  in  you  the  recollection 
of  happinefs  which  is  paft ; we  rather  ought  to 
detach  the  mind  from  gloomy  fubje&s.  Our 
life  is  too  fhort  to  abandon  ourfelves  to  cha- 
grin ; wre  fcarcely  have  time  to  make  merry, 
I (hall,  therefore,  only  fend  you  cheerful  mufic. 

The  imprudent  Thiriot  has  trumpeted  to  the 
four  quarters  of  the  world  that  I have  addreffed 
an  epiftle  in  veife  to  madame  de  la  Popeliniere. 
Had  thefe  verfes  been  paffable  my  vanity  would 
not  have  failed  to  have  teazed  you  with  them 
immediately,  but,  the  truth  is,  they  are  very  in- 
different ; and,  for  this  reafon,  I repent  of  hav- 
ing fhewn  them. 

I fhould  be  very  glad  to  live  in  a temperate 
climate.  I very  much  wifh  to  merit  and  to 
poffefs  friends  like  yourfelf,  and  to  be  efieemed 
by  worthy  people.  I would  willingly  renounce 
that  which  forms  the  principal  objeCt  of  the 
cupidity  and  ambition  of  men ; but  I feel  that 
were  I not  a prince  I Ihould  be  very  infignifi- 
cant.  Your  merit  is  fufficient  to  make  you 
efteemed  and  envied,  and  to  gain  admiration  ; 
for  my  part,  titles,  heraldry,  and  revenues  are 
neceffary  for  me  to  attraCl  the  attention  of  man- 
kind. Ah  ! my  dear  friend,  how  much  reafon 
have  you  to  be  fatisfied  with  your  deftiiiy  i A 
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great  prince,  being  on  the  point  of  falling  into 
the  hands  of  his  enemies,  while  his  courtiers 
were  in  tears  and  defpairing  around  him,  utter- 
ed thefe  few  words,  which  include  much  mean- 
ing : “ I feel,  by  your  tears,  I am  yet  a king.” 

How  much  is  my  gratitude  indebted  to  you 
for  all  the  trouble  I give  you.  You  continually 
inftruCl  me,  yet  are  not  weary  of  inftru  cling. 

I fhould,  in  reality,  fir,  be  very  ungrateful  did  I 
not  feel  all  you  do  for  me ; at  prefent  I apply 
myfelf  to  put  all  thofe  rules  in  practice  you  have 
given  me,  and  I intreat  you  would  not  be  weary 
of  correction. 

I have  more  than  once  afked  myfelf  how  it 
fhould  happen  that  the  French,  who  are  fo  fond 
of  novelty,  fhould  at  prefent  revive  the  antique 
language  of  Marot.  The  French  tongue  cer- 
tainly  was  not  at  that  time  nearly  fo  much  po- 
lithed  as  it  is  at  prefent.  What  pleafure  can 
the  chafte  ear  find  in  founds  fo  rude  as  the  fol- 
lowing old  words  afford,  oncques , freuxy  la  ma- 
chine publique,  accoutremens , &c.  &c? 

Should  any  perfon  in  Paris  appear  in  the  drefs 
of  the  age  of  Henry  IV.  it  would  be  thought 
very  ftrange,  though  that  drefs  might  be  equally 
convenient  with  the  modern.  How  does  it 
happen,  pray,  that  the  French  wifh  to  fpeak 
and  to  revive  a language  the  contemporary  of 
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falhions  which  they  will  no  longer  endure? 
What  renders  it  more  extraordinary  is  that  lan- 
guage is  but  little  underftood,  at  prefent,  while 
the  language  of  the  prefent  day  is  much  more 
corred,  and  much  better ; is  fufceptible  of  all 
the  {implicity  of  that  of  Marot,  and  is  poffefted 
of  beauties  to  which  the  other  never  durft  pre- 
tend. Thefe,  in  my  opinion,  are  the  effeds  of 
ill  tafte,  and  the  freaks  of  caprice.  It  mufl  be 
confetTed  there  is  fomething  very  ftrange  in  the 
human  mind. 

I am  now  about  to  return  to  the  place  of  my 
refidence,  to  devote  myfelf  to  ftudy,  and  again 
refort  to  philofophy,  hiftory,  poetry,  and  mufic 
I own  to  you  I am  in  fear  of  the  mathematics ; 
they  render  the  imagination  dry,  and  that  is  a 
defed  to  which  we  Germans  are  already  too 
fubjed ; ours  is  an  ungrateful  foil,  which  muft 
be  tilled  and  watered  incefiantly,  if  we  would 
render  it  produdive. 

Allure  the  marchionefs  du  Chatelet  of  my 
whole  efteem,  and  tell  Emily  I entertain  all 
poflible  admiration  for  her.  With  refped  to 
yourfelf,  fir,  you  muft  reft  perfuaded  of  the 
perfed  efteem  I entertain  for  you.  I once 
more  repeat  I fihall  continue  this  efteem  for  you 
as  long  as  I live,  and  that  with  thofe  fentime'nts 
of  admiration  with  which  you  fo  well  know  how 
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to  infpire  all  thofe  who  are  acquainted  with, 
you,  I remain, 

S i R, 

Your  very  faithful  affectionate  friend. 


LETTER  XLI. 

From  M.  de  Voltaire . 

SIR,  January,  173  8. 

I HAVE  received  the  moft  agreeable 
new-year’s  gifts  that  ever  were  accepted ; two 
large  packets  from  your  royal  highnefs  have  ar- 
rived both  at  once,  the  one  by  favour  of  M. 
Thiriot,  and  the  other  by  that  of  M.  Ploetz,  a 
captain  in  your  regiment,  who  addreifed  his 
packet  to  me  from  Luneville.  By  favour  of 
the  fame  M.  Ploetz,  I have  the  honour  to  re- 
turn an  anfvver  to  your  royal  highnefs,  on  the 
very  day,  or  rather,  the  very  night  I received 
your  letter ; for  I paffed  a great  part  of  the 
night  in  reading  your  verfes,  which  thefe  two 
packets  contained,  and  the  very  inllructive 
profe  concerning  Ruliia. 

Be  allured,  fir,  your  poetry  has  done  this 
pr°fe  great  injury,  and  that  we  love  better  to 
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read  four  rhymes  figned  Frederic , than  every* 
event  the  empire  of  the  Ruffians,  or  univerfaf 
hiftory  itfelf,  could  afford.  It  is  not  becaufe 
thefe  verfes  praife  Emily  and  me,  nor  is  it  be- 
caufe French  verfes  have  had  the  honour  to  be 
written  by  an  heir  to  a kingdom  of  Germany; 
it  is  truly  becaufe  they  are  very  charming,  ex- 
ceedingly well  written,  and  in  the  beft  poffible 
tafte.  The  marchionefs  du  Chatelet,  who  hi- 
therto has  only  been  a philofopher,  intends  to 
become  a poet,  that  £he  may  anfwer  you. 

For  my  own  part,  fir,  I have  fo  many  of 
your  prefents  that  I know  not  which  to  fpeak 
of  firft.  We  were  only  able  to  read  the  whole 
very  rapidly,  but,  at  the  firft  glance,  we  gave 
the  preference  to  the  little  piece  in  lines  of  eight 
fyllables,  in  which  you  have  drawn  a parallel 
between  the  retired  and  free  life  you  now  live, 
with  that  which  you  muft  one  day  unfortunate- 
ly7 lead. 

Tell  me  whether  my  conjecture  be  true;  I 
am  perfuaded  that  thefe  verfes  coft  you  lefs  in 
the  writing  than  the  others.  They  breathe  the 
facility,  the  eafe,  the  grace  of  genius.  It  fur- 
ther appears  to  me  that  of  all  ftyles  this  perhaps 
is  moft  fuitable  to  a prince  like  you,  becaufe  it 
abounds  with  that  freedom  and  thofe  charms 
with  which  you  infpire  the  focieties  you  honour 
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with  your  prefence.  This  ftyle  does  not  par- 
take of  the  labour  of  a man  too  much  occupied 
by  poetry*  Your  other  works  have  their  va- 
lue; I fhall  have  the  honour  to  mention  them 
in  my  firft  letter,  but  this  fhall  be  the  faint  of 
the  day;  There  are  but  very  few  errors  which 
have  efcaped  from  the  vivacity  of  the  royal 
author,  and  thefe  are  rather  the  errors  of  the 
hand  than  of  the  underftanding.  For  example* 

J ’aufe  profiter  de  la  vie, 

Sans  craindre  les  tres  de  Penvie. 

In  your  hafte  you  have  written  faufe  for  fofe> 
ires  for  traits > matein  for  matin , &c.  Y ou  fuppofe 
amitie  tobefourfyllables,  and  it  is  but  three ; car* 
Here  in  like  manner  you  imagine  three  fyllables, 
and  it  is  but  two.  Thefe  are  fuch  obfervations 
as  the  door-keeper  of  the  French  academy 
might  fend  ; but  the  reafon  is,  fir,  that  I have 
few  others  to  make.  I do  but  fet  your  (hoe 
buckle  ftrait,  while  the  Graces  prefent  and 
adjuft  your  robes. 

The  reafon  I have  thus  far  preferred  this 
work  is  that  it  is  an  unadorned  picture  of  your 
prefent  life.  I feem  to  be  one  of  the  courtiers 
of  your  royal  highnefs,  to  have  the  happinefs  of 
hearing  you,  and  to  repeat  my  doubts  on  thofe 
fciences  you  (ludy.  Cirey  is  befide  the  picture 
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of  Remufberg  in  miniature ; my  heroine  lives 
like  my  hero.  I fhould  fay  fomething  concern- 
ing the  epiflle  which  your  royal  highnefs  has 
addrefled  to  her,  but  I fhould  do  you  both 
wrong  were  I not  to  let  her  anfwer  for  herfelf. 

Worthy  alike  to  liften  or  to  fpeak, 

’Tis  hers  alone  to  anfwer  all  you  write. 

To  fuch  an  Alexanders  noble  theme 
Such  a Thaleftris  only  can  reply. 

How  many  thanks  have  I to  return  your  royal 
highnefs  for  the  letter  from  M.  Duhan  to  M. 
Pene ! I fcarcely  dare  mention  the  verfes  you 
have  deigned  to  addrefs  to  me.  How  high  is 
my  reward,  and  how  great  is  my  encouragement 
to  merit  if  poflible  your  bounties  ! Be  kind 
enough  to  fuffer  me  to  recoiled  myfelf ; my 
brain  is  intoxicated.  I will  talk  of  all  thefe 
things  when  I am  fufficiently  cool. 

In  order  to  fober  myfelf,  I will  come  im- 
mediately to  the  profe,  and  the  particulars  con- 
cerning Ruflia,  which  you  have  been  kind 
enough  to  fend  me,  and  for  the  arrival  of  which 
I was  extremely  anxious. 

They  feem  to  have  been  written  by  a man 
well  acquainted  with  fads  and  the  country.  I 
am  not  aftonifhed  to  perceive  thofe  contrails  in 
the  czar  Peter  I.  which  difhonour  his  great 
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qualities,  and  all  that  I am  able  to  fay  in  excufe 
for  the  monarch  is  that  he  himfelf  was  fenfiblc 
of  them.  A burgomafter  of  Amfterdam  one 
day  praifed  him  for  his  defire  to  reform  his 
nation.  It  will  coft  me  much  trouble,  replied 
the  czar ; but  I have  a work  ftill  more  difficult 
to  perform.  What  is  that?  faid  the  Dutchman* 
To  reform  myfelf,  anfwered  the  czar.  I allow, 
fir,  he  was  a barbarian ; Hill  he  was  a barbarian 
who  created  a new  race;  a barbarian  who 
quitted  empire  that  he  might  learn  to  reign ; a 
barbarian  who  wreftled  againft:  education  and 
nature  ; he  founded  cities,  he  cut  canals  from 
fea  to  fea,  he  taught  a people  to  be  mariners 
who  had  no  ideas  of  fuch  an  art,  and  he  en- 
deavoured even  to  make  the  unfociable  live  in 
fociety. 

That  he  had  great  defefts  cannot  be  doubted, 
but  were  they  not  veiled  by  that  creative  fpirit 
which  made  him  imagine  fuch  a multitude  of 
projedts,  all  for  the  grandeur  of  his  country, 
and  many  of  which  have  been  executed  ? Did 
he  not  eftablifh  the  arts?  In  fine,  did  he  not 
diminifh  the  number  of  monks?  Your  royal 
highnefs  has  good  reafon  to  deteft  his  vices  and 
his  ferocity.  In  Alexander,  of  whom  you  fpeak, 
you  hate  the  murderer  of  Clytus;  but  do  you 
not  admire  the  avenger  of  Greece,  the  vanquifher 
S 2 Of 
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of  Darius,  and  the  founder  of  Alexandria? 
Do  you  not  recoiled  that  he  chadifed  the  in- 
folent  pride  of  the  Perfians,  that  he  built  cities 
which  became  the  centre  of  the  commerce  of 
the  world,  that  he  loved  the  arts,  and  that  he 
was  the  moft  generous  of  men. 

The  czar,  you  fay,  fir,  had  not  the  valour  of 
Charles  XII.  which  is  true;  dill  this  czar, 
though  born  with  little  valour,  fought  battles, 
beheld  men  killed  on  every  fide  of  him,  and 
perfonally  conquered  the  braved  man  on  earth. 
I love  a coward  who  gains  vidories. 

I will  not  dilfemble  his  faults,  but  I will 
bedow  all  poflible  praife,  not  only  on  all  the 
great  ads  he  performed  but  on  thofe  he  wifhed 
to  perform.  I wifh  all  the  hidories  which  only 
retrace  the  vices  and  the  phrenzies  of  kings 
were  funk  in  the  fea.  Of  what  ufe  are  thefe 
regiders  of  crimes  and  horrors  ? What  but 
fometimes  to  encourage  a feeble  prince  in  ex» 
cedes  of  which  he  would  be  afhamed,  if  he 
were  not  incited  by  example.  Will  a pope 
long  hefitate  to  commit  fraud,  and  adminifter 
poifon,  when  he  reads  that  Alexander  VI. 
maintained  himfelf  by  deceit,  and  by  poifoning 
his  enemies  ? 

Would  to  heaven  that  we  only  were  acquainted 
with  kings  from  the  good  they  have  done  ! The 
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world  would  be  happily  deceived,  and  no  fove- 
rcign  would  dare  perhaps  to  fet  an  example  of 
malignity  or  tyranny. 

I ihail  probably  be  obliged  to  fpeak  of  the 
emprefs  Martha,  afterward  named  Catharine, 
and  of  the  unfortunate  fon  of  this  ferocious 
legiflator.  May  1 venture  to  intreat  your  royal 
highnefs  to  procure  me  fome  intelligence  con- 
cerning the  life  of  that  lingular  woman,  and  the 
manners  and  the  kind  of  death  of  the  czarowitz. 
I much  fear  that  death  will  tarnilh  the  glory  of 
the  czar.  I know  not  whether  nature  rid  a 
great  man  of  a fon  who  was  unable  to  imitate 
him,  or  whether  the  father  fullied  his  reign  by 
& horrible  crime. 

Infelix,.  utcumque  ferent  ea  fata  nepotes  ! 

Will  your  royal  highnefs  have  the  goodnefs 
to  add  thefe  particulars  to  thofe  with  which  you 
have  already  honoured  me  ? You  were  born  to 
jprotedt  and  inftruft  me,  &c. 
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LETTER  XLIL 

From  M%  de  Voltaire . 

February  5,  1738. 

The  ring,  fir,  you  fent,  which  is  wrought  with  fuch  art. 
Though  bright  to  the  eye,  is  more  dear  to  the  heart. 
Charlemagne  and  Angelica  each  had  a ring. 

The  virtues  of  which  poets  rapturoufly  fing ; 

Yet  yours  is  fo  precious,  I boldly  aver, 

I none  but  the  ring  of  Hans-Carvel  prefer. 

Your  royal  highnefs  greatly  embarrafles  me 
by  your  goodnefs,  for  I fhall  foon  have  another 
tragedy  to  fend  you ; and,  however  great  an 
honour  it  may  be  to  receive  the  prefents  you 
fend,  I fhould  rather  wifh  this  new  tragedy  might 
ferve,  if  fo  it  could,  to  pay  for  the  prefent  ring 
than  appear  to  folicit  another. 

Pardon  my  poetic  infolence,  fir.  But  how 
can  you  exp e&c  my  mind  fhould  not  be  fomewhat 
inflated  ? You  grant  me  your  fuflrage,  which  is 
the  moft  flattering  recompenfe  I can  receive, 
and  I am  fo  well  fatisfied  with  this  reward  that  I 
do  not  feem  to  wifh  to  derive  any  other  from  my 
Merope.  Your  royal  highnefs  to  me  fhall  ftand 
in  lieu  of  the  public : I think  it  enough  that 

your 
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your  mafculine  mind,  worthy  of  your  rank,  has 
approved  a French  tragedy  without  love.  I will 
not  do  our  pit  and  boxes  the  honour  to  prefent 
them  with  a work  which  fo  ftrongly  condemns 
the  fophifticated  and  effeminate  tafte  which  has 
prevailed  among  us.  I dare  believe,  according 
to  the  opinion  of  your  royal  highnefs,  that  any 
man,  not  fpoiled  by  liftening  to  thofe  amorous 
elegies  which  we  name  tragedies,  will  be  affefted 
by  the  maternal  love  which  predominates  through 
Merope.  But  our  French  are  unfortunately  fo 
gallant,  and  fo  handfome,  that  all  authors  who 
have  treated  fuch  fubje&s  have  always  embel- 
lifhed  them  by  fome  amorous  intrigue,  between  a 
young  princefs  and  a very  amiable  cavalier. 
We  find  they  have  cut  for  partners  in  the  Ele&ra 
of  Crebillon ; a tragedy  in  other  refpe&s  of 
great  pathos.  The  Amafis  of  La  Grange,  which 
is  the  fubjeft;  of  Merope,  is  interlarded  with  an 
amour  exceedingly  well  managed.  This  in  fine 
is  our  general  tafte,  and  to  this  Corneille  always 
fubje&ed  himfelf.  When  C as  far  comes  to  Egypt, 
it  is  to  behold 


■ * — une  reine  adorable  ! * 

And  Anthony  anfwers  him — 

* An  adorable  queen. 
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Oui,*  feigneur ! Jc  I’ai  vue ; die  eft  incomparable  ! * 

Old  Marcian,  the  wrinkled  Sertorius,  holy 
Paulina,  and  the  proflitutecj  St.  Theodore,  are 
all  amorous. 

Not  that  love  is  a paffion  unworthy  the  flage; 
but  it  muft  be  tragic  love ; paffionate,  furious, 
cruel,  and  criminal;  nay,  if  you  pleafe,  hor- 
rible; but  not  gallant. 

Let  me  intreat  your  royal  highnefs  to  read 
the  Merope  of  the  marquis  Maffei,  written  in 
Italian,  and  you  will  perceive,  however  different 
it  may  be  from  mine,  I have  at  leaft  the  good 
fortune  to  agree  with  him  in  the  limplicity  of  my 
fubjeft,  and  in  the  attention  which  I have  paid 
not  to  leffen  the  intereft  of  the  piece  by  the  in- 
troducing of  any  intrigue  foreign  to  the  plot. 
To  employ  your  leifure  in  judging  the  works  of 
all  countries,  is  an  occupation  worthy  of  a genius 
like  yours.  This  is  the  true  univerfal  monarchy, 
and  far  more  certain  than  tlmt  to  which  the  houfes 
of  Auftria  and  Bourbon  have  afpired.  - 

I know  not  yet  whether  your  royal  highnefs 
has  received  my  packet,  and  the  letter  of  the 
marchionefs  du  Chatelet,  fent  by  favour  of  M. 
Plcetz.  I bid  you  adieu,  fir,  that  I may  imme- 

* Yes,  fir ; I have  feen  her ; flue  is  incomparable. 

diately 
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diately  apply  myfelf  to  the  new  work  with  which* 
jn  a few  weeks,  I hope  to  amufe  the  Trajan  and 
the  Maecenas  of  the  North. 

I am  with  the  moft  profound  refpeft  and  the 
tendereft  gratitude  & c. 

— ' - ■■■»  ■ ■ •-»- 

LETTER  XLIII, 

From  the  Prince  Royal. 

SIR , Remufberg,  February  4,  1738.* 

I AM  much  vexed  that  you  were  fo  long 
before  you  received  the  hiftory  of  the  czar,  and 
my  good  for  nothing  verfes.  You  will  dream 
better  lines  than  I can  write  waking,  and,  fhould 
any  that  are  paffable  be  found  in  the  crowd,  it 
will  only  be  becaufe  they  have  been  flolen  from, 
or  written  in  imitation  of,  yours.  I labour  like 
the  fculptor  who,  when  he  made  the  Venus  de 
Medicis,  formed  the  features  of  her  face  and  the 
proportions  of  her  body  after  the  moft  beautiful 
perfons  of  his  age.  It  was  mofaic  work ; but 
if  thefe  ladies  had  demanded,  the  one  her  eyes, 
the  other  her  neck,  and  a third  the  form  of  her 
countenance  what  of  the  poor  Venus  would  have 

remained 


* Undated  in  the  Berlin  cppy. 
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remained  to  the  ftatuary  ? I own  the  parallel 
between  my  life  and  that  of  the  court  coft  me 
little ; but  you  praife  it  more  than  it  deferves. 
It  is  rather  a narrative  of  my  occupations  than  a 
poetical  compofition,  embellifhed  with  proper 
imagery.  . I thought  not  to  have  fent  it  you,  fo 
very  negligent  did  I think  the  fbyle. 

I wait  with  impatience  for  the  verfes  which 
Emily  means  to  take  the  trouble  to  write.  I am 
certain  to  gain  by  the  traffic,  and  were  I a 
Cartefian  1 fhould  be  highly  vain  of  being  the 
occafional  caufe  of  good  productions  from  the 
march  ionefs. 

It  is  faid  that  when  prefents  are  made  to  princes 
they  are  returned  a hundred  fold,  but  here  it  is 
the  very  reverfe.  I fend  you  debafed  coin,  and 
you  return  me  ineftimable  merchandife.  How 
fortunate  it  is  to  have  a mind  refembling  yours  (or 
that  of  Emily)  which  like  a river  overflows  and 
fertilizes  the  country  wherever  its  waters  fpread! 
It  would  not  be  difficult  here  for  me  to  enume- 
rate the  many  occafions  you  have  taken  to  excite 
my  gratitude,  though  I fhould  have  an  infinity 
of  things  to  fay  of  the  Mundane,  of  his  defence, 
of  the  ode  to  Emily,  of  other  pieces,  and  of 
the  incomparable  Merope.  Tbefe  are  prefents 
which  you  are  the  only  man  in  the  world  capable 
of  making. 
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You  and  Apollo  Merope  reftore, 

With  beauties  fuch  as  make  mankind  adore  ; 

A perfed  model  of  the  true  fublime, 

And  draw  down  Envy’s  curfe  in  profe  and  rhyme. 

You  cannot  imagine  how  much  my  felf-loVe 
is  humbled  by  your  verfes ; there  is  no  with- 
{landing  them. 

Like  Age  in  the  fable,  I call’d  out  for  aid — 

Not  to  Death,  for,  of  him  and  his  bare  bones  afraid. 

Were  he  here,  I’ve  no  doubt  I fhould  wifli  he  were  hence— 
I call’d  my  Familiar,  in  hopes  he’d  difpenfe 
His  favours  poetic,  and  bid  the  verfe  flow, 

The  fancy  all  fportive,  the  heart  in  a glow, 

As  freely  as  e’er  with  Anacreon,  of  old, 

Or  Catullus,  whofe  tales  are  fo  charmingly  told ! 

I call’d  and  moft  modeftly  alk’d,  for  this  time, 

If  he  could  not  give  reafon,  at  leaft  he’d  give  rhyme. 

The  kind-hearted  fprite  lent  an  affable  ear, 

And  in  Love,  or  in  Dove,  was  about  to  appear, 

When  in  came  the  Graces — (the  Loves  and  the  Smiles 
Flutter’d  after,  with  all  their  ineffable  wiles) 

They  led  a young  beauty,  of  afpedf  divine, 

Whom  you  and  Apollo  had  deign’d  to  confign 
To  their  care  : I heard  pleas’d  Melpomene  call 
The  virgin  her  child  ! — ’Twas  the  child  of  ye  all ! 

’Twas  Merope  ! Who  more  fenten,tious  and  fage  is 
Than  he  who  the  wifeft  was  deem’d  of  wife  ages ; 

Than  Tully  more  eloquent ; flie  who,  in  truth, 

Soon  taught  me  to  blufli  at  the  crimes  of  my  youth  ; 

Soon  taught  me  to  pity,  and  fpurn  from  my  fight. 

The  poor  paltry  jargon  and  rhymes  which  I write  ! 
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Enraged  at  the  farce  I fo  often  rehearfe, 

Defpifing  my  profe,  and  detefting  my  verfe, 

I difmifs’d  my  Familiar,  in  language  uncivil. 

And  bade  the  dull  Demon  pack  off  to  the  Devil. 

Yet,  if  to  old  Tophet  the  poor  Goblin  gone  is, 

Heav’n  fhield  me,  fay  I,  from  the  Lex-talionis  ! 

I am  like  the  Spaniards  fettled  in  Mexico, 
who  are  very  fingularly  vain  of  the  beauty  of 
their  brown  fkins  and  olive  colour.  What 
would  they  fay  were  they  to  behold  an  Euro- 
pean beauty,  whofe  comolexion  difplays  the 
fined:  tints,  whofe  fkin  is  like  a tranfparent  var- 
nifh,  which  is  laid  over  the  picture,  yet  fuffers 
the  mod:  minute  ftrokes  of  the  pencil  to  be  feen ! 
Their  pride,  I imagine,  would  be  entirely  rout- 
ed ; and,  if  I am  not  very  much  deceived,  a 
Narciffus  fo  ridiculous  would  break  his  looking 
glafs  with  vexation  and  anger. 

You  feem  to  be  fatisfied  with  the  memoirs  of 
the  czar  Peter  I.  which  I fent  you,  and  I am 
highly  fo  that  I have  been  able  to  be  of  any  ufe 
to  you.  I will  make  all  neceflary  inquiry  to 
obtain  the  particulars  of  the  adventures  of  the 
czarina,  and  of  the  life  of  the  czarowitz,  which 
you  requeft.  You  will  not  be  fatisfied  with  the 
manner  in  which  this  prince  ended  his  days, 
when  you  learn  that  it  was  by  the  ferocity  and 
cruelty  of  his  father. 


Were 
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Were  we  to  take  the  trouble  coolly  to  examine 
the  good  and  the  evil  which  the  czar  effected  in 
his  country,  were  we  to  weigh  his  excellent  and 
his  ill  qualities  in  the  balance,  and  to  examine 
which  would  preponderate,  we  {hould  perhaps 
find  that  this  monarch  performed  many  bril- 
liant bad  actions,  that  he  pofleffed  heroic  vices, 
and  that  his  virtues  were  darkened  and  eclipfed 
by  thefe  vices,  which  were  innumerable.  If  I 
do  not  miftake,  humanity  {hould  be  the  firft 
quality  of  a reafonable  man.  If  he  make  this 
a principle,  in  defpite  of  his  defects,  good  muft 
be  the  confequence.  But  if,  on  the  contrary, 
a man  has  none  but  barbarous  and  inhuman 
fentiments,  it  may  very  well  happen,  that  he 
may  do  fome  good,  but  his  life  will  ever  be  ful- 
lied  by  crimes. 

True  it  is  that  hiftory  is,  in  part,  the  annals 
of  the  malignity  of  mankind  ; but,  with  the  poi- 
fon,  it  alfo  prefents  the  antidote.  We  find  in 
hiftory  examples  of  an  infinite  number  of  wick- 
ed princes,  tyrants,  and  monfters ; but,  we  fee 
them  hated  by  their  people,  detefted  by  their 
neighbours,  and  held  in  abomination  by  the 
whole  world  : their  very  names  become  oppro- 
brious, and  it  is  injurious  to  the  fame  of  the  liv- 
ing to  be  called  after  one  of  thefe  dead.  Few 
men  are  infenfible  to  fame ; however  wicked 
6 they 
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they  may  be,  they  do  not  wi(h  to  be  thought 
fo ; they  would  all  be  cited  as  examples  of  vir- 
tue, probity,  and  heroifm.  With  difpofitions 
like  thefe,  I believe  the  reading  of  hiftory,  and 
the  proofs  it  affords  of  the  ill  fame  of  thofe 
monfters  whom  nature  has  brought  forth,  can- 
not fail  of  producing  an  advantageous  effedt  on 
the  minds  of  thofe  monarchs  who  (hall  read  ; 
for,  while  they  regard  vices  as  adtions  which  de- 
grade and  tarnifh  fame,  the  pleafure  of  doing 
good  will  appear  fo  pure  that  to  remain  infen- 
fible  of  it  will  be  impoftible.  An  ambitious 
man  will  not  fearch  hiftory  for  an  example  of 
ambition  that  was  detefted ; and  whoever  fhall 
read  the  tragical  end  of  Casfar,  will  be  taught 
to  dread  the  confequences  of  tyranny. 

Men  endeavour  te  conceal  the  wickednefs 
and  depravity  of  the  heart  as  much  as  they  can ; 
they  a<ft  independent  of  example,  and  have  no 
other  end  but  that  of  afluaging  their  ungovern- 
able paffions.  Befide,  if  a rafcal  wifh  to  autho- 
rife  his  crimes  by  example,  he  has  no  need  (be 
this  faid  to  the  honour  of  our  age)  to  go  back 
to  the  beginning  of  the  world ; the  corrupted 
human  race  daily  prefents  fuch  as  are  recent, 
and  which,  therefore,  have  the  greater  force. 
In  fine,  it  is  only  neceflary  to  be  man,  to  be 
able  to  judge  of  the  wickednefs  of  men,  in  ^11 

ages. 
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ages.  That  you  fhould  not  have  made  fuch 
reflexions  is  not  aftonilhing. 

In  virtuous  deeds  thy  foul  delighting,  knows 
No  good  but  that  which  Virtue’s  felf  bellows  5 
No  other  art  haft  thou  fave  that  which  binds 
Th’  impetuous  paflions  of  tyrannic  minds  ; 

Tranquil  from  heav’nly  wifdom  thou  look’ft  down 
On  human  vice,  as  on  a thing  unknown  1 

Cefario  and  the  age  of  Louis  the  Great  are 
not  yet  arrived,  to  allay  my  longing  impatience; 
an  embargo  is  laid  on  them  by  the  gout.  I 
grant  we  cannot  enjoy  all  we  wifh  in  this  life, 
though  I hope  my  fufpicions  will  not  continue 
long,  and  that  this  Jafon  will  foon  make  me 
the  pofleflor  of  the  golden  fleece,  fo  much  de- 
fired  and  fo  long  expebted.  I promife  you  all 
pofiible  fincerity  and  franknefs,  in  judging  your 
works.  My  doubts  are  a kind  of  queftions, 
which,  from  the  juftice  you  owe  your  works, 
will  oblige  you  to  inllruX  me. 

I beg  you  to  allure  the  incomparable  Emily 
of  the  great  elleem  I feel  for  her.  But  I per- 
ceive I conclude  my  letters  by  falutations  to  the 
fillers,  like  faint  Paul,  though  I am  well  per- 
fuaded  that  there  was  not,  either  in  the  Old  or 
New  Tefliament,  a Jewefs  of  Idumtea  who  equal- 
led in  worth  the  hundredth  part  of  Emily. 


As 
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As  to  the  efteem,  friendship,  and  confidera- 
tion  I have  for  you,  they  will  never  end  be- 
ing, he* 


LETTER  XLIV, 

From  M.  de  Voltaire . 

SIR  February,  173& 

A DISORDER  which  has  made  the 
tour  of  France  has  at  laft  come  and  feized  on 
my  weakly  frame,  in  a caftle  which  ought  to  be 
a fheltcr  from  all  the  plagues  of  the  earth,  fince 
its  inhabitants  live  under  the  aufpices  Divi  Fre- 
derici  et  Diva  Emilia,  I was  in  bed  when  1 
received  two  letters  at  a time  from  your  royal 
highnefs,  which  gave  me  great  confolation; 
the  one  by  favour  of  M.  Thiriot,  on  whom 
your  royal  highnefs  has  very  juftly  bellowed 
the  epithet  of  trumpet,  but  who  alfo  is  one  of 
the  trumpets  of  your  renown  ; the  other  has  tra- 
velled immediately  according  to  its  deftination. 

All  thofe  with  which,  fir,  you  have  honoured 
me,  have  been  fo  many  benefits  bellowed,  but 
the  laft  has  given  me  the  moft  pleafure  ; and* 

not 
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not  merely  becaufe  it  is  the  laft,  but  becaufe 
you  have  judged  the  defeds  of  Merope  as  if 
the  life  of  your  royal  highnefs  had  been  palled 
in  frequenting  our  theatres.  I and  the  fublime 
Emily  were  fpeaking  on  the  fubjed,  and  were 
afking  whether  the  fear  which  Folifonte  indi- 
cates in  the  fourth  ad,  and  the  languor  of  the 
good  old  Narbas,  with  his  defire  of  felf  preser- 
vation, in  the  fifth,  might  not  probably  difpleafe 
your  royal  highnefs.  The  poflman  and  the  let- 
ters arrived,  your  criticifm  came,  and  we  were 
enchanted  ! Ill  as  I was,  what,  fir,  do  you  ima- 
gine I immediately  did  ? You  may  eafily  guefs. 
I correded  thefe  fourth  and  fifth  ads. 

I was  a little  too  much  in  hafte  to  fend  it  you, 
fir.  The  defire  of  prefenting  my  firfl  fruits  Di- 
va Frederica  did  not  permit  me  to  wait  till  they 
were  ripe;  I therefore  intreat  you  to  confider 
them  as  premature.  They  are  at  prefent  al- 
moft  fit  to  gather.  I have  made  various  alter- 
ations at  the  end  of  the  fecond,  the  end  of  the 
third,  and  the  beginning  and  end  of  the  fourth 
ad,  and  have  re-written  almofl  half  of  the  fifth. 
If  your  royal  highnefs  will  permit  me,  I will  ei- 
ther fend  you  a copy  of  the  four  ads  correded, 
or  pnly  the  altered  pafTages. 

I believe  M.  Thiriot  will  foon  fend  your  roy- 
al highnefs  a new  tragedy,  which  gives  infinite 

vol.  vi.  T fatisfadion 
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fatisfa&ion  at  Paris.  It  is  written  by  a man  of 
nearly  my  own  age,  named  la  Chaufiee,  who 
began  to  compofe  for  the  theatre  rather  late 
in  life,  as  if  he  were  determined  to  wait  till 
his  genius  had  acquired  its  full  force.  He  has 
already  written  a comedy  highly  efteemed,  en- 
titled le  Prejuge  a la  mode , and  an  epiftle  to 
Clio,  three  parts  of  which  are  perfect  in  their 
kind.  I hope  much  from  his  tragedy  of  Maxi- 
mien  ; it  will  be  an  additional  amufement  for 
Remufberg ; it  will  be  read  and  approved  by 
your  royal  highnefs,  and  I cannot  wifh  it  to  be 
more  fortunate. 

You,  hr,  are  our  judge.  We  are  like  the 
people  of  Elis,  who  did  not  think  they  had  ap- 
pointed honourable  games  unlefs  they  were  ap- 
proved in  Egypt. 

Your  royal  highnefs  makes  me  Shudder, 
while  fpeaking  of  what  I fufpe&ed  of  the  czar. 
That  man  was  unworthy  to  build  cities ; a ty- 
ger,  who  was  the  legislator  of  wolves. 

Your  royal  highnefs  has  deigned  to  promife 
me  the  cantata  of  le  Couvreur ; let  me  intreat 
you  to  honour  Cirey  with  this  prefent ; it  is 
right  that  our  pleafures  Should  in  part  come  from 
Remufberg.  I Shall  be  in  paradife  when  I lif- 
ten  to  my  verfes,  embellifhed  by  your  mufic, 
and  fung  by  Emily. 


I wifh 
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I wiih  all  our  trifling  rhymers  were  to  read 
what  your  royal  highnefs  has  written  to  me  on 
the  ftyle  of  Marot,  and  how  ridiculous  it  is  to 
cxprefs  thofe  things,  by  obfolete  words,  which 
do  not  deferve  to  be  exprefled  in  any  language. 
Greflet  does  not  fall  into  this  error  ; his  ftyle  is 
pure  ; fome  of  his  verfee  are  happy  and  eafy  ; 
he  only  wants  ftrength,  a little  variety,  and  par- 
ticularly to  be  more  concife ; for  he  ufually  fays 
that  in  ten  lines  which  ought  to  be  exprefled  in 
two  ; but  your  fuperior  underftanding  feels  bet- 
ter than  I can  explain  fuch  things. 

I imagine  that  the  baron  von  Kayferling  is  at 
length  returned  to  his  polar  ftar,  and  that  Louis 
XIV.  and  Newton  have  had  fentence  pafled.  I 
wait  the  arrival  of  that  fentence  to  continue  or 
to  fufpend  the  hiftory  of  the  age  of  Louis  XIV. 

I am,  with  profound  refped,  and  the  moft 
lender  gratitude,  pariter  cum  Emilia , 
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LETTER  XLV. 

From  the  Prince  Royal* 

SIR,  Remufberg,  February  17th,  1738  * 

I HAVE  juft  received  your  letter  of  the 
23d  of  January.  It  ferves  as  an  anfwer,  or  ra- 
ther as  a refutation  to  that  of  the  26th  of  De- 
cember, which  I wrote  to  you.  I greatly  re- 
pent having  too  lightly,  and  perhaps  inconfide- 
rately,  engaged  in  a metaphyfical  difcuffion 
with  an  adverfary  who  will  beat  me  out  of  the 
field ; but  it  is  no  longer  time  to  retreat,  after 
having  proceeded  thus  far. 

This  occafion  brings  to  my  remembrance  a 
difpute  at  which  I was  prefent,  concerning  the 
fuperiority  of  the  French  or  the  kalian  mufic. 
The  perfon  who  maintained  the  part  of  the 
French  began  moft  miferably  to  ling  an  Italian 
air,  affirming  that  it  was  the  moft  abominable 
thing  he  had  ever  heard,  in  which  aflertion  no- 
body contradicted  him  ; he  then  delired  a per- 
fon who  fung  exceedingly  well,  and  who  ac- 

* February  20th  in  the  Berlin  edition. 

quitted 
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quitted  himfelf  miraculoufly,  to  pay  all  ho- 
nour due  to  Lulli.  Had  the  mulic  of  the  two 
nations  been  to  be  judged  by  thefe  Specimens, 
every  body  muft  certainly  have  condemned  the 
Italian  ; and  yet,  in  my  opinion,  every  body 
would  have  been  wrong.  Are  not  metaphyfics, 
when  handled  by  me,  what  an  Italian  air  was  fung 
by  this  gentleman,  who  was  not  very  learned  ? 
Be  it  as  it  may,  I have  your  glory  too  much  at 
heart  to  allow  you  have  gained  a victory  with- 
out refiStance ; you  fhall  have  the  honour  of 
having  vanquished  an  intrepid  foe,  who  will 
employ  every  defence  in  his  power,  and  expend 
his  whole  magazine  of  arguments  before  he 
will  beat  a retreat. 

I perceive  that  the  different  manner  in  which 
we  difpute  does  but  increafe  our  distance  in  the 
fyflems  which  we  fupport.  You  argue  a pcfte- 
riori ; and  I <1  frion ; therefore,  that  we  may 
proceed  with  more  order,  and  avoid  confufion, 
in  the  profound  darknefs  of  metaphyfics  which 
we  are  to  difpel,  I believe  it  will  be  beft  to  be- 
gin by  eftablifhing  a fixed  principle  : this  will 
ferve  as  a pole  toward  which  our  needle  will  al- 
ways point ; it  Shall  be  the  centre  in  which  all 
the  lines  of  my  reafoning  fhall  end. 

I found  all  I have  to  fay  on  the  providence, 
the  wifdom,  and  the  prefcience  of  God.  Either 
T 3 God 
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God  is  or  is  not  wife ; if  he  be  wife,  he  muft 
have  left  nothing  to  chance,  he  muft  have  pro- 
pofed  an  end  to  himfelf,  an  end  in  every  thing 
that  he  has  done  ; and,  hence  his  prefcience, 
his  providence,  and  the  doftrine  of  irrevocable 
fate. 

I f God  be  without  wifdom,  he  is  no  longer  a 
God  ; he  is  an  irrational  being,  a blind  chance, 
a contradictory  aflemblage  of  attributes  which 
cannot  really  exift. 

Wifdom,  providence,  and  prefcience  muft 
neceflarily,  therefore,  be  the  attributes  of  the 
Deity,  and  this  will  fuffieiently  prove  that  God 
fees  effects  in  their  caufes  ; and  that,  as  ail 
omnipotent  Being*  his  will  accords  with  all  he 
forefees.  Let  us  remark,  as  we  go,  that  this 
deftroys  all  future  contingencies,  with  refped  to 
God  ; for  there  can  be  no  incertitude  in  futuri- 
ty, relatively  to  an  omnifcient  Being,  who  wills 
all  he  can,  and  who  can  all  he  wills. 

You  will  not  think  it  improper  that  I fhould 
anfwer  the  objections  you  have  made  to  me.  I 
ihall  follow  the  order  you  have  obferved,  that, 
by  the  parallel,  the  truth  may  become  the  more 
evident.  The  freedom  of  man,  as  defined  by 
you,  cannot,  according  to  my  principle,  have 
any  adequate  caufe ; for,  as  that  freedom  can 
only  be  derived  from  God,  I will  prove  to  you 

2 that 
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that  a contradidlion  is  implied*  and  that*  there* 
fore*  the  thing  is  impoflible. 

I.  God  cannot  change  the  eflence  of  things ; 
for,  as  impoflible  as  it  is  for  him  to  give  four 
fides  to  a triangle  and  ftill  preferve  it  a triangle* 
or  to  prevent  what  is  paft  having  been,  equally 
impoflible  is  it  for  him  to  change  his  proper  ef- 
fence. Now  it  is  a part  of  his  eflence  (as  a wife 
omnipotent  Deity,  acquainted  with  the  future) 
to  fix  the  events  which  mull  happen  through  all 
ages.  He  cannot  give  man  the  freedom  to  a£t 
in  a manner  diametrically  oppofite  to  what  he 
once  has  willed  : the  refult  of  which  is,  that  it  is 
a contradiction  to  affirm  God  can  bellow  free- 
dom on  man* 

II.  Man  thinks,  gives  himfelf  motion,  and 
a6ts,  I allow ; but  it  is  in  a manner  fubordinate 
to  the  immutable  laws  of  fate.  All  had  been 
forefeen  by  the  Deity,  and  all  regulated ; but 
man,  who  is  ignorant  of  the  future,  does  not 
perceive  that,  in  feeming  to  adt  with  indepen- 
dency, all  his  aftions  tend  to  fulfil  the  decrees 
of  Providence.  - 

Here  freedom  haughty  flave  imprifon’d  lies, 

By  magic  chains  invifible  confin’d  : 

Beneath  a yoke  unknown,  which  nought  can'  breaks 
Jehovah  him  fans  tyranny  fubje£ts  *. 

* Henriade, 

T4 
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III.  I will  own  I was  dazzled  by  the  begin- 
ning of  your  third  objection,  and  furprifed  to 
behold  a deceitful  God  arifing  out  of  my  own 
fyflem.  But  we  mud  examine  whether  this 
God  deceive  us  fo  much  as  our  opponents 
would  have  it  believed.  It  is  not  an  infinitely 
wife,  an  infinitely  confident-  Being,  who  im- 
pofes  upon  his  creatures  by  a feigned  freedom, 
which  he  feems  to  have  bellowed.  He  does 
not  fay  to  them  you  are  free,  you  may  ad  ac- 
cording to  your  will,  &c.  but  he  has  thought 
> proper  to  conceal  the  fprings  by  which  they  are 
aduated  from  their  fight.  The  effed  of  the 
pafiions  is  not  here  the  queflion ; for  this  effed 
is  entirely  open  to  our  examination.  On  the 
contrary,  we  have  exprefsly  to  enquire  what 
the  motives  are  which  determine  our  will. 
Thefe  we  fhould  find  to  be  an  idea  of  happinefs 
which  we  figure  to  ourfelves,  or  of  advantage 
which  we  hope  to  obtain ; and  this  fuppofition 
is  the  rule  of  all  the  ads  of  our  will. 

Thus,  for  example,  a thief  would  not  fleal, 
if  he  did  not  imagine  to  himfelf  happinefs  in  the 
poffeffion  of  the  property  on  which  he  means  to 
feize  ; a mifer  would  not  heap  gold  on  gold,  if 
he  did  not  enjoy  imaginary  happinefs  in  colled- 
ing  all  this  wealth  ; a general  would  not  expofe 
his  life,  if  he  did  not  find  happinefs  in  the  idea 

of 
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of  the  glory  he  might  acquire,  in  the  rank  he 
might  attain,  or  in  the  rewards  he  had  reafon  to 
expeCt.  In  a word,  men  are  governed  wholly 
by  the  ideas  they  entertain  of  what  may  be  to 
their  advantage  and  welfare. 

IV,  I think  I have  fufficiently  (hewn  the 
contradiction  which  is  encountered  in  the  fyf- 
tem  of  free  decifion,  as  well  relatively  to  the 
perfections  of  God  as  to  what  daily  experience 
teaches  us  of  ourfelves.  You  will  allow  with 
me  that  the  lead  aCtions  of  life  originate  in 
a certain  principle,  in  the  idea  of  advantage 
which  (trikes  us,  and  which  are  called  rational 
motives.  Thefe,  according  to  me,  form  the 
momentum  and  the  counterpoife,  which  give 
motion  to  all  the  machines  on  earth  ; thefe  are 
the  hidden  fprings  which  it  has  pleafed  God  to 
employ,  that  he  might  fubjeCt  our  aCtions  to  his 
fupreme  will  : the  temperaments  of  men,  and 
occafonal  caufes,  both  equally  fubfervient  to 
the  divine  will,  afterward  give  modifications  to 

. the  will  of  man,  and  are  the  origin  of  that  re- 
markable difference  which  we  obferve  in  his 
aClions. 

V.  It  feems  to  me  that  the  revolutions  of  the 
celeftial  bodies,  and  the  order  to  which  all  thofe 
worlds  are  fubje&ed,  might  fupply  me  with  an- 
other very  ftrong  argument  in  fupport  of  abfo- 

• lute 
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lute  neceflity.  A fmall  knowledge  of  aftrono 
my  will  teach  us  the  infinite  regularity  with 
which  the  planets  perform  their  courfes.  We 
are  further  informed  of  the  laws  of  gravity,  at- 
traction, and  motion,  which  are  all  the  immu- 
table laws  of  nature. 

If  bodies  of  this  kind,  if  worlds,  if  fyflems, 
are  fubjefted  to  fixed  and  permanent  laws,  how 
will  Clarke  and  Newton  afterward  affirm  that  a 
being  fo  fmall,  fo  imperceptible  comparatively 
to  fyflems  fo  vaft ; what  do  I fay  ? a wretched 
reptile;  which  crawls  on  the  furface  of  the 
earth ; which  is  but  a point  in  the  univerfe ; a 
miferable  creature  $ fhall  he  alone  have  the 
right  to  aft  by  chance,  to  be  governed  by  no 
law,  and,  in  defpite  of  his  Creator,  to  determine 
on  his  aftions  without  reafon  ? For,  whoever 
maintains  the  entire  freedom  of  man,  pofitively 
denies  man  to  be  a reafonable  creature,  and 
that  he  is  governed  according  to  the  principles 
which  I have  above  alleged  : this  is  an  evident 
falfity,  to  be  convinced  of  which  we  need  but 
be  acquainted  with  you. 

VI.  Having  already  anfwered  your  fixth  ob- 
jection, it  is  fufficient,  here,  for  me  to  repeat 
that  God,  not  being  able  to  change  the  effence 
of  things,  is  confequently  unable  to  deprive 
Jhimfclf  of  his  attributes. 


VII.  Having 
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VII.  Having  proved  that  it  would  be  con- 
tradictory in  God  to  beftow  freedom  of  aCtion 
on  man*  it  would  be  fuperfluous  to  anfwer  to 
the  feventh  objection  ; though  I cannot  help,  in 
the  name  of  Wolf  and  Leibnitz,  obferving  to 
Clarke  and  Newton,  that  a God  who,  in  the  go- 
vernment of  the  world,  attends  to  the  fmalled 
particulars,  directs  all  the  aCtions  of  men,  at  the 
fame  time  that  he  provides  for  the  wants  of  a 
number  of  worlds,  which  he  fupports,  appears 
to  me  much  more  admirable  than  a God  who, 
like  the  grandees  of  Spain,  addicted  to  indo- 
lence, remains  unemployed.  What  indeed 
would  become  of  the  immenfity  of  God,  were 
we,  that  we  might  give  him  eafe,  to  deprive 
him  of  all  thefe  fmall  cares  ? I repeat,  the  fyf- 
tem  of  Wolf  explains  the  motives  of  the  aCtions 
of  men  conformable  to  the  attributes  of  God, 
and  to  the  authority  of  experience. 

VIII.  With  refpeCt  to  the  violent  emotions 
and  pafllons  of  men,  thefe  are  fprings  we  are 
obliged  to  remark,  for  they  vifibly  appear  to  the 
fenfes ; yet  the  others  do  not  lefs  exit!:;  though, 
in  order  to  difcover  them,  greater  application 
©f  mind  and  longer  meditation  are  requiflte. 

IX.  Defire  and  will  are  two  things  which 
muft  not  be  confounded  I will  grant ; but  the 
triumph  of  the  will  over  the  defire  proves  no- 
thing 
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thing  in  favour  of  freedom.  This  triumph,  on 
the  contrary,  only  proves  that  an  idea  of  glory, 
which  we  imagine  to  ourfelves  when  we  fupprefs 
the  delire,  an  ide^  of  pride,  and  alfo  fentiments 
of  prudence,  have  determined  us  to  conquer  the 
defire;  which  is  equivalent  to  the  principle  I 
before  eftablilhed. 

X.  Since  without  God  the  world  could  not 
have  been  created,  as  you  allow,  and  lince  I 
have  proved  that  man  is  not  free,  it  follows  that, 
there  being  a God,  there  is  an  abfolute  necefli- 
ty  ; and,  there  being  an  abfolute  neceflity,  man 
mull  confequently  be  fubje&ed  to  it,  and  can^ 
not  enjoy  freedom. 

While  we  fpeak  on  man,  all  comparifons  de- 
rived from  man  may  be  applied  ; but,  when  we 
fpeak  of  God,  if  I am  not  deceived,  ail  fuch 
comparifons  become  falfe,  ft nee  we  then  attri- 
bute to  him  human  ideas ; we  make  him  a£t 
like  a man,  and  entirely  oppofite  to  his  divine 
majefty. 

Shall  I proceed  to  refute  the  fyftem  of  the 
Socinians,  having  fufficiently  eftablilhed  my 
own  ? As  foon  as  it  is  demonftrated  that  God 
is  incapable  of  -adting  contrary  to  his  elfence, 
we  may  draw  the  confequence  that  all  reafon- 
ing-  which  tends  to  prove  the  freedom  of  man 
muft  ever  continue  falfe.  The  fyftem  of  Wolf 

is 
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is  founded  on  the  attributes  which  it  is  demon- 
ftrated  God  poffeffes ; the  contrary  fyftem  has 
no  other  bafis  than  fuppofition ; and,  as  it  is 
certain  that  the  firft  of  thefe  fuppofitions  is  evi- 
dently falfe,  you  will  comprehend  that  all  the 
others  fall  of  themfelves. 

That  I may  leave  nothing  to  refume,  it  is  ne- 
ceffary  I fhould  make  you  remark  an  inconfifl- 
ency  which  I find  in  the  pleafure  which  God 
takes  in  feeing  free  creatures  aft.  We  do  not 
perceive  that  we  judge  of  all  things  by  a certain 
application  to  ourfelves.  Thus,  for  example, 
becaufe  a man  takes  pleafure  in  contemplating 
a laborious  republic  of  ants,  providing,  with  a 
kind  of  wifdom,  for  their  fubfiftence,  we  ima- 
gine that  God  muft  take  the  fame  pleafure  in 
contemplating  the  aft-ions  of  men.  We  do  not 
perceive,  while  we  reafon  thus,  that  pleafure  is 
a human  pafiion,  that  God  is  not  man,  but  that 
he  is  perfedtly  happy  in  himfelf,  and  is  neither 
fufceptible  of  joy,  forrow,  love,  hatred,  nor  of 
any  of  the  paffions  which  diflurb  the  tranquillity 
of  mankind. 

It  is  indeed  affirmed  that  God  fees  the  paft, 
the  prefent,  and  the  future ; that  he  does  not 
grow  old  with  time,  and  that  the  prefent  mo- 
ment, months,  years,  or  millions  of  years,  effedt 
no  change  in  his  being,  and  can  have  no  more 

comparifon 
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comparifon  to  his  duration,  which  has  neither 
beginning  nor  end,  than  to  an  inftant;  lefs  even 
than  to  the  twinkling  of  the  eye. 

I own  to  you  that  the  God  of  Mr.  Clarke 
made  me  laugh  heartily ; he  is  certainly  a God 
who  frequents  coffee-houfes,  and  makes  politi- 
cal conjedureson  the  prefent  events  of  Europe, 
in  company  with  miferable  news-mongers.  He 
muft,  at  this  moment,  be  exceedingly  em- 
barrafled  to  divine  what  will  be  the  fate  of  the 
approaching  campaign  in  Hungary,  and  muft 
impatiently  wait  till  fuch  events  are  paft,  to 
know  whether  he  has  or  has  not  been  deceived 
in  his  conjedures, 

I fhall  add  but  one  refledion  to  what  I have 
laid ; which  is,  that  neither  freedom  of  deter- 
mination nor  abfolute  neceffity  difinculpatc 
the  Deity  from  the  participation  of  guilt ; for, 
whether  God  give  us  the  freedom  to  do  ill,  or 
induce  us  immediately  to  the  commiflion  of  ill, 
it  amounts  to  nearly  the  fame  thing  ; it  is  only 
fomething  more  or  fomething  lefs.  Examine 
the  origin  of  evil,  and  you  can  only  attribute  it 
to  God ; unlefs  you  will  embrace  the  opinion 
of  the  Manichasans,  who  hold  two  principles,  a 
good  and  an  evil ; and  this  is  equally  furround- 
ed  with  difficulties. 

Since,  therefore,  according  to  our  fyflems, 
God  is  alike  the  father  of  virtue  and  of  vice, 

fine© 
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fince  neither  Clarke,  Locke,  nor  Newton,  offer 
any  thing  which  conciliate  the  fanftity  of  God 
with  the  author  of  guilt,  I am  obliged  to  perfift 
in  my  fyftem ; it  is  moft  connefted,  moft  con- 
fident ; and  I find  a kind  of  confolation  in  that 
abfolute  neceflity  by  which  all  is  directed,  which 
induces  us  to  aft,  and  which  fixes  fate.  You 
will  tell  me,  it  is  a poor  confolation  which  is 
obtained  from  reflecting  on  our  mifery,  and  the 
immutability  of  our  defliny.  This  I allow,  but 
we  mud  be  fatisfied  with  that  confolation,  for 
want  of  a better.  It  refembles  thofe  remedies 
which  give  eafe  to  pain,  and  leave  nature  time 
to  accomplifh  a cure. 

After  having  (hewn  you  what  my  opinions  are, 

I now,  like  you,  come  to  the  infufRciency  of 
our  knowledge.  It  appears  to  me  that  men 
were  not  formed  to  reafon  profoundly  on  abdraft 
fubjefts.  God  has  indrufted  them,  as  much  as 
it  was  neceflary  for  them  to  be  indrufted  to 
guide  themfelves  in  the  world,  but  not  as  much 
as  was  requifite  to  fatisfy  their  curiofity.  Man 
is  made  to  aft,  and  not  to  meditate. 

Underdand  me  to  be  what  you  pleafe,  fir, 
provided  you  will  but  believe  you  are  perfonal- 
ly  the  dronged  argument  that  can  be  offered  * 
me  in  favour  of  man,  as  a being.  I have  a 
more  advantageous  idea  of  the  perfeftion  of, 

v human 
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human  nature  while  I coniider  you,  and  am  the 
more  perfuaded  that  nothing  but  a God,  or 
fomething  divine,  was  able  to  alienable  in  the 
fame  perfon  all  the  perfections  you  polTefs.  You. 
are  not  governed  by  independent  ideas;  you 
aft  according  to  principle,  according  to  the  molt 
fublime  reafon ; therefore,  you  aft  according  to 
nccellity. 

This  fyllem,  far  from  being  contrary  to  hu- 
manity and  the  virtues,  is  very  favourable  to 
them ; fince,  finding  our  intereft,  our  happinefs, 
and  our  fatisfaftion  to  confilt  in  the  exercife  of 
virtue,  it  becomes  neceflity  in  us  always  to  in- 
cline to  aft  virtuoufly  ; and,  as  I cannot  be  un- 
grateful without  becoming  infupportable  to  my- 
felf,  my  happinefs,  my  repofe,  and  the  idea  of 
my  own  welfare  oblige  me  to  gratitude. 

I allow  men  do  not  always  purfue  virtue;  but 
that  is  becaufe  they  do  not  all  form  the  fame 
ideas  concerning  happinefs.  External  caufes, 
or  their  paflions,  induce  them  to  conduft  them- 
felves  after  different  manners,  and  according  as 
they  imagine  it  to  be  their  intereft,  in  mo- 
ments when  the  tumult  of  the  paflions  overftep 
the  cool  deliberations  of  reafon. 

You  will  perceive,  fir,  by  what  I have  faid, 
my  metaphyfical  opinions  by  no  means  over- 
turn the  principles  of  good  morality  j efpecially 

4 fince 
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fince  the  purefl;  reafon  teaches  us  to  difcover  our 
only  and  our  true  interell  in  the  prefervation  of 
this  found  morality. 

In  other  refpe&s,  I treat  my  fyftem  as  good 
children  do  their  parents ; they  know  but  they 
conceal  their  defe&s.  I fhew  you  one  fide  of  a 
pi&ure,  but  I am  not  ignorant  that  the  other 
may  be  turned.  Wemaydifpute  for  ages  on 
fuch  kind  of  fubje&s,  and  after  having  exhauft- 
ed  them,  as  it  may  be  faid,  we  return  to  the 
point  from  which  we  departed.  We  fooncome 
to  the  afs  of  Buridan 

I cannot  often  enough  tell  you,  fir,  how  de« 
lighted  I am  with  your  franknefs.  Your  fince- 
rity  merits  no  fmall  praife ; by  this  you  con- 
vince me  you  are  one  of  my  friends,  that  your 
mind  loves  the  truth,  and  that  you  will  never 
conceal  it  from  me.  Be  perfuaded,  fir,  that 
your  friendfhip  and  approbation  are  more  flat- 
tering to  me  than  that  of  half  the  human  race 
would  be.  With  Cicero  I fay  to  myfelf 

“ The  gods  are  Caefar’s  j Cato  is  for  Pompey.” 

* Buridan  was  a famous  do&or  of  the  fourteenth  century, 
in  the  univerfity  of  Paris,  who,  probably,  from  his  name  hav- 
ing become  proverbial  in  France,  firft  maintained  the  aiiertion 
that  an  afs  placed  between  two  bundles  of  hay,  equally  attrac- 
tive, would  die  with  huoger  ; becgufe  he  would  be  unable  t© 
choofe.  T. 
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Were  I in  company  with  the  divine  Emily,  I 
fliould  tell  her — ‘c  You  are  bleiled  among  wo- 
<c  men,  for  you  poffefs  one  of  the  greateft  men 
Cf  on  earth.”- — I (hould  further  add — “ Emily 
“ has  chofen  the  good  part,  (he  has  chofen 
u philofophy.” 

You  certainly,  fir,  were  neceftary  to  my 
happinefs  in  this  world.  You  have  fent  me  two 
cpiftles  which  never  had  their  equal.  And 
(hall  it  continually  be  faid  that  you  furpafs  your- 
felf?  I have  not  judged  the  epiftles  you  have 
fent  me  as  a philofophic  theme,  but  have  conli- 
dered  them  as  works  woven  by  the  hands  of  the 
Graces.  You  have  robbed  Virgil  of  his  fame 
as  an  epic  poet,  have  furpafted  Corneille  in  tra- 
gedy, and  you  are  now  furpafling  the  epiftles 
of  Boileau.  It  mud  be  owned  you  are  a man 
to  be  feared.  Yours  is  the  monarchy  which 
Nebuchadnezzar  faw  in  a dream,  and  which 
fwallowed  up  all  that  had  gone  before. 

I conclude  by  intreating  you  will  not  long 
fuffer  the  charming  epiftles  you  have  fent  me 
to  remain  folitary,  but  that  you  will  fend  their 
companions ; I wait  for  them  with  the  utmoft 
impatience,  and  that  avidity  with  which  all 
your  works  infpire  the  reader.  Philofophy 
proves  you  are  the  man  on  earth  moft  worthy 
my  efteem ; my  heart  induces  me  and  grati- 
tude 
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tudc  obliges  me  to  credit  the  proofs ; judge, 
therefore,  of  the  fentiments  with  which  I 
am, 


LETTER  XLVI. 

From  the  Prince  Royal . 

^ I Rj  Remufberg,  February  19,  1738*0 

I HAVE  juft  received  the  letter  you  wrote 
to  me  dated  January  the  22d ; 1 there  fee  with 
what  tendernefs  you  endeavour  to  excuie  my 
faults,  and  with  what  fincerity  you  wifti  to  point* 
them  out  to  me.  You  condefcend  for  a while 
to  quit  the- heaven  of  Newton,  and  the  delight- 
ful company  of  the  Mufes,  that  you  may  aid  in 
walking  a poet  who  is  newly  plunged  into  the 
fportive  waters  of  Hippocrene.  You  quit  the 
pencil,  and,  in  my  behalf,  take  up  the  burnifh- 
er ; nay  you  even  take  the  trouble  to  teach  me 
' to  {pell,  you  who  fo  well  know  how  to  think. 
Yet  I am  about  to  importune  you  once  more ; 
though  I fear  you  will  fuppofe  me  to  be  one  of 

* Undated  in  the  Beflin  edition. 
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thoie  people,  by  whom,  having  once  given 
them  alms,  we  are  continually  teazed. 

Madame  du  Chatelet  has  addrefled  verfes  to 
me,  which,  from  their  beauty,  their  dignity,  and 
their  original  turn,  have  incited  my  admiration. 
I was  at  the  fame  time  very  much  aftoniflhed  to 
perceive  myfelf  there  called  divine ; I know, 
for  the  fame  reafons  as  Alexander  knew,  that  I 
am  not  of  celeftial  origin ; and  I very  much 
fear  that,  as  a God,  my  fate  will  be  fimilar  tp 
that  fwarm  of  new  deities  who  Lucian  tells  us 
were  driven  out  of  heaven  by  Jupiter;  or  like 
the  faints  which  the  fieur  de  Launoy  thought 
proper  to  difplace  from  Paradife. 

Be  this  as  it  may,  I have  replied  in  verfe  to 
the  marchionefs  du  Chatelet,  and  I intreat  you, 
ftr,  to  impart  fome  finifhing  ftroke  to  the  piece, 
that  it  may  be  worthy  of  being  prefented  to 
Emily.  This  Emily  I regard  as  a deity  of  an- 
cient times,  whom  we  are  not  permitted  to  ad- 
drefs  in  human  language.  We  muft  deliver 
ourfelves  in  the  language  of  the  gods,  and  ad- 
drefs  her  in  verfe.  But  mere  mortals  muft  be 
allowed  to  ftammer  when  they  endeavour  to 
lpeak  a tongue  fo  unknown.  For  this  reafon  I 
hope  you  deities  will  excufe  the  errors  of  us 
poor  mortals,  when  we  pretend  to  fpeak  in  your 
language.  I expert  a thunder-bolt  fhould  be 

hurled. 


hurled,  by  the  Jupiter  of  Cirey,  againft  a cer- 
tain metaphylical  eflay,  which  I have  ventured 
to  fend,  I exerted  myfelf  to  the  utmoft  that  I 
might  rife  to  the  heaven  of  metaphyfics ; I 
waved  my  arms,  and  imagined  I flew ; but,  do 
all  I can,  I perfectly  feel  the  nature  of  my  mind 
is  fuch  as  to  difable  me  from  furmounting  every 
difficulty  I encounter  in  the  career.  The  Crea- 
tor feerns  to  have  given  us  fufficient  reafon  to 
ad  with  prudence  in  this  world,  and  to  provide 
for  our  wants ; but  this  reafon  does  not  feeni 
adequate  to  fatisfy  the  infatiable  fund  of  curiofi- 
ty  which  we  bring  with  us,  and  which  often  ex- 
tends too  far.  The  abfurdities  and  contradic- 
tions we  every  where  meet  with  continually  give 
birth  to  fcepticifm ; and,  by  heating  the  imagi- 
nation, we  at  length  confult  nothing  but  imagi- 
nation. 

There  is  one  thing  which  I hold  to  be  an  in- 
conteftable  truth,  and  that  is  the  pleafure  and 
admiration  which  you  incite  in  me.  This  is  no 
illufion  of  the  fenfes,  this  is  no  frivolous  preju* 
dice,  but  a perfed  knowledge  of  the  mod  ami- 
able man  on  earth,  I am,  with  all  poffibie 
efteem, 

Sir, 

Your  very  faithful  affedionate  friend. 
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P.  S.  I am  going  to  erafe  every  afterifk,  ar4 
to  correct,  change,  and  labour,  till  I have  con- 
formed to  all  your  remarks.  Merope  (hall  not 
quit  my  poffelfion.  She  is  a virgin,  of  whofc 
honour  J have  taken  charge. 

■ — - — , , 


letter  xlvil 

From  the  Prince  Royal: 

SIR,  February  27th,  1738  *9 

Yo-tJR  works  are  invaluable  : this  is  a 
truth  of  which  I have  long  been  convinced,  but 
which  does  not  prevent  me  from  being  highly 
in  your  debt.  The  trifles  1 fend  you  are  but 
pnarks  of  remembrance,  tokens  which  ought  to 
make  you  recoiled;  the  pleafure  l have  received 
from  your  writings.  It  fhould  feem,  fir,  that 
the  arts  and  fciences  ferve  you  periodically. 
The  prefent  quarter  appears  to  be  that  of  poet- 
ry. You  have  lately  finilhed  a new  tragedy. 
Where  do  you  find  time  ? Or,  do  you  write 
verfewith  the  fame  eafe  as  you  do  profe?  hvery 

* Dated  February  26th,  1737,  in  the  Berlin  edition. 

queftion 
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queftion  is  a .problem.  Either  you  mud  bend 
day  and  night  over  your  labours,  or  Heaven 
muft  have  granted  you,  befide  the  excellent  ta- 
lents you  poifefs,  a facility  which  is  wholly  ex- 
traordinary. 

Merope  (hall  not  quit  my  poffeffion  ; in  this 
my  felf-love  is  too  much  interested,  I being  the 
foie  pofleifor  of  a piece  written  by  you.  I pre- 
fer it  to  all  the  tragedies  which  have  appeared 
in  France,  the  death  of  Csefar  excepted.  Love 
intrigues  appear  to  me  proper  for  comedy,  of 
which  they  are,  as  it  were,  the  eflence ; they 
form  the  knot  that  is  to  be  untied ; and,  as  the 
play  muft  end  in  fome  manner,  marriage  feems 
to  me  to  be  a very  proper  one. 

As  to  tragedy,  I Should  fay  there  are  tragic 
fubjefts  which  naturally  require  the  author  to 
treat  on  the  paffion  of  love.  Such  are  Titus 
and  Berenice;  the  Cid  ; and  Phaedra  and  Hip- 
polytus.  The  only  inconvenience  is  that  love 
is  too  like  itfelf;  and,  having  feen  twenty  plays, 
the  mind  is  difgufted  by  the  continual  repeti- 
tion of  the  fame  honeyed  fpeeches,  which  are 
too  far  removed  from  the  manners  of  our  age. 
Since,  with  good  reafon,  a degree  of  ridicule 
Ims  been  affixed  to  romantic  love,  the  pathos 
of  extravagant  tendernefs  is  no  longer  felt ; its 
whining  is  fupportable  during  the  firft  afr,  but 
U 4 w7e 
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we  feel  ourfelves  very  much  inclined  to  laugk 
at  its  fimplicity  in  the  fourth  or  filth. 

The  pafhon  which  animates  Merope,  on  the 
contrary,  fpeaks  with  the  voice  of  nature,  and 
with  fenfations  common  to  all  hearts.  We  do 
not  mock  at  that  which  we  ourfelves  feel,  or  at 
that  which  we  are  capable  of  feeling.  Merope 
ads  exadly  as  a tender  mother  would  act,  who 
fhould  happen  to  be  in  her  fituation.  She 
fpeaks  to  our  hearts,  and  the  ador  expreffes 
nothing  more  than  what  is  felt  by  every  body. 

I have  written  to  Berlin  for  the  Merope  of  the 
marquis  Maffei ; though  I am  well  convinced 
his  tragedy  does  not  approach  yours  in  excel- 
lence. The  men  of  literature  in  France  will 
ever  remain  invincible,  while  there  are  perfons 
of  your  order  at  their  head ; I dare  even  affirm 
that  I fhould  think  them  infinitely  more  formi- 
dable than  your  armies,  led  by  all  your  mar- 
lhals. 

I here  fend  you  an  ode  lately  finifhed,  but 
not  fo  bad  as  the  preceding.  Cefario  was  the 
caufe  that  it  was  written  : the  poor  youth  had 
an  exceffive  fit  of  the  gout,  and  wrote  to  me  in 
language  which  pierced  me  to  the  foul.  I could 
do  nothing  for  him  but  preach  patience ; a feeble 
remedy,  I grant,  againft  real  evil,  yet  a reme- 
dy capable  of  pacifying  the  impetuous  {allies  of 

th 
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the  mind,  to  which  acute  pains  give  birth. 
That  you  will  correct  the  defers  which  you 
will  perceive  in  this  ode  is  what  I expert  from 
your -candour  and  friendfhip.  I feel  I am  the 
father  of  it,  yet  fhould  be  angry  with  myfelf 
were,  I incapable  of  feeing  the  defefts  of  my 
own  offspring. 

So  much  is  error  our  inheritance, 

That,  be  the  poet  madman,  be  he  fage, 

By  felf-love  flatter’d,  dazzled,  and  deceiv’d, 

Unable  to  withhold  his  own  applaufe. 

Each  line  he  writes  fome  new-born  beauties  fpring. 

You  will  not  forget  to  repeat  the  high  efleem 
I have  for  the  marchionefs  du  Chatelet,  whofe 
ingenious  wit  difcovers  itfelf  by  a fhort  fpeci- 
men.  It  is  a ray  of  the  fun  which  darts  through 
the  clouds.  But  why  does  it  not  fhine  out  ? 
Perhaps  the  marchionefs  is  obliged  to  veil  her 
mind,  as  Mofes  did  his  countenance,  becaufe 
the  people  of  Ifrael  were  unable  to  fupport  its 
brightnefs.  But,  though  I fhould  be  {truck 
blind,  I muft,  before  I die,  behold  this  land  of 
Canaan,  this  country  of  the  fages,  this  terref- 
trial  paradife. 

Be  certain  of  the  perfect  efteem,  and  invio- 
lable friendfhip,  with  which  I am.  See, 


LET. 
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LETTER  XLVItf. 

\ 

From  AL  de  Voltaire . 

SIR,  Cirey,  March  8,  1738* 

The  mod  zealous  of  your  admirers  is  not 
the  mod  indudrious  of  your  corrcfpondents  ; 
and  the  reafon  of  this  is  he  is  the  ofteneft  ill, 
and  is  feized  by  a fever  when  he  willies  to  pafs 
the  mod  agreeable  hours  of  life,  in  writing  to 
your  royal  highnefs. 

We  received  your  excellent  profe,  of  the  19th 
of  February,  and  your  verfes  for  the  marchion- 
efs  du  Chatelet,  who  blufhes,  is  charmed,  and 
who  knows  not  how  to  reply  to  arts  fo  feductive. 
We  aifo  received,  with  your  letter  of  the  27th, 
the  ode  on  patience,  with  which  the  royal  mufe 
alleviates  the  futferings  of  the  baron  von  Kay- 
felling.  By  this  ode  I have  myfelf  profited  ; it 
agrees  w'ell  with  the  prefent  languid  date  of  my 
health.  The  remedy  was  as  effe&ual  for  me  as 
for  your  gouty  patient,  for  I hold  myfelf  to  be 
his  equal  in  philofophy.  Like  him,  I feel  the 
value  of  yo-ur  poetry,  and  like  him  find  a 
charm  againd  all  ills,  in  the  letter  of  your  royal 
highnefs. 
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To  patience  you  exhort  your  friend. 

In  lines  fo  eloquently  penn’d. 

That  patience,  when  your  works  we  read? 

We  furely  never  lefs  can  need  *• 

Since  you  deign,  fir,  to  employ  your  leifure 
in  the  delights  of  poetry,  I here  take  the  liberty 
to  fend  you  the  third  epiftle  on  happinefs,  the 
fubjedl  of  which  is  envy,  a paffion  with  which 
I ardently  defire  your  royal  highnefs  fhould  in- 
fpire  all  fovereigns. 

I fend  you  my  verfes,  and  you,  fir,  return  me 
yours ; this  reminds  me  of  the  perpetual  traffic 
Hefiod  fays  fubfifls  between  heaven  and  earth  : 
the  earth  fends  up  vapours,  and  the  gods  re- 
turn refrefhing  dews.  Infinite  thanks,  fir,  for 
your  dew  : but  my  poor  ground  will  very  foon 
lie  fallow.  Difeafe  ruins  my  conflitution,  and 
foon  will  render  mine  a barren  field.  But  my 
laft  fruits  fhall  be  for  you. 

. Extremum  huncf  Arethufay  mitii  concede  laborem^ 

Pauca  Frederlco • 

I have,  however,  written  two  new  a&s,  in 
bed,  inftead  of  the  two  laft  acts  of  Me  rope, 

* Here  is  a proof  (of  which  many  more  might  be  given, 
in  contradiction  to  the  rule  of  Addifon)  that  puns  are  fome- 
times  capable  of  being  tranflated.  T . 
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which  I thought  too  languid.  Whenever  your 
royal  highnefs  wifhes  to  fee  the  produce  of  your 
own  advice,  in  thefe  new  ads,  I will  do  myfelf 
the  honour  to  fend  them.  I have  it  much  at 
heart  to  give  the  world  a tragedy  which  is  not 
embellithcd  by  any  love  intrigue,  and  which 
deferves  to  be  read.  I fhali  thus  render  fome 
fervice  to  the  French  theatre,  which,  in  reality, 
is  too  gallant.  The  play  is  without  love. 
Thus,  the  firft  piece  I do  myfelf  the  honour  to 
fend  to  Remufberg  will  merit  to  have  for  its 
title  De  remedio  amoris . 

I certainly  have  a very  profound  refped  for 
love,  and  all  that  appertains  to  love  ; but  that 
this  fovereign  (hould  entirely  monopolize  tra- 
gedy is  ufurpation  ; and  I will  at  leaf!  p'otefi 
againft  ufurpation,  not  being  able  to  do  better. 
This,  fir,  is  all  I have  tp  fay  at  prefent,  on  the 
poetic  department ; but,  with  refped  to  that  of 
metaphyfics,  I am  greatly  embar raffed. 

The  letter  of  your  royal  highnefs,  dated  Fe- 
bruary 17th,  is  in  truth  a mafter-piece.  I re- 
gard your  two  letters  on  freedom  among  the 
ftrongeft,  belt  conneded,  and  mod  confident 
efifays  I have  met  with  on  the  fubjed.  You 
certainly  are  highly  indebted  to  nature,  for  hav- 
ing endowed  you  with  a genius  which  raifes  you 
to  monarchy  in  the  intelledual  world,  before 

you 
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you  become  a monarch  in  this  miferable  world 
of  paffion,  grimace,  and  fhew. 

I hold  the  opinion  of  neceffity  in  great  refped, 
though  it  is  not  my  own  ; for,  while  fwimming 
in  a fea  of  incertitude,  and  catching  only  at  a 
flraw,  I (hall  take  good  care  not  to  reproach  my 
brother  navigators  with  the  weaknefs  of  that 
draw  at  which  they  catch;  and  I fbould  be  very 
glad,  fhould  my  reed  break,  if  my  neighbour 
could  lend  me  his.  I have  a much  higher  re- 
fped for  the  opinion  I have  controverted,  now 
your  royal  highnefs  has  difplayed  it  in  fo  fair  a 
point  of  view.  Will  you  permit  me  once  more 
to  (late  my  doubts  ? 

That  I may  not  weary  the  Marcus  Aurelius 
of  Germany,  I (hall  confine  myfelf  to  two  ideas 
which  make  a ftrong  impreffion  on  me,  and 
concerning  which  I requefc  information. 

I.  The  more  I examine  myfelf,  the  more,  in 
various  cafes,  I believe  myfelf  to  be  free.  This 
is  an  opinion  common  to  all  men,  as  well  as  to 
myfelf ; for  it  is  the  invariable  principle  of  our 
condud.  The  mod  determined  pardfans  of 
neceffity  all  guide  themfelves  according  to  the 
principles  of  freedom.  Now,  1 afk  how  they 
are  able  to  reafon  and  ad  in  fo  contrary  a man- 
ner; and  what  they  will  gain  by  coniidering 
themfelves  as  turnfpits,  when  they  always  be- 
have 
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have  as  if  they  were  not  in  the  wheel  > I once 
more  afk,  what  is  the  reafon  that  the  Author  of 
nature  has  given  us  this  fuppofition  of  freedom, 
if  it  do  not  exift  ? Speak  truly ; is  there  any 
folution  to  this  problem  ? Is  it  not  an  evafion  to 
reply,  God  has  not  faid  you  are  free  ? God  un- 
doubtedly has  not  faid  we  are  free,  for  God 
does  not  deign  to  fpeak  to  us ; but  he  has  im- 
preffed  our  hearts  with  a feeling  which  nothing 
can  enfeeble ; and  this  feeling  is  to  us  the  voice 
of  God.  All  our  other  fenfations  are  true. 
He  does  not  deceive  us  in  the  defire  we  have  to 
be  happy,  to  eat,  drink,  and  propagate  our 
fpecies.  When  we  feel  defires,  thofe  defires 
certainly  exift ; when  we  are  fenfible  of  pleafure, 
we  are  well  affured  we  do  not  feel  pain ; when 
we  fee,  it  is  beyond  difpute  that  the  action  of 
feeing  is  not  that  of  hearing ; when  we  have 
thoughts,  it  is  very  clear  that  we  think ; and 
fhall  the  fenfation  we  have  of  freedom  be  the 
only  one  in  which  a being,  infinitely  perfect, 
fhall  fport  with  us,  by  deceiving  us  with  an 
abfurd  iliufion  ? What ! When  I confefs  that  a 
derangement  of  my  organs  deprives  me  of 
freedom,  do  I not  deceive  myfelf ; and  yet  ani 
I deceived  when  I fay  I am  free  ? 

I know  not  whether  this  unadorned  expla- 
nation of  what  paffes  within  us  will  make  any 

7 imprefiion 
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impreffion  on  your  philofophic  mind  ; but  I con- 
jure you,  fir,  to  examine  the  idea,  to  allow  it  its 
whole  extent,  and  afterward  to  judge  it  without 
refpedt  to  party,  and  even  without  considering 
other  more  metaphyfical  principles,  which  mili- 
tate againft  this  moral  proof.  You  will  then 
fee  which  ought  to  be  preferred ; a moral 
proof,  which  exifts  in  all  men,  or  metaphyfical 
ideas,  which  ever  bear  the  character  of  incer- 
titude. 

II.  My  fecond  doubt  turns  on  a more  phiiofo- 
phic view  of  the  queftion.  I perceive  that  all 
which  has  ever  been  faid,  againft  the  freedom  of 
man,  applies,  with  ftill  increafmg  force,  againft 
die  freedom  of  God. 

If  it  be  faid,  God  has  forefeen  all  our  a&ions, 
and  that  for  that  caufe  they  are  necefiary ; God 
has  alfo  forefeen  his  own,  which  are  fo  much 
the  more  neceftary  as  God  is  immutable.  If  it 
be  urged,  man  cannot  a<ft  without  an  adequate 
caufe,  which  caufe  dire&s  his  will  3 the  ade- 
quate caufe  ought  to  have  ftill  greater  power 
over  the  will  of  God,  who  is  a being  fupremely 
reafonable. 

If  it  be  affirmed,  man  muft  chcofe  that  which 
appears  to  him  to  be  the  beft,  God  is  under  a 
ftill  greater  neceftfity  to  perform  that  which  is  the 
beft. 
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Here  then  we  find  God  become  the  fiave  of 
Fate.  He  is  no  longer  a being  who  determines 
for  himfelf,  he  is  determined  by  fome  external 
caufe  ; he  is  no  longer  an  agent,  no  longer  a 
God. 

But,  if  God  be  free,  as  the  neceflitarians 
themfeives  muft  confefs,  why  could  not  God 
communicate  a portion  of  that  freedom  to  man, 
in  communicating  to  him  being,  thought,  motion,  . 
and  will,  all  which  are  equally  unknown  ? Was 
it  more  difficult  for  God  to  beftow  freedom  on 
us  than  to  beftow  the  power  of  walking,  eating, 
and  digefting  ? A demonftration  is  neceftary,  in 
order  to  prove  that  God  could  not  communicate 
the  attribute  of  freedom  to  man ; and,  to  obtain 
this  demonftration,  it  is  requifite  to  know  the 
attributes  of  the  Divinity.  But  who  knows 
thofe  attributes  ? 

It  is  faid  that  God,  by  giving  us  freedom  * 
would  have  made  man  a deity.  On  what  ground 
is  this  faid  ? Why  fhould  I be  a God,  with  a 
portion  of  freedom,  who  am  not  a God,  with 
a portion  of  intelligence  ? To  be  poffeffed  of 
feeble  power,  confined  and  temporary,  to  choofe 
and  to  begin  motion,  is  this  to  be  a God  ? 
There  is  no  medium ; either  we  are  automata, 
who  do  nothing,  and  in  whom  God  does  all,  or 
we  are  agents;  that  is  to  fay,  free  creatures. 

I demand 
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I demand  proof  that  we‘  are  fimple  automata, 
and  that  our  interior  fenfation  of  freedom  is  an 
illufion. 

All  the  proofs  that  are  brought  are  reduced  to 
the  prefcience  of  God.  But,  is  it  precilely 
known  what  this  prefcience  is  ? No,  of  that  we 
are  certainly  ignorant.  How,  therefore,  can  we 
employ  our  ignorance  on  the  fupreme  attributes 
of  God,  to  prove  the  falfity  of  a real  fenfation ; 
that  is,  of  the  freedom  which  we  feel  in  our- 
felves  ? 

I cannot  conceive  any  congruity  between 
prefcience  and  freedom,  I allow ; but  muft  I 
therefore  rejedt  freedom  ? Mud  I deny  that  I 
am  a thinking  being,  becaufe  I cannot  perceive 
how  matter  can  think,  nor  how  a thinking  being 
can  be  the  flave  of  matter  ? To  reafon  a priori , 
as  it  is  called,  is  a very  fine  thing,  but  it  is  a 
mode  of  reafoning  to  which  man  is  incompetent. 
We  are  on  the  banks  of  a large  river ; and  we 
muft  afcend  the  ftream,  before  we  venture  to 
fpeak  of  its  fource. 

It  certainly  would  be  very  fortunate,  if  we 
could  eftablifh  clear,  indubitable,  and  numerous 
principles  of  metaphyfics ; whence  an  infinite 
number  of  confequences  might  be  derived,  as  in 
mathematics.  But  God  has  not  willed  that  the 
thing  fhould  be  thus.  The  patrimony  of  meta- 
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phyftcs  he  has  referred  to  himfelf.  The  reign 
of  pure  ideas  and  of  the  efience  of  things  is 
his  own.  If  any  one  has  participated  this 
celeftial  inheritance,  it  is  certainly  you,  fir;  and 
my  heart  will  fay  of  you  what  parafites  fay  of 
kings,  when  they  tell  them,  they  are  the  images 
of  the  Deity. 

With  refpedl  to  the  verfes,  which  you  have 
deigned  to  cite  from  the  Henriade,  they  were 
only  written  with  an  intent  to  fay  that  our  freedom 
does  not  injure  the  divine  prefcience,  which  con- 
ftitutes  what  we  call  fate.  I have  expreffed 
myfelf  fomewhat  loofely  in  that  paffage,  but  we 
cannot  always  precifely  fay  what  we  wifh  to  fay 
in  poetry  : the  wheel  runs  round,  and  hurries 
away  the  man  by  its  rapidity. 

Before  I conclude,  permit  me  to  inform  your 
royal  highnefs  that  the  Socinians,  who  deny  the 
prefcience  of  God  relative  to  contingencies^ 
poffefs  a great  apoftle,  with  whom  perhaps  they 
are  unacquainted.  I fpeak  of  Cicero,  in  his 
book  of  divination.  That  great  man  was  better 
pleafed  to  rob  the  Gods  of  their  prefcience  than 
men  of  their  freedom. 

Superior  as  he  was,  as  an  orator,  I do  not 
believe  he  could  have  anfvvered  your  obje&ions. 
He  would  in  vain  have  made  long  periods ; it 
would  only  have  been  found  contending  with 

truth. 


truth.  But  here  let  us  leave  him  and  his  fine 
phrafes. 

Permit  me  to  obferve  to  your  royal  highnefs 
that  the  Gods  of  Cicero  and  the  God  of  Newton 
and  of  Clarke  are  not  of  the  fame  fpecies.  We 
may  well  fay  of  the  former  that  they  were  Gods 
reafoning  in  coffee-houfes,  on  the  operations  of 
the  enfuing  campaign ; for  whoever  pofTeffes  no 
prefcience  can  but  conjecture,  and  whoever  can 
do  nothing  better  than  conjecture  is  liable  to  fay 
as  many  filly  things  as  the  London  journal,  or 
the  Dutch  gazette.  But  not  fo  Sir  Ifaac  Newton 
and  Samuel  Clarke ; who  individually  were  as 
philofophic  as  Tully  was  loquacious. 

Dr.  Clarke,  who  has  examined  thefe  fubjeCts 
deeply,  of  which  Newton  only  fpoke  occafion- 
ally,  fays,  as  I think  with  reafon,  that  we  are 
unable  to  afcend  toward  an  imperfeCt  knowledge 
of  the  divine  attributes,  except  as  from  a given 
number  we  afcend  toward  infinites,  proceeding 
from  the  known  toward  the  unknown. 

Each  mode  of  perception,  limited  and  finite 
in  man,  is  infinite  in  God.  The  mind  of  man 
can  only  contemplate  one  objeCt  at  a time,  but 
' God  embraces  all.  From  our  knowledge  of  the* 
character  of  a man,  we  forefee  how  that  man 
will  aCt  on  a given  occafion ; and  God  forefees, 
by  the  fame  kind  of  knowledge  infinitely  ex- 
X 2 tended. 
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tended,  how  that  man  will  ad.  Thus,  what  k 
in  us  the  fcience  of  conje&ure,  and  which  does 
not  militate  againft  freedom,  is  in  God  the  fcience 
of  certainty,  which  is  as  little  militant  as  the 
former.  This  manner  of  reafoning  does  not 
appear  to  me  to  be  very  ridiculous. 

But  I perceive,  fir,  how  ardent  I am  to  weary 
you  with  my  ideas ; neither  do  1 do  any  thing  more 
than  enfeeble  the  ideas  of  others.  Your  goodnefs 
only  gives  me  courage.  I find  your  heart  to  be 
as  humane  as  your  mind  is  extenfive.  In  your 
verfes  to  the  baron  von  Kayferling,  I read  how 
capable  you  are  of  friendfhip  ; for  which  reafon 
my  fourth  epiftle  on  happinefs  fliall  conclude 
with  friendfhip,  for  without  that  there  is  no 
happinefs  on  earth. 

The  marchionefs  du  Chatelet  admires  you  fo 
highly  that  fhe  dares  not  write  to  you ; I mud 
therefore  be  very  adventurous,  fir;  I,  who 
certainly  do  not  admire  you  lets,  and  who  yet 
am  a never-ending  babbler. 

Why  am  not  I allowed  to  addrefs  you  thus — ? 

In  public  a commoda  peccem , 

Si  longo  fcrmone  morer  tua  tempora , Cafar . 

I am  with  the  mofl  profound  refpedt,  attach- 
ment, and  gratitude  unbounded,  &c. 


LET- 
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LETTER  XLIX. 


From  the  Prince  Royal. 


SIR. 


Remufberg,  March  28,  1738.* 


I RECEIVED  your  letter  of  the  8th  of 
this  month  with  a kind  of  inquietude  concerning 
your  health.  Thiriot  informed  me  it  was  not 
good,  and  this  you  have  confirmed.  It  feenis 
that  Nature,  who  has  bellowed  mental  endow- 
ments fo  great  upon  you,  has  aCted  the  flep- 
mother  with  refpeCt  to  your  health ; as  if  (he 
herfelf  regretted  that  (he  had  accomplifhed  a 
perfect  work.  The  infirmities  of  the  body  only 
could  lead  you  to  prefume  you  were  mortal ; 
your  works  muft  perfuade  you  to  the  contrary. 
The  great  men  of  antiquity  were  never  more  in 
dread  of  the  implacable  malice  of  fortune  than 
after  remarkable  fuccefs.  Your  fever  may  be 
eflimated  in  this  manner  as  an  equivalent,  or  as 
a counterpoife,  to  your  Merope. 

May  I flatter  myfelf  that  I have  divined  the 
corrections  you  have  thought  proper  to  make  in 
your  piece  ? You,  a fevere  father,  have  afTumed 

* March  the  7th  in  the  Berlin  edition. 
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the  chara&er  of  Brutus.  For  my  own  part, 
although  I have  not  written  it,  nor  have  any 
other  interefl  in  it  than  that  which  I feel  for  the 
author,  1 have  twice  read  Merope  with  all  the 
attention  of  which  I am  capable,  without,  per- 
ceiving any  defeds.  Your  works  refemble  the 
fun,  to  difcover  the  fpots  in  which  the  eye  muft 
be  very  piercing. 

Be  kind  enough  to  fend  me  the  four  ads 
correded,  as  you  have  given  me  to  hope ; 
otherwife  erafures  and  corredions  will  render  my 
copy  confufed,  and  difficult  to  decypher.  Boi- 
leau  and  all  the  poets  only  could  attain  perfedion 
by  correding.  It  is  to  be  regretted  that  men, 
however  great  their  talents  may  be,  cannot  pro- 
duce excellence  at  a firft  effay ; they  acquire  it 
only  by  degrees  : it  is  neceffiary  inceflantly  to 
efface,  corred,  and  improve,  and  every  flep  they 
make  is  the  ftep  of  chaftifement.  Virgil,  the 
prince  of  poetry,  was  employed  in  correding 
his  iEneid  when  he  was  overtaken  by  death.  He, 
no  doubt,  was  delirous  his  work  fhould  be  as 
perfed  as  it  exifted  in  his  own  imagination,  and 
which  equalled  that  of  the  orator  defcribed  by 
Cicero. 

I have  not  yet  received  the  Maximien  of  La 
Chauffiee.  I have  feen  the  School  for  Friends, 
written  by  the  fame  author,  the  title  of  which  is 
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excellent,  but  the  writing  is  common-place, 
feeble,  monotonous,  and  languid.  Perhaps  it 
is  fome  temerity  in  me,  who  am  a foreigner, 
and  almoft  a barbarian,  to  judge  of  French 
plays  ; ftill,  whatever  is  dry  or  fluggilh  prefent- 
ly  gives  difguft. 

We  feled  the  beft  French  pieces  to  perform 
here.  My  memory  is  fo  indifferent  that  I am 
very  difficult  in  the  choice  of  the  materials  with 
which  it  is  neceffary  it  fhould  be  ftored  ; it  is 
like  a fmall  garden,  in  which  we  do  not  fow 
every  kind  of  feed  with  indifference,  but  em~ 
bellifh  it  with  none  but  the  mod  rare  and  ex~ 
quifite  flowers. 

By  the  pieces  which  I fend  you  will  judge  of 
the  fruits  of  my  retreat  and  your  inftrudions. 
Let  me  intreat  you  to  redouble  your  flneerity, 
refpeding  all  which  comes  from  me.  I have 
feifure,  patience,  and,  in  addition,  nothing  bet- 
ter to  do  than  to  alter  thofe  paffages  in  my 
works  which  you  think  deferve  reproof. 

The  life  of  the  czarina  and  the  czarowitz  is 
at  prefent  writing.  I hope  1 (hall  foon  be  able 
to  fend  you  whatever  I can  colled  on  this  fub- 
jed  ; among  the  anecdotes  you  will  find  barba- 
rities and  cruelties  fimilar  to  thofe  of  which  wo 
read  in  the  hiftory  of  the  firfl:  Ctefars.  Ruffia 
was  a country  into  which  the  arts  and  fciences 
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had  not  penetrated.  The  czar  had  no  tin&ure 
of  humanity,  magnanimity,  or  virtue ; he  had 
been  educated  in  the  lowed  ignorance,  and  a<d- 
ed  only  according  to  the  impulfe  of  his  irregu- 
lar paflions.  So  true  is  it  that  inclination  leads 
men  to  ill ; and  that  they  are  good  only  in  pro- 
portion as  education,  or  experience,  may  have 
moderated  the  impetuolity  of  their  tempera- 
ment. 

I was  acquainted  with  the  grand  marfhal  of 
the  court  (of  Pruffia)  Printz,  who  was  alive  in 
1724,  and  who,  under  the  reign  of  the  late 
king,  had  been  our  envoy  in  Ruffia.  He  in- 
formed me  that,  when  he  came  to  Peterlburg, 
he  demanded  permiffion  to  prefent  his  creden- 
tials, and  that  he  was  taken  on  board  a fhip, 
which  was  then  on  the  docks.  Little  accudom- 
ed  to  fuch  an  audience,  he  afked  where  was  the 
czar ; and  the  monarch  was  pointed  out  to 
him,  bulled  in  managing  the  tackling  on  deck. 
When  the  czar  perceived  the  am  ballad  or,  he 
defired  him  to  come  to  him  by  afcending  a rope 
ladder  ; and,  when  he  excufed  himfelf,  alleging 
his  awkward nefs,  the  czar  came  Hiding  down  a 
rope  to  him  like  a failor. 

The  commifiion  of  the  ambaflador  being  ve- 
ry agreeable  to  the  monarch,  the  latter  was  de- 
drous  of  giving  him  fome  evident  token  of  his 
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fatisfa&ion.  For  this  purpofe,  he  ordered  a 
fumptuous  feftival,  to  which  M.  von  Printzwas 
invited.  The  guefts  drank  brandy  to  brutal 
excefs,  after  the  manner  of  the  Ruffians ; and 
the  czar,  willing  to  give  a peculiar  kind  of  re- 
lief to  the  fcene,  fent  for  about  twenty  of  the 
Strelitz  (guards)  who  were  confined  in  the  pri- 
fons  of  Peterfburg,  and,  at  the  emptying  of 
each  glafs,  the  intolerable  monfter  beheaded  one 
of  thefe  wretches.  That  he  might  afford  a 
particular  mark  of  refped  to  the  ambaffador, 
this  unnatural  prince,  in  order,  according  to  his 
mode  of  fpeaking,  to  give  him  the  pleafure  of 
fhewing  his  addrefs,  propofed  he  fhould  par- 
take of  the  office  of  executioner.  Imagine  what 
effecff  fuch  a propofition  muft  produce  on  a man 
poffeffed  of  fenfibility,  and  goodnefs  of  heart ! 
M.  von  Printz,  whofe  feelings  were  as  acute  as 
thofe  of  any  perfon  whatever,  refufed  an  offer 
which  in  any  other  place  would  have  been  re- 
garded as  an  infult  to  the  character  of  an  am- 
baffador, but  which,  in  this  barbarous  country, 
was  merely  a proof  of  civility.  The  czar  was 
fo  vexed  at  his  refufal  that  he  could  not  forbear 
betraying  figns  of  his  indignation  ; though  he 
thought  proper  to  make  reparation  on  the  mor- 
row. 

This  is  no  indented  tale  ; it  is  fo  true  that  it 
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is  found  in  the  relations  of  M.  von  Printz, 
which  are  preferved  in  the  archives.  I have 
even  fpoken  with  feveral  perfons  who  were  at 
Peterfburg  at  this  period,  and  who  attefted  the 
truth  of  the  fad.  It  is,  therefore,  not  the  tale 
of  two  or  three  individuals,  but  a notorious 
event.  ^ 

From  cruelties  fo  horrible,  let  us  revert  to  a 
fubjed  more  cheerful,  gay,  and  agreeable ; 
which  (hall  be  the  after-piece  to  the  tragedy. 

I allude  to  the  poetical  produdions  of  Gref- 
fet,  who  at  prefent  is  one  of  the  firft  of  the 
French  writers.  This  charming  poet  has  the 
gift  of  exprefling  himfelf  with  much  facility. 
Plis  epithets  are  juft  and  new,  and  he  has  turns 
which  are  peculiar  to  himfelf.  We  love  his 
works  in  defpite  of  their  defeds.  He  is  not  fuf- 
ficiently  careful,  beyond  difpute ; and  his  indo- 
lence, which  he  praifes  fo  highly,  is  the  great- 
eft  enemy  of  his  fame.  He  has  written  an  ode 
on  the  love  of  our  country,  which  pleafes  me 
infinitely.  It  is  full  of  ardour,  and  flnifhed  paf- 
fages.  You  muft  have  remarked  that  this  poet 
is  more  fuccefsful  in  writing  verfes  of  eight  fyl- 
lables  than  of  twelve. 

Notwithstanding  the  goodnefs  of  the  fhort 
pieces’  of  Greftet,  I do  not  believe  he  will  ever 
write  with  effed  for  the  theatre,  or  as  an  epic 
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poet.  Flafhes  of  wit  are  not  alone  fufficient  for 
compofitions  of  fuch  extent;  energy,  vigour, 
with  a penetrating  and  ripened  underilanding, 
are  requisite. 

The  cantata  of  le  Couvreur  is  copying,  ac-' 
cording  to  your  willies ; I fhall  fend  it  to  be 
fhipwrecked  on  the  fhores  of  Cirey.  French 
ears,  accuftomed  to  vauderilles  and  anthems, 
are  but  little  favourable  to  the  methodical  and 
expreffive  airs  of  the  Italians.  Muficians,  to  ex- 
ecute this  piece  in  the  tafte  in  which  it  is  writ- 
ten, are  neceflary,  without  whom  it  will  appear 
juft  as  afteding  to  you  as  the  part  of  Brutus 
would,  if  recited  by  a Swifs  or  Auftrian  ador. 

Let  me  intreat  you  to  recoiled:  that  it  is  fome 
time  ftnce  you  fent  me  the  two  firft  of  the  four 
moral  epiftles,  which  you  have  compofed.  Ce- 
fario  is  juft  arrived,  with  all  the  pieces  with 
which  you  entrufted  him,  and  for  which  I re- 
turn you  a thoufand  thanks.  I am  divided 
between  friendfhip,  curiofity,  and  joy.  It  is  no 
fmall  fatisfadion  to  converfe  with  one  who 
comes  from  Cirey.  How  cold!  How  inade- 
quate ! — To  my  other  felf ! Who,  in  imagi- 
nation, tranfports  me  thither ! I afk  him  a 
thoufand  queftions  at  once,  and,  as  often  inter- 
rupting him,  prevent  him  from  returning  any 
anfwer.  Some  days  will  be  neceflary  for  us  to 
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be  able  rationally  to  interrogate  each  other* 
But  I wafte  my  time  very  unfeafonably,  when  I 
preach  to  you  of  friendfhip,  who  are  fo  well 
acquainted  with,  and  have  fo  excellently  de- 
feribed,  its  effects. 

I fhail  not  at  prefent  fay  any  thing  of  your 
works;  I mull  read  them  coolly  before  I tell 
you  my  opinion.  Not  that  I pretend  to  appre- 
ciate their  value,  for  that  would  be  injuring  my 
own  modefty ; I will  relate  my  doubts,  and  you 
will  put  my  ignorance  to  the  blufti. 

Salutation  to  the  fublime  Emily,  and  incenfs 
to  the  divine  Voltaire  ! 


LETTER  L, 

From  the  Prince  Royal . 

SIR,  March  31ft,  3738* 

I AM  obliged  to  inform  you  that  I have, 
for  two  fucceffive  poll  days,  received  letters 
from  M.  Thiriot  that  have  been  opened.  I 
would  not  even  fwear  that  the  laft  you  wrote 
to  me  had  not  been  ferved  in  the  fame  manner* 
know  not  whether  it  were  in  France,  or  in  the 

ftates 
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ftates  of  the  king  my  father,  that  they  fell  vic- 
tims to  fuch  ill-placed  curiofity.  All  that 
our  correfpondence  contains  might  be  known. 
Your  letters  breathe  nothing  but  virtue  and  hu- 
manity ; and  mine,  in  general,  only  requeft  that 
you  would  fend  me  information  on  fubje&s  * 
concerning  which  people  in  general  trouble 
themfelves  but  little.  Yet,  notwithflandiag  the 
innocence  of  our  correfpondence,  you  well 
know  what  men  are,  and  that  they  are  but  too 
much  inclined  to  give  an  ill  interpretation  to 
that  which  ought  to  be  exempt  from  blame. 

I,  therefore,  intreat  you  would  no  longer  ad- 
drefs  thofe  letters  which  relate  to  philofophy  or 
poetry  to  M.  Thiriot.  Dired  them  rather  to 
M.  Tronchin  du  Breuil ; for,  though  they  will 
be  longer  on  the  road,  I (hall  be  indemnified 
by  their  fecurity.  When  you  write  letters  to 
me  which  only  contain  trifles,  addrefs  them  as 
ufual  to  M.  Thiriot,  that  the  curious  may  have 
fomething.  to  give  them  employment. 

Cefario  delights  me  with  every  thing  he 
relates  of  Cirey.  I am  enchanted  by  your  hif* 
tory  of  Louis  XIV.  I only  could  have  wiflied 
that  you  had  not  ranked  Machiavel,  who  was 

* The  French  reads — ne  contiennent  que  des  eclairciffe-- 
mens  que  je  vous  demande— -i.  e.  contain  information  which  1 
requefl  you  to  afford  rae;  T< 


a bad 


JlS  POSTHUMOUS  WORKS. 

a bad  rran,  among  the  great  men  of  his  time*. 
Whoever  teaches  us  to  break  our  promife,  to 
opprefs,  and  to  commit  injuftice,  were  he  a man 
the  moft  diftinguilhed  by  his  abilities  in  other 
refpeXs,  never  ought  to  occupy  a place  which 
is  due  alone  to  virtue,  and  praife- worthy  ta- 
lents. Cartouche  does  not  deferve  to  be  rank- 
ed with  Boileau,  Colbert,  and  Luxembourg.  I 
am  certain  you  are  of  my  opinion ; you  are 
yourfelf  too  worthy  a man  to  raife  the  fame  of  a 
contemptible  villain  to  the  rank  of  honour.  I 
am,  therefore,  pofltive  you  have  only  confider- 
ed  Machiavel  as  a man  of  genius.  Pardon  my 
fincerity  ; were  you  not  highly  deferving  of  it, 
I would  not  be  thus  prodigal  of  truth. 

If  every  hiftory  had  been  written  like  that 
.which  you  have  entrufted  to  me,  we  fhould 
have  been  better  informed  of  the  manners  of  all 
ages,  and  lefs  deceived  by  hiftorians.  The 
more  I am  acquainted  with  you  the  more  am  I 
convinced  you  are  a man  unequalled.  I never 
read  a finer  ftyle  than  that  in  which  the  hiftory 
of  Louis  XIV.  is  written.  I read  each  para- 
graph twice,  or  three  times,  fo  great  is  the  plea- 
fure  I receive ; each  line  produces  its  effect, 
each  contains  excellent  reflexions;  no  falfe 
thought,  nothing  puerile  ; add  to  which,  im- 
partiality is  perfeXly  preferved.  When  I have 
4 read 
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read  the  whole  work,  I will  fend  you  fome  tri- 
lling remarks;  and,  among  others,  fome  on  Ger- 
man proper  names,  which  are  rather  ill  treated, 
and  which  may  tend  to  make  the  work  obfcure, 
fince  there  are  names  fo  disfigured  that  the 
reader  is  obliged  to  guefs  at  the  perfon. 

I could  have  wifhed  you  had  written  all 
the  works  that  have  been  compofed,  the  fubjedh 
of  which  might  afford  inflruXion ; we  might 
then  have  profited  by  reading.  I fometimes 
grow  impatient  when  I meet  with  ufelefs  mat- 
ter, puerile  reflections,  and  that  barrennefs  which 
is  prevalent  in  certain  books,  and  which  the  read- 
er is  obliged  to  re-write.  But  you  fpare  your 
readers  any  fuch  labour.  Whether  they  have 
or  have  not  judgment,  they  will  equally  profit 
by  your  works ; nothing  is  neceflary  for  them 
but  memory. 

Application  and  a ftruggle  with  the  under- 
Handing  are  requifite,  before  I can  ftudy  your 
elements  of  Newton,  which  cannot  be  till  Eafier 
as  over,  making  a fhort  abfence  to  take  * 

Ce  que  vous  favez, 

Avec  bzaucoup  de  bienfcancs  *. 

I fnall  repeat  my  doubts  with  the  utmoft 
tranknefs ; afhamed  to  reduce  you  to  the  fitua- 

* That  which  you  wot  of  with  all  decency. 
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tion  of  the  Israelites,  who  could  only  rebuild 
the  walls  of  Jerufalem  by  defending  themfelve£ 
with  one  hand  while  they  laboured  with  the 
other. 

You  cannot  but  think  my  fyftem  infupporta- 
ble;  it  is  fometimes  fo  to  myfelf.  I feek  an  objeCt 
on  which  to  fix  my  mind,  and  hitherto  I find 
none  ; if  you  know  any  fuch,  which  is  exempt 
from  all  contradiction,  let  me  intreat  you  to 
point  it  out  to  me.  If  there  be  any  thing,  of 
which  I am  convinced,  it  is  that  there  is  an 
adorable  Deity  in  heaven,  and  a Voltaire  al- 
moft  as  eftimable  at  Cirey. 

I fend  a fmall  trifle  for  the  marchionefs  du 
Chatelet,  which  I beg  you  will  prevail  on  her 
to  accept.  I hope  fhe  will  condefcend  to  pre- 
fer ve  it  with  care,  and  ufe  it  in  her  compofitions< 

I could  not  leave  your  portrait  in  the  poflef- 
lion  of  Cefario ; I envied  my  friend  the  double 
pleafure  of  having  converfed  with  you,  and  of 
being  in  pofTeflion  of  your  picture.  This, 
faid  I to  myfelf,  is  too  much  ; we  muff  divide 
the  favours  of  fortune.  We  both  think  of 
you  the  fame,  and  are  rivals,  contending  who 
fhall  efteem  and  love  you  moft.  I almoft  had 
forgotten  to  mention  your  fugitive  pieces. — 
Moderation  in  Happinefs — The  Padlock — The 
Temple  of  Friendfhip,  &c.  I am  charmed  with 
3 them 
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them  all ! How  much  do  you  increafe  my  gra- 
titude ! 

Do  not  let  the  marchionefs  forget  to  open 
the  ink-ftand.  Be  perfuaded  there  is  nothing 
I more  regret  than  my  inability  to  convince 
you  of  the  fentiments  with  which  I am,  &c. 


LETTER  LL 


From  the  Prince  Royal . 


S I R, 


Rupin,  April  19th,  1738 


When  you  are  ill  I am  every  way  a 
lofer ; as  well  by  the  intereft  which  I take,  in 
whatever  concerns  you,  as  by  the  privation  of 
an  infinity  of  good  thoughts,  which  I fhould 
have  received,  had  your  health  permitted. 
For  the  love  of  humanity,  do  not  alarm  me  any 
more  by  fuch  frequent  indifpofitions.  Do  not 
fuppofe  either  that  thefe  are  metaphorical 
alarms,  they  are,  to  my  misfortune,  too  real. 
1 tremble  when  I apply  to  you  the  two  fineft' 
lines  which  Rouffeau  perhaps  ever  wrote. 


* Undated  in  the  Berlin  edition. 
Y 


3k 


VOL.  VI. 


322  POSTHUMOUS  WORKS. 

Et  ne  me furons  point  au  nombre  des  annees 
Lacourfe  des  heros  *. 

/ 

Cefario  gave  me  an  exadl  account  of  the 
{late  of  your  health;  I have  confulted  phyficians 
on  the  fubjed:,  and  they  have  allured  me,  by 
the  faith  of  the  faculty,  that  your  life  is  in  no 
danger  ; but  that,  with  refpedt  to  your  indifpo- 
fition,  it  could  not  be  radically  cured,  becaufe 
the  evil  was  too  inveterate.  According  to  their 
judgment,  you  have  an  obftrudiion  in  the  vifee- 
ra.  They  fay  that  fome  of  the  velfels  are  there 
relaxed ; and  that  phlegm,  flatulency,  or  a fpe- 
cies  of  the  nephritis,  is  the  caufe  of  your  com- 
plaint. Such  is  the  judgment  they  have  been 
able  to  give,  at  a hundred  leagues  diftance. 

Although  I place  but  little  faith  in  the  deci- 
lions  of  thefe  gentlemen,  which  are  often  more 
uncertain  than  thofe  of  the  metaphyficians,  I 
Hill  very  earneftly  intreat  you  to  have  the  fta- 
turn  morbi  drawn  up,  that  we  may  try  whether 
fome  able  phylician  cannot  afford  you  relief. 
How  great  would  be  my  joy  could  I,  in  any 
manner,  contribute  to  the  re-eftablilhment  of 
your  health  ! I intreat,  therefore,  that  you  would 
fend  mo  a lift  of  your  infirmities  and  your  buffer- 
ings, in  barbarous  terms,  and  the  jargon  of  the 

* Judge  not  of  heroes  by  their  length  of  life. 
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faculty,  but  with  all  poffible  precifion*  You 
will  thus  very  fenfibly  oblige  me,  and  this  is  a 
fmall  faerifice  which  you  are  indebted  to  my 
friendfhip. 

You  inform  me  you  have  received  fome  of 
my  writings,  and  you  add  no  critical  remarks* 
Do  not  imagine  that  I have  neglected  the  errors 
you  have  pointed  out  in  my  former  pieces.  I 
join  the  new  corrections  I have  made  in  the 
ode  on  the  love  of  God,  with  a fhort  poem  ad~ 
dreffed  to  Cefario* 

The  mania  of  rhyming  poffefTes  me  incefiant- 
ly,  and  I fear  it  is  one  of  thofe  ills  which  are  in- 
capable of  cure.  Since  the  Apollo  of  Cirey  has 
kindly  protected  the  atoms  of  Remufberg,  all 
its  inhabitants  cultivate  the  arts  and  fciences. 
I alfo  add  a letter  from  a young  man  who 
lives  with  me  to  one  of  his  friends.  A few 
words  from  you  would  give  him  infinite  encou- 
ragement. He  has  a genius  which  will  be 
formed  by  cultivation,  and  which  is  inactive 
from  the  fear  of  doing  amifs. 

I could  rather  with  you  had  need  of  my  ode 
dn  patience  to  confole  you  for  the  coldnefs  of  a 
miftrefs  than  for  the  fupport  of  your  infirmities* 
It  is  eafy  to  fend  confolation,  when  we  ourfelves 

feel  no  pain ; but  to  triumph  over  the  moft 

> r 1 
acute  feelings,  and  to  write  with  perfect  freedom 

Y 2 of 
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of  mind,  even  while  affli&ed,  is  the  effort  of  fu~ 
perior  genius. 

Your  epiftle  on  Envy  is  inimitable ; I almoft 
prefer  it  even  to  its  two  twin  fillers.  You  fpeak 
of  envy  like  a man  who  has  felt  the  evil  it  may 
do,  and  with  thofb  generous  fentiments  which 
are  your  proper  patrimony.  I always  difcover 
you  in  great  fentiments : you  feel  them  fo  truly 
that  you  exprefs  them  with  facility. 

How  mention  my  writings,  after  having 
fpoken  of  yours  ? What  you  have  been  pleafed 
to  fay  fomewhat  partakes  of  irony.  My  verfes 
are  the  fruits  of  the  wild  crab,  yours  of  the  flou- 
rilhing  tree  of  the  orchard. 

Behold  the  tow’ring  eagle  rife 
Returning  to  his  native  ikies  5 
Behold  the  humble  fwallow  Heim 
The  ground,  and  o’er  the  furface  fwim  % 

Thou  art  the  thunder-bearing  bird, 

With  {wallows  am  I doom’d  to  herd. 

1 am  entirely  of  your  opinion,  refpeding 
theatrical  pieces ; the  charming  paffion  of  love 
ought  only  to  be  ufed  like  fpice  in  ragouts;  they 
ought  not  to  be  loaded  with  it,  left  this  uniform 
tafte  fhould  deprive  the  palate  of  its  moft  exqui- 
fite  fenfations.  Merope  deferves  in  every  re- 
fped  to  corred  the  corrupted  tafte  of  the  pub- 
lic, and  to  refeue  Melpomene  from  the  con- 
tempt 
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tempt  into  which  flie  has  been  cafh  by  trifling 
ornaments.  I entirely  rely  on  the  goodnefs  of 
the  corre&ions  which  you  have  made  in  the  two 
I aft  'ads  of  that  tragedy  ; little  was  wanting  to 
render  it  perfect ; and  it  certainly  is  a perfed 
work  at  prefent. 

Corneifle,  Racine,  and,  after  them,  La 
Grange,  have  exhaufted  all  the  common -place 
thoughts  of  the  mod  tender  gallantry.  Crebil- 
lon,  as  we  may  fay,  has  familiarifed  the  Furies 
with  the  ftage  ; his  tragedies  all  infpire  horror  ; 
all  is  dreadful,  terrible.  It  was  neceflary  the 
fucceflbr  of  thefe  poets  fhould  quit  the  beaten 
track,  and  follow  one  more  new  and  fplendid. 
The  paflions  which  you  have  introduced  are 
as  capable  of  moving,  interefting,  and  pleaf- 
ing,  as  love  is ; it  was  only  neceflary  to  treat 
them  properly,  and  to  difplay  them  after  the 
manner  in  which  you  have  done,  in  Merope 
and  the  Death  of  Ccefar. 

T’  enlighten  France  thee  Heav’n  defign’d  ; 

With  confcious  ftrength  and  ardent  mind, 

The  dang’rous  epic  path- we  fee 
Thee  tread,  with  grace  and  majefly. 

Thucydides  thou  rifeft  next. 

Newton  and  Nature’s  page,  perplex’d, 

Having  with  daring  foul  difplay ’d, 

Thou  turn’ll,  to  yield  thy  godlike  aid 

Y3  T* 


326  POSTHUMOUS  WORKS, 

To  lick  Melpomene,  who  lies 
Defpairing,  and  without  thee  dies  ! 

But  I quit  the  bright  regions  of  poetry,  that  I 
may  defcend  with  you  into  the  chaos  of  meta- 
phyfics.  I renounce  the  language  of  the  gods, 
which  I can  but  ftammer,  to  fpeak  that  of  the 
Deity  himfelf,  with  which  I am  unacquainted. 
We  muft  at  prefent  raife  a building  the  foun- 
dations of  which  will  have  little  folidity ; the 
work  of  a fpider  in  the  air,  compofed  of  mod 
fine-drawn  threads. 

No  perfon  can  be  lefs  prejudiced,  in  favour 
of  his  opinion,  than  I am,  in  favour  of  mine. 
I have  difcuffed  the  fubjeft  of  neceffity  with  all 
poffible  application,  and  I have  found  difficul- 
ties attending  it  almoft  infurmountable.  I have 
read  an  infinite  number  of  fyftems,  not  one  of 
which  is  not  hedged  round  by  abfurdity,  which 
threw  me  into  fearful  fcepticifm.  Neither  have 

Jl 

I any  particular  reafon  which  rather  inclines  me 
toward  neceffity  than  freedom.  Be  the  truth 
as  it  may,  things  will  continue  in  the  fame  train. 
I fupport  fuch  queftions  to  the  befi:  of  my  pow-? 
er,  that  I may  perceive  how  far  human  reafon- 
ing  can  extend,  and  on  which  fide  moft  abfurdi- 
ty may  be  difcovered. 

But  it  is  fomething  different  with  the  adequate 
eaufe ; Every  man  who  wifhes  to  be  a philofo- 


CORRESPONDENCE.  227 

* «J  / 

pher,  a mathematician,  or  a politician,  in  a 
word,  every  man  who  willies  to  extend  his 
ideas,  mull  admit  an  adequate  caufe . 

What  is  this  adequate  caufe  ? — It  is  the  caufe 
of  what  happens ; of  which  caufe,  of  which 
principle,  every  philofopher  is  in  fearch ; there- 
fore, every  philofopher  admits  an  adequate  caufe. 
It  is  founded  on  our  mod  evident  ideas.  No- 
thing cannot  produce  being,  and,  fince  Nothing 
cannot  have  exigence,  it  necelfarily  refults  that 
Beings  or  Effects  muft  have  a preceding  Caufe 
for  their  being,  and  this  caufe  is  called  the  ade- 
quate caufe  of  their  exiftence.  None. but  the 
vulgar,  unacquainted  with  the  exiftence  of  an 
adequate  caufe,  attribute  effeCts,  the  caufes  of 
which  they  are  unacquainted  with,  to  chance. 
Chance,  in  this  fenfe,  is  a being  which  has 
fprung  from  the  chimerical  brain  of  the  poets ; 
and  which,  like  the  foap  bubbles  that  are  blown 
up  by  children,  has  no  body. 

You  are  now  about  to  drink  the  lees  of  my 
neCtar,  on  this  fubjeCt  of  abfoiute  neceffity.  1 
much  fear  left  the  fame  thing  fhould  happen  to 
you,  with  me  and  my  hypothecs,  as  did  to  me 
the  other  day.  I had  read,  in  I know  not  what 
book,  fomething  concerning  the  cephalopharyn- 
gian  mufcle.  I looked  into  Furetiere’s  diction- 
ary, that  I might  find  an  explanation  of  the 
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word,  and  was  told  that  the  cephalopharyngian. 
mufcle  is  the  orifice  of  the  cefophagus,  named 
pharynx.  Really,  exclaimed  I,  I am  now  much 
the  wifer  ! Explanations  are  often  more  obfcure 
than  the  thing  explained. — But,  to  return  to  my 
own  explanation. 

I confefs,  at  prefent,  that  men  have  a fenfa- 
tion  of  freedom  ; they  have  that  which  they 
denominate  the  power  of  determining  their  will, 
and  of  influencing  their  motions.  If  you  call 
the  a 61  of  influencing  motion,  the  a 61  of  afTum- 
ing  a refolution,  the  adt  of  performing  fome  ac- 
tion, if,  I fay,  you  call  thefe  acts  the  freedom  of 
man,  I then  agree  with  you  that  man  is  free. 
But  if  you  call  the  reafons  which  determine  him 
in  his  refolutions,  and  the  caufes  of  the  motions 
he  makes,  freedom,  I can  prove  that  man  is  not 
free.  My  proofs  are  drawn  from  experience, 
and  the  obfervations  I have  made  on  the  mo- 
tives of  my  own  adtions  and  of  the  adtions  of 
others. 

I maintain  that  all  men  are  determined  by 
reafons  (which,  whether  good  or  bad,  does 
not  affedt  my  hypothecs)  and  thefe  reafons  are 
founded  on  a certain  fuppofition  of  happinefs, 
or  well  being.  Whence  does  it  happen  that, 
when  a bookfeller  brings  me  the  Henriade  and 
the  filthy  epigrams  of  RoufTeau,  from  which  to 
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dhoofe,  I prefer  the  Henriade  ? It  is  becaufe  the 
Henriade  is  a perfed  work,  by  which  my 
heart  and  underftanding  may  excellently  profit  ; 
whereas,  the  epigrams  of  Rouffeau  would  but 
begrime  my  imagination.  Therefore,  the  fup- 
pofition  of  my  own  advantage,  of  my  own  good, 
induces  me  to  determine  in  favour  of  one  of 
thefe  works,  and  to  rejed  the  other.  By  the 
fame  rule,  the  fuppofition  of  my  happinefs  de- 
termines all  my  adions.  This  is  the  fpring  on 
which  I depend  for  motion,  and  this  fpring  is 
conneded  with  another,  which  is  temperament, 
or  conflitution.  It  is  precifely  with  this  wheel 
that  the  Creator  winds  up  our  machine.  Man 
has  the  fame  freedom  as  a pendulum  ; he  has 
certain  vibrations,  and  can  perform  certain 
ads;  but  all  are  fubfervient  to  his  temperament, 
and  to  his  manner  of  thinking,  more  or  lefs  con- 
fined. 

Afk  any  man,  however  fiupid  he  may  be, 
the  reafon  of  one  of  his  adions,  and  he  will 
produce  fome  reafon  by  which  he  was  deter- 
mined to  ad.  Man  is  fubfervient  to  a law  of 
nature,  and  confequently  to  the  tone  or  tempe- 
rament given  him  by  the  Creator.  Let  us 
therefore  conclude  that  all  men  contain  in 
jthemfelves  the  momentum  which  determines  or 
Qccafions  their  refolves.  In  behalf  of  abfolute 

necefiity. 
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neceflity,  I could  wifh  that  no  fubterfuge  had 
ever  been  fought  from  falfe  argument  againft 
freedom  ; fuch  as  that  which  you  fo  well  op- 
pofe,  and  fo  totally  deftroy.  In  effect,  nothing 
can  be  more  incontinent 

There  is  great  temerity  in  wifhing  to  reafon 
on  things  which  we  do  not  underftand,  and 
there  is  ftiil  infinitely  more  in  wifliing  to  pre- 
fcribe  limits  to  divine  omnipotence.  I do  but 
limply  examine  truths  which  are  known  to  me, 
and  from  thefe  I conclude  that,  fince  they  are 
thus,  it  is  the  will  of  God  they  fo  fhould  be. 
My  reafoning  does  but  conned:  the  effects  of 
nature  with  their  primitive  caufe,  which  exifts 
in  God.  According  to  this  fyftem,  God,  hav- 
ing forefeen  the  effects  of  temperament  and 
character  in  man,  preferves  his  prefcience,  and 
men  poffefs  a kind  of  freedom,  though  ex- 
ceedingly limited,  which  fuffers  them  to  aft 
according  to  their  thoughts. 

I have  now  to  (hew  that  my  hypothecs  is  not 
any  way  injurious  or  contradictory  to  the  divine 
effence,  and  this  1 am  able  to  prove. 

The  idea  I have  of  God  is  that  he  is  an  om- 
nipotent being,  benevolent,  infinite,  and  omni- 

* The  Bafil  edition  reads — Nothing  can  be  more  incon- 
fcftent  than  to  fay  we  fhould  be  gods,  if  we  were  free.  T, 

fcient. 
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fcient.  This  God  is  determined  in  all  things 
by  the  fublimeft  reafons ; he  does  nothing 
which  h not  entirely  reafonable  and  confident. 
Nor  does  this  in  any  manner  overthrow  the 
freedom  of  God  ; for  God  is  reafon  itfelf,  and, 
therefore,  is  certainly  determined  by  reafon ; ■ 
that  is  to  fay,  he  is  determined  by  his  will, 
which,  in  this  fenfe,  is  nothing  more  than  a play 
upon  words.  God  can  forefee  his  own  ads, 
fince  they  mud  be  to  all  eternity  fubjed  to  the 
excellence  of  his  attributes,  and  muft  for  ever 
bear  the  (lamp  of  perfection.  If,  therefore, 

. God  is  himfelf  fate,  how  can  he  be  the  Have  of 
fate?  And,  if  this  God,  who,  according  to 
Clarke  himfelf,  cannot  deceive  himfelf,  forefees 
the  adions  of  men,  we  muft  own  that  they  hap- 
pen from  neceffity.  This  Mr.  Clarke  even 
confeffes,  though  unintentionally.  My  reafon 
is  obliged  to  acknowledge  that  God,  being  ex- 
cellence itfelf,  can  do  nothing  which  is  not  mod 
excellent.  This  is  what  all  the  works  of  nature 
atteft,  a fad  to  which  the  whole  mafs  of  men 
bear  witnefs,  and  of  the  truth  of  which  we 
fhould  perfuade  ourfelves,  if  we  were  the  only 
exifting  beings. 

We  muft,  however,  beware  of  judging  the 
world  by  fed  ions,  which  are  but  the  members 
pf  one  great  whole,  to  which  confiftency  is  ne- 

celfary  ^ 
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ceffary ; for  this  would  be  to  lofe  fight  of  the 
whole  ; it  would  be  to  confider  a point  in  a 
work  of  miniature,  and  to  negled  the  effed 
produced  by  combination.  We  may  take  it 
for  granted  that  ail  which  we  perceive  in  nature 
concurs  to  promote  the  views  of  the  Creator. 
If  our  mole  eyes  be  incapable  of  difcovering 
thefe  views,  the  defed  is  in  our  eyes,  and  not 
in  the  fubjed  at  which  we  look. 

Such  are  the  arguments  my  imagination  lies 
been  able  to  furnifh  me  with,  concerning  the 
romance  of  neceflity. 

I notwithstanding  highly  refped  Cicero,  the 
protedor  of  freedom ; though,  to  fpeak  the 
truth,  I take  mod  pleafure  in  his  Tufculan  de- 
putations. You  ennoble  the  God  of  Clarke  in 
fuch  a manner  that  I already  begin  to  feel  fome 
refped  for  the  Deity,  Had  you  lived  in  the  days 
of  Mofes,  you  would  have  left  a defeription  of 
the  God  of  Abraham  which  would  have  ren- 
dered him  worthy  of  worfhip. 

I {hall  defer  fpeaking  on  your  excellent  effay 
on  phyfics  till  fome  other  opportunity ; the 
work  well  deferves  a letter  dedicated  to  the  did 
cuffion  of  that  fubjed  only.  I fhall  be  equally 
regardful  of  my  engagements  refpeding  the  age 
of  Louis  the  Great,  and  I fhall  add  to  that  let- 
ter fome  considerations  on  the  prefent  date  of 

i the 
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the  body  politic  in  Europe.  My  intention  was 
to  have  had  thefe  confiderations  printed  in  Eng- 
land, as  an  anonymous  work,  but  have  been 
prevented  by  particular  reafons. 

I am  in  expectation  of  your  epiftle  on  friend- 
fhip,  as  of  a work  which  (hall  crown  every  other. 
I am  as  hungry  after  your  writings  as  you  are 
diligent  in  their  compofition. 

I was  really  much  furprifed  to  perceive  that 
the  marchionefs  du  Chatelet  thought  fo  highly 
of  my  letter ; I with  Leibnitz  endeavour  to 
find  an  adequate  caufe,  and  am  tempted  to  be- 
lieve that  her  admiration  originates  in  feme 
fmall  grain  of  indolence.  She  is  not  fo  liberal 
of  her  time  as  you  are.  I will  immediately  de- 
clare myfelf  the  rival  of  Newton  ; and,  as  is 
the  mode  at  Paris,  will  write  a libel  againfl  him; 
it  will  then  depend  on  the  marchionefs  to  make 
peace  between  us.  I willingly  cede  to  Newton 
that  preference  which  an  old  acquaintance  and 
fuperior  merit  have  acquired  him,  and  I only  re- 
queft  a few  words,  written  in  wafte  moments* 
in  return  for  which  I (hall  hold  the  marchionefs 
quit  of  all  admiration  whatever. 

I very  unfeafonably  gave  the  alarm  concern- 
ing Thiriot.  Be  kind  enough  to  continue  our 
correfpondence  by  his  intervention  ; for  I fhall 
then  have  your  anfwers  the  fooner. 


You 
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You  cannot  imagine  how  much  I delight  inf 
your  thoughts,  and  love  the  goodnefs  of  your 
heart.  I am  very  much  difpleafed  to  fee  my^ 
felf  the  Saturn  of  the  planetary  fyftem  of  which 
you  are  the  fun.  But  what  can  be  done  ? My 
fentiments  bring  me  nearer  to  you,  nor  is  the 
affedtion  I have  for  you  lefs  fervent  To  this 
letter  I add  the  particulars  which  you  have 
alked  me  to  fend  concerning  the  life  of  the 
czarina  and  the  czarowitz.  If  you  wifh  for 
any  thing  further  command  my  fervices.  I 
ever  remain,  &c. 


LETTER  LIL 

From  M.  de  Voltaire . 

SIR,  April,  1738. 

I HAVE  received  new  favours  from  your 
royal  highnefs,  the  precious  fruits  of  your  lei- 
lure,  and  your  lingular  genius.  Your  ode  -j~  to 
the  queen,  your  royal  mother,  appears  to  me  to 

'*  What  is  added  is  from  the  Bafil  edition.  T. 

•f'  From  what  follows,  in  page  336,  I fufpedt  an  error  of 
the  prefs  here,  and  that  it  might  to  be  eplftle . T. 
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be  your  belt  work.  When  the  heart  and  mind 
unite  the  neceflary  refult  is  a mafterpiece.  I 
find  nothing  to  which  to  objed,  except  fome 
expreffions  which  are  not  entirely  conformable 
to  our  French  nicety.  We  do  not  fay  des  en - 
cens  in  the  plural ; nor  do  we  fay,  as  I believe  is 
faid  in  German,  encenfer  a quelqu’un  It  is 
a phrafe  only  ufed  among  fome  of  the  refugee 
clergy,  who  have  rather  corrupted  the  purity  of 
the  French  tongue.  This  is  nearly  all  my  gram- 
matical pedantry  could  find  to  criticife  in  that 
charming  work,  which,  as  a man,  as  a poet,  and 
as  a fervant  tenderly  attached  to  your  auguft 
perfon,  I delight  in. 

How  am  I enchanted  when  I hear  a prince, 
born  to  reign,  fay — 

Ta  demence  et  ton  equiliy 
Ces  limites  de ta pu'iJfance  -f. 

Thefe  are  lines  which  I fhould  admire  in  the 
bell  poet,  but  which,  coming  from  a prince,  in- 
fpire  rapture.  You,  like  Marcus  Aurelius,  fa- 
tirize  courts  by  your  example  and  by  your  writ- 
ings ; and  you  have  the  fuperior  merit  of  recit- 
ing, in  fine  poetry  and  a foreign  language,  fen- 

* To  offer  up  incenfe  or  praife. 

f Thy  clemency  and  thy  juliice,  thofe  limits  of  thy  power. 
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timents  which  he  wrote*  rather  dryly,  in  his  mo- 
ther tongue. 

If  the  refpedlable  affedtion  by  which  this  ode 
was  didlated  had  not  wrefted  my  firft  fuffrage 
from  me,  I fihould  have  bellowed  it  upon  the 
ode,  which  has  more  imagination;  and  the  diffi- 
culties that  are  to  be  furmounted,  a merit  which 
never  ought  to  be  overlooked  in  the  arts,  are 
much  greater  in  a regular  ode  than  a free  epiflle. 

SChe  Spring  is  written  in  a very  different  man* 
ner:  it  is  a pidture  by  Claude  Lorraine.  There 
is  an  English  poet  of  merit,  named  Thomfon, 
who  has  written  "The  Seajons  in  a fimilar  tafle,  in 
blank  verfe  without  rhyme.  It  fhould  feem  you 
have  both  been  infpired  by  the  fame  mufe. 

Will  your  royal  highnefs  permit  me  to  make 
a remark  on  this  poem,  which  is  but  little  poet- 
ical ? 

JLt  dans  le  vajle  cours  dc  fes  Jongs  mouvemens , 

La  terre  gravitanf  et  roulant  fur  fes  fanes, 

Approchant  du  foleil , en  fa  car  Here  immenfe  — * 

Thefe  are  philosophical  lines,  and  confequent- 
ly  they  ought  to  conform  to  philofophy  and 
truth.  It  is  no  Jofhua  who,  in  condefcenfion 

* Literally — And  in  the  vaft  courfe  of  its  long  motions, 
the  earth,  gravitating  and  rolling  on  its  Tides,  approaching 
the  fun  in  its  immenfe  career—  T. 
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to  vulgar  error,  fpeaks  in  a truly  vulgar  ftyle  j 
but  a prince  and  difciple  of  Copernicus;  a prince 
of  the  country  in  which  Copernicus  was  born, 
for  I believe  he  was  a native  of  Thorn,  2nd  I 
imagine  your  royal  houfe  may  have  fome  claims 
on  Thorn.— But  to  the  point ; and  this  point  is, 
that  the  earth,  from  fpring  to  fummer,  removes 
farther  from  the  fun  ; fo  that,  at  the  middle  of 
the  fign  Cancer,  it  is  about  a million  of  long 
v German  miles  further  from  the  fun  than  in  the 
middle  of  winter;  and,  in  confequence  of  this 
inequality  in  its  courfe,  we  have  eight  days 
more  of  fummer  than  of  winter* 

I well  know  that  it  was  long  fuppofed  we 
were  neareft  to  the  fun  in  fummer ; but  this  was 
a great  error.  Nor  ought  it  to  appear  lingular 
that  one  thirty-third  degree  of  greater  proximity 
fhould  not  increafe  our  heat,  for  I have  little 
more  heat  at  the  difhmce  of  thirty  two  than  of 
thirty-three  feet  from  my  fire  fide.  The  heat 
therefore  is  not  occafioned  by  the  proximity  of 
the  fun,  but  by  the  perpendicularity  of  its  rays, 
and  their  being  refradted  by  the  air  on  the  earth 
in  a greater  quantity ; and  the  fun’s  rays  are 
neareft  to  the  perpendicular,  and  are  moft  re- 
fradted, on  our  northern  horizon,  in  fummer,  as 
your  royal  highnefs  knows 

I am 

* The  words  of  the  original  are  fo  plain  and  politire 
vol,  ju  Z that 
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l am  thus  verbofe  to  cxcufe  the  only  criti- 
cifm  I have  to  make,  nor  can  I pay  your  royal 
highnefs  too  many  thanks  for  the  honours  you 
do  our  French  Parnaffus. 

I fend  the  fourth  epiftlc  by  this  packet ; the 
third  is  under  corredion.  I fhould  have  fent 
the  three  new  lad  ads  of  Merope,  but  they  are 
now  tranfcribing. 

What  your  royal  highnefs  has  deigned  to 
fend  me  concerning  the  czar  Peter  I.  has  ef- 
fcded  a great  change  in  my  ideas.  Is  it  pof- 
fible  that  fo  many  ads  of  horror  could  accom- 
pany plans  which  would  have  done  honour  to 
Alexander  ? What  ! At  once  to  polifh  and  to 
butcher  his  people!  Himfelf their  executioner, 
abominable  in  the  ad,  and  legiflator  ! Defcend 
from  the  throne  to  fully  himfelf  in  guilt  ! The 
creator  of  men,  yet  the  difhonour  of  human  na- 
ture ! Do  you,  great  prince,  who  are  the  pride 
of  mankind,  as  well  in  heart  as  in  undemand- 
ing, condefcend  to  explain  the  enigma.  I lhall 

that  the  author’s  meaning  cannot  have  been  miflaken  ; though 
it  is  unfortunate  for  him  that,  while  correding  the  errors  of  the 
prince,  he  fhould  have  himfelf  fallen  into  fo  palpable  an  error. 
Refra&ion  has  little  connexion  with  the  feafons,  except  in  the 
extreme  polar  latitudes  ; and,  in  direct  contradi&ion  to  what  he 
afferts,  the  greater  the  degree  of  obliquity,  of  cold,  and  of 
denfity,  tire  greater  is  the  refra&ion.  The  people  near  the 
pole  fee  the  fun  for  many  days  in  the  year,  from  this  caufe, 
when  it  is  actually  below  the  horizon.  T. 
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wait  the  memoirs  which  you  (hall  have  the  good- 
nefs  to  communicate  to  me  ; nor  will  I employ 
them  but  according  to  your  orders.  I will  nor 
continue  the  hiftory  of  Louis  XIV.  or  rather  of 
his  age,  till  you  (hall  fo  command.  I will  not — 
(Fbe  remainder  is  wanting .) 


LETTER  LIIL 
From  M.  de  Voltaire . 

S I R,  Bruflels,  May,  1738. 

Returning  from  thofe  gloomy 

abodes,  in  the  neighbourhood  of  which  your 
royal  highnefs  has  never  been,  I do  myfelf  the 
honour  to  write  to  you  for  my  own  confolation. 
I hope  you  will  long  continue  to  fend  me  your 
orders  to  Bruflels;  I (hall  receive  them  much 
fooner,  and  with  more  certainty^  than  when  they 
make  fo  many  bounds  and  rebounds  as  on  the?' 
route  to  Paris,  Bar-le-duc,  and  Cirey  : at  Ieaft, 
I (hall  receive  your  commands  immediately, 
with  the  hope  that  fome  day  before  I die  videbo 
dominum  meum  a facie  ad  faciem. 

Zi 
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I take  the  liberty  to  fend  your  royal  highnefs 
a Ihort  narrative,  not  of  my  travels,  but  of  thofe 
of  the  Baron  de  Gangan  It  is  a philofophi- 
cal  trifle,  which  fliould  only  be  read,  by  way  of 
relaxation  from  more  ferious  labours,  in  com- 
pany with  the  buffooneries  of  Harlequin.  Can 
the  enemy  of  Machiavel  find  time  to  travel  with 
this  Baron  de  Gangan  ? You  will  there  find, 
however,  a Ihort  article,  full  of  truth,  refpedting 
things  of  this  earth. 

I mean  foon  to  fend  you  another  tribute  of 
poetical  baubles,  for  I hold  myfelf  accountable 
for  the  manner  in  which  I fpend  my  time  to  my 
true  fovereign.  The  goods  of  the  fubjedt,  it  is 
laid,  appertain  to  other  kings;  my  heart  and 
my  hours  are  the  right  of  mine. 

Madame  du  Chatelet,  your  other  fubjedt,  and 
the  beft  ornament  of  your  court,  prefents  her 
refpedts,  according  to  the  permiffion  which  has 
been  granted  her.  She  is  here  wholly  abforbed 
in  law,  for  fhe  finds  few  perfons  with  whom  (he 
can  convene  on  philofophy.  Neither  the  arts 
nor  the  pleafures  have  taken  up  their  abode  at 
Bruflels.  A retired  and  peaceful  life  is  here 
the  lot  of  moll  individuals,  but  their  tranquillity 
is  fo  like,  that  it  may  eafily  be  miftaken  for, 

* This  work  has  never  been  known,  at  ieaft  not  by  that 

title. 
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languor.  This  quality,  this  languor,  does  not 
approach  the  houfe  where  Emily  dwells,  and 
which  is  honoured  by  the  letters  of  our  prince. 
We  live  in  the  moft  retired  part  of  the  town, 
in  the  ftreet  of  the  Great  Tower.  Here  we  daily 
converfe  of  the  prince  who  is  born  to  be  belov- 
ed by  the  whole  earth,  as  he  is  by  us,  by  the 
Baron  von  Kayferling,  fo  worthy  to  pleafe  and 
to  enjoy  his  prefence,  and  by  the  learned  Jor- 
dan, whofe  happinefs  I envy. 

I am  with  the  mofl  profound  refped,  and  the 
tendereft  gratitude,  &c. 


LETTER  LIV. 

From  M,  de  Voltaire . 

SIR,  Cirey,  May  20,  173$. 

Your  poft-days  refemble  the  days  of 
Titus ; you  would  weep  if  your  letters  were  not 
fomany  benefits.  Your  two  laft,  of  the  31ft  of 
March  and  19th  of  April,  with  which  I have 
been  honoured  by  your  royal  highnefs,  are  new 
bonds  of  attachment ; and  it  is  necelfary  that 

Z 3 each 
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each  of  my  anfwers  fhould  contain  a renewal  of 
the  oath  of  fidelity,  which  my  foul,  your  fub- 
jedb,  takes  to  your  foul,  her  fovereign. 

The  firffc  thing  on  which  I feel  myfelf  obliged 
to  fpeak  is  the  manner  in  which  you  think  on 
Machiavel.  How  could  you  forbear  being  ac- 
tuated by  that  virtuous  anger  which  you  almoft 
felt  againfl  me,  becaufe  I praifed  the  ftyle  of  this 
bad  man  ? The  two  Borgias,  father  and  fon, 
and  all  fuch  petty  princes,  who  had  need  of 
crimes  to  elevate  themfelves,  found  it  neceflary 
to  ftudy  his  infernal  politics,  which,  by  a prince 
like  you,  cannot  but  be  detefled.  Thefe  poli- 
tics, which  we  may  rank  with  the  art  of  Locufta 
and  Brinvilliers  *,  were  able  to  acquire  a tem- 
porary power  for  fome  tyrants,  like  as  poifon 
may  procure  an  eflate ; but  they  never  form 
either  great  or  happy  men.  This  is  indifput- 
able ; therefore,  to  what  good  purpofes  can 
fuch  a dreadful  fyftem  be  applied?  To  effedt 
its  own  deftruftion  and  the  deftru&ion  of 
others.  Thefe  are  truths  which  form  the  cate- 
chifm  of  your  fine  underftanding. 

* A marchionefs,  executed  at  Paris  in  1676,  of  intolerable 
depravity.  She  poifoned  her  father  and  her  two  brothers  ; 
and,  previous  to  this  application  of  her  poifons,  Ihe  made 
trial  of  them  on  poor  perfons,  and  on  the  fick  at  the  hofpital 
called  V Hotel  D 'teu.  T. 
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I am  fo  convinced  of  thefe  fentiments,  which 
with  you  are  innate,  and  the  refult  of  which 
muff  be  the  happinefs  of  mankind,  that  I had 
almoft  forgotten  to  return  thanks  to  your  royal 
highnefs,  for  the  kind  intereft  you  have  taken 
in  my  individual  bufferings.  But  ought  not  the 
love  of  the  public  good  to  precede  all  things  ? 
And,  fir,  you  condefcend,  among  fo  many  other 
benefits,  to  add  that  of  confuking  phyficians 
concerning  my  health  ! I know  but  one  thing 
which,  in  fingularity,  equals  this  your  goodnefs, 
and  that  thing  is  the  phyficians  have  told  you 
truth.  I have  long  been  perfuaded  that  my 
difeafe,  if  I may  be  permitted  to  compare  evil 
with  good,  is  like  my  attachment  to  your  per- 
fon,  an  affair  for  life. 

The  confolation  which  I enjoy  in  my  deli- 
cious retirement,  and  in  the  honour  of  your  let- 
ters, are  fufficiently  powerful  to  make  me  fup- 
port  much  greater  afflictions.  I fuffer  moft  pa- 
tiently; and,  though  my  pains  are  fometimes 
continued  and  acute,  I am  very  far  from  think- 
ing myfelf  unhappy.  Not  that  I am  a floic  ; 
on  the  contrary,  I am  very  much  of  an  epicu- 
rean, for  I believe  pain  to  be  an  evil,  and  plea- 
fure  a good ; but,  after  having  drawn  a juft  ba- 
lance, 1 find  infinitely  more  pleafures  than  pains 
in  this  life. 

Z 4 
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From  this  fliort  chapter  on  morality,  I (hall 
purfue  your  flight,  if  your  royal  highnefs  will 
grant  me  your  permiflion,  into  the  abyfs  of 
metaphyfics.  A mind  fo  juft  as  yours,  certainly, 
cannot  regard  the  queftion  of  freedom  as  a thing 
demonftrated.  The  delight  you  have  in  order, 
and  in  perceiving  ideas  in  a train,  is  ftrongly 
pi&ured.  God  to  you  is  the  foie  and  infinite 
mafter  of  all;  and  this  opinion,  fingly  con* 
fidered,  without  recurring  to  ourfelves,  feems  to 
be  a fundamental  principle,  whence  inevitable 
neceflity  and  all  the  operations  of  nature,  are 
deduced.  But  another  manner  of  reafoning  feems 
again  to  give  God  more  power ; and,  if  I may 
venture  fo  to  fay,  to  make  him  a being  more 
worthy  of  our  adoration.  This  is  to  attribute 
to  him  the  capability  of  creating  free  beings. 
The  firft  method  apparently  makes  him  the  God 
of  machines,  and  the  fecond  the  God  of  think- 
ing creatures.  Each  of  thefe  methods  has 
its  ftrong  and  weak  fide ; you  weigh  them  in 
the  balance  of  the  fage ; and  in  defpite  of  the 
great  preponderance  which  Leibnitz  and  Wolf 
bring  into  the  fcale,  you  ftill  make  the  faying  of 
Montagne  your  motto — ghie Jais-je  ?* 

I perceive,  more  than  ever,  from  the  memoirs 

* What  know  I £ 

Oil 


CORRESPONDENCE,  345 

on  the  Czarovitz,  which  your  royal  highnefs  has 
deigned  to  fend  me,  that . hiftory,  as  well  as 
metaphyfics,  has  its  fcepticifm.  I have  been 
careful,,  in  the  age  of  Louis  XIV.  not  to  pene- 
trate farther  than  was  neceftary  into  the  private 
cabinet  of  the  prince.  I have  regarded  the 
great  events  of  his  reign  as  beautiful  phenomena, 
which  I took  care  to  notice  without  inquiring 
into  their  caufe.  Firft  caufes  are  feldom  known 
by  the  philofopher,  and  the  origin  of  cabal  is 
as  feldom  known  by  the  hiftorian.  To  paint 
men  and  manners,  to  write  the  hiftory  of  the 
human  mind,  in  this  glorious  period,  and  efpe- 
cially  the  hiftory  of  the  arts,  have  conftituted 
my  foie  object.  I am  very  certain  I (hall  fpeak 
truth  when  I fpeak  of  Defcartes,  of  Corneille,  of 
Pouffin,  of  Girardon,  and  of  the  ufeful  eftab- 
lilhments  which  have  been  formed.  I am  as 
certain  I (hall  fpeak  falfehood  if  I attempt  to 
relate  the  private  converfations  of  Louis  XIV. 
and  Madame  de  Maintenon. 

Should  you  deign  to  encourage  me  in  my 
career,  I (hall  proceed  with  (till  additional  ardour. 
However,  in  the  mean  time,  I fhall  appropriate 
the  remainder  of  this  year  to  phyfics,  and  ef- 
pecially  to  experimental  philofophy.  I am  in- 
formed, by  all  the  vehicles  of  public  intelligence, 
that  my  elements  of  Newton  are  on  fale ; but 

I have 
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I have  never  yet  feen  a copy.  It  is  pleafant  to 
recoiled  that  the  author  and  the  perfon  to  whom 
they  are  add  reded  are  the  only  people  who  have 
not  the  work.  The  Dutch  bookfellers  have 
been  in  hade,  without  consulting  me,  or  waiting 
for  the  corrections  I was  preparing.  They  have 
neither  fent  me  the  book  nor  informed  me  of 
its  publication.  For  this  reafon  I cannot  do 
myfelf  the  honour  of  remitting  a copy  to  your 
royal  highnefs,  but  I will  be  careful  to  fend  one 
from  a new  and  more  correct  edition,  now  in 
the  prefs. 

It  feems,  fir,  that  this  little  commercium  epijlo - 
licum  embraces  the  whole  circle  of  the  arts.  I 
have  taken  the  liberty  of  fpeaking  to  you  of 
ethics,  metaphyfics,  hiftory,  and  philofoph)',  and 
I fhould  be  very  ungrateful  were  I to  forget 
poetry.  How  can  1 forget  the  lad  verfes  which 
your  royal  highnefs  has  jud  fent  me  ? It  is  very 
aftonifhing  that  you  fhould  be  able  to  write 
with  fo  much  facility  in  a foreign  language.  To 
write  French  poetry  is  very  difficult,  in  France ; 
yet  you  write  it,  at  Remufberg,  as  if  Chaulieu, 
Chapelle,  and  Greffet,  had  enjoyed  the  honour 
of  dipping  with  your  royal  highnefs. 

[ The  reft  is  wanting.'] 
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From  the  Prince  Royal. 

MY  DEAR  FRIEND,  May,  1738. 

Th  I S title  is  due  to  you  as  well  becaufe 
of  your  uncommon  merit  as  of  the  lincerity 
with  which  you  point  out  my  faults.  I am 
charmed  with  your  criticifm.  I write  as  it  were 
under  your  infpe&ion.  Your  information  and 
remarks,  like  the  pipes  which  convey  water  to 
the  fountain,  fhall  regulate  the  elafticity  of  my 
mind ; and  the  more  fevere  your  criticifm  fhall 
be  the  more  will  you  add  to  the  obligations  I am 
under. 

Your  fourth  epiftle  is  a chef-d’oeuvre;  I aad 
Cefario  have  read  it  again  and  again,  and  again 
and  again  have  admired.  I cannot  exprefs  the 
efteem  in  which  I hold  your  works ; the  noble 
freedom  with  which  you  fpeak  great  truths  en- 
chants me. 

/ 

Au  lord  de  Vinfini  ton  cours  doit  s’arrtter,  * 

This  perhaps  is  the  moftphilofophic  line  which 

* At  the  brink  of  infinitude  thy  courfe  mull  Hop. 

has 


34^  POSTHUMOUS  WORKS. 

has  ever  been  written  ; the  pride  of  raoft  of  the 
learned  is  incapable  of  bending  before  this  truth. 
Every  refource  of  philofophy  (or  argument)  muft 
have  been  exhaufted  by  you  before^it  could 
have  been  difcovered. 

You  have  a peculiar  talent  for  exprefling  great 
fentiments  and  great  truths;  I am  charmed  with 
the  two  following  lines— 

0 divine  amide , /elicit c parfaite. 

Seal  mouvemcnt  de  V ame  ou  I’cxch  foit  pertnis  ! * 

> 

I wifh  for  the  power  to  inculcate  this  truth  in 
the  hearts  of  all  my  countrymen,  and  of  all  man- 
kind. Did  all  men  think  thus,  we  fhould  behold 
a more  perfect  and  a more  happy  republic  than 
that  of  Plato. 

The  prefent  feafon,  which  by  me  is  devoted 
to  Mars,  has  furnifhed  me  with  fo  many  occupa- 
tions that  I have  not  been  able  to  anfwer  you 
fooner ; I have  received  the  fifth  epiflle  on  hap- 
pinefs,  and  I reply  to  all  thefe  letters  at  once. 

To  fpeak  with  my  cuftomary  franknefs,  I will 
freely  confefs  that  all  which  relates  to  the  man 
God  does  not  pleafe  me,  in  the  mouth  of  a 
philofopher,  one  who  ought  to  be  above  popular 

* Oh  divine  friendfhip,  perfection  of  felicity  ! Thine  are 
the  only  emotions  of  the  foul  in  which  excefs  is  good  ! 
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errors.*  Leave  to  the  great  Corneille,  become 
a dotard,  the  infipid  labour  of  turning  the 
imitation  of  Jefus  Chrijl  into  rhyme,  and  when 
you  fpeak  to  us  fpeak  in  your  own  perfon.  We 
may  talk  of  fables,  but  only  as  fables ; and  I 
think  it  will  be  beft  to  be  entirely  dumb  con- 
cerning chriftian  fables,  canonized  by  their  an- 
tiquity, and  by  the  credulity  of  abfurdand  ftupid 
people. 

I would  only  permit  fome  fragment  of  the 
hiftory  of  this  pretended  Saviour  to  be  repre- 
fented  on  the  flage  j but  in  your  fifth  epiflle  It 
appears  that  your  too  great  condefcenfion  for 
the  Jefuits,  or  the  priefthood,  has  determined 
you  to  fpeak  in  the  tone  you  there  aflume. 

You  will  perceive,  hr,  I am  frncere;  I may 
be  in  an  error,  but  I never  can  difguife  my 
thoughts  from  you. 

Cefario  received  the  letter  you  have  written 
to  him  with  joy  and  tranfport ; you  will  find  his 
anfwer  under  the  fame  cover  that  includes  this. 
We  are  foon  to  be  feparated  for  a time,  for  I am 
to  attend  the  king  into  the  country  of  Cleves, 
where  I exped  to  be  next  month.  Have  the 
goodnefs  to  addrefs  your  letters,  about  this  time, 

* The  verfes  alluded  to  are  in  the  <c  Difccmrfe  on  Virtue,  ’ 
and  begin  thus — Quand  I'ennsmi  dlvin  dcs  fc?iies  et  des  pritres^ 


CO 
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to  colonel  Borck,  at  Wefel.  I hope  I (hall  receive 
fome  during  the  abode  I fhall  make  there,  ef- 
pecially  becaufe  of  my  then  greater  proximity 
to  France.  I (hall  turn  my  face  toward  Cirey, 
in  imitation  of  the  Jewifh  captives  at  Babylon, 
who  turned  toward  the  temple  to  offer  up  their 
prayers,  and  to  implore  the  divine  aid. 

Here  are  fome  pieces  of  my  fcribbling  which 
I fend  to  the  crucible  *.  I greatly  fear  they  will 
not  bear  the  proof.  You  will  perceive  how  ir>- 
ceffantly  I am  haunted  by  the  demon  of  rhyming. 
I may  foon  perhaps  be  pofiefied  by  the  demon 
of  war,  and  fhould  fate,  or  this  fiend,  make  me 
the  enemy  of  the  French,  be  well  perfuaded 
that  hatred  will  never  obtain  any  power  over  my 
mind,  and  that  my  heart  will  continually  belie 
my  arm.  You  alone,  fir,  make  me  love  your 
nation ; I (hould  tenderly  cherifh  the  remem- 
brance of  the  inhabitants  of  Cirey,  although  I 
fhould  make  war  on  France,  and  fhould  fay, 

— __ Mon  epee 

Qui  du  fang  efpagnol  eut  ete  mieux  trempee — f 

I intreat  you  will  write  to  me  as  often  as  pof- 
fible.  I am  extremely  uneafy  concerning  your 

* Le  phllofophe  guerrier ; or  the  philofophic  warrior;  an 
epiftle  to  M.  Jordan,  and  another  to  Ceferio. 

Much  rather  had  my  fword  in  Spanifh  blood  be  fteeped. 

health. 
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health.  We  have  lately  loft  one  of  the  greateft 
men  in  Germany  ; the  famous  M.  de  Beaufobre, 
a man  of  honour,  probity,  and  genius ; of  an 
acute  difcerning  mind,  a great  orator,  well  read 
in  church  hiftory  and  literature,  an  implacable 
enemy  of  the  Jefuits,  the  beft  writer  in  Berlin, 
and  one  whofe  fire  and  vivacity  not  the  great  age 
of  eighty  could  freeze.  His  defeat  was  a fmall 
inclination  toward  fuperftition,  which  is  common 
enough  among  divines ; nor  was  he  infenfible  of 
the  worth  of  his  talents,  or  deaf  to  applaufe  and 
praife.  The  lofs  to  me  is  the  greater  becaufe  it 
is  irreparable.  We  have  no  perfon  as  the  fub- 
ftitute  of  M.  de  Beaufobre ; men  ot  his  merit 
are  rare;  and,  when  nature  plants  fuch  fruit,  it 
does  not  always  come  to  maturity. 

I have  got  poftellion  of  a letter  which  was 
written  to  you  by  a lady  of  this  country.  You 
mull  have  perceived,  by  her  ftyle,  that  fne  and 
common  fenfe  have  quarreled.  Do  not  eftimate 
all  the  Pruflian  ladies  by  this  fpecimen ; believe 
me  there  are  fome  whofe  underftandings  and 
perfons  you  would  not  think  deferving  of  re- 
proof. In  gratitude  I owe  them  fome  fmall  de- 
fence, for  they  impart  inexpreffible  charms  to 
the  intercourfe  of  life.  Gallantry  out  of  the 
queftion,  they  are  indifpenfably  neceflary  in 
fociety,  for  without  them  converfation  is  languid. 

I am 
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I am  in  expedation  of  Merope,  and  of  fomc 
other  new-blown  beauty,  as  I am  of  letters  from 
my  friend,  and  of  an  anfwer  to  fome  trifles  which 
I fent  off  to  the  little  paradife  of  Cirey ; and  I 
Ianguifh  during  this  date  of  fufpenfe.  I forgot 
to  inform  you  that  I have  received  your  Newton ; 
I fpeak  of  the  Dutch  edition.  I promifed  to 
communicate  all  my  reflexions  to  you,  but  how 
may  I perform  this  promife  ? For  a month  paft 
I have  not  had  a moment  to  recoiled  myfelf  in ; 
and  fcarcely  have  I been  able  to  write  thefe  few 
words. 

A thoufand  expreffions  of  friendship  to  the 
marchionefs,  and  to  all  thofe  whom  the  name  of 
Voltaire  has  affembled  at  Cirey.  Let  me  intreat 
you  would  not  forget  me,  but  that  you  will  re- 
main firmly  convinced  of  the  efleem  and  friend- 
fhip,  See. 


LETTER  LVL 
From  M.  de  Voltaire . 

SIR,  Louvain,  May  30th,  1738* 

At  leaving  Bruffels  I received  every 
thing  which  could  grarify  my  mind  and  cure 
my  body,  for  all  of  which  I am  indebted  to 

your 
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your  royal  highnefs.  Deus  nobis  h#c  munera  fe- 
at. You  are  determined  I fhould  live,  fir,  and 
I will  venture  to  fay  you  are  right  To  to  deter- 
mine,, and  not  to  fuller  the  mod  affectionate  of 
your  admirers,  the  faithful  witnefs  of  what  palfes 
in  your  fine  underftanding,  to  perifh  fo  foon. 

I and  the  Henriade  are  indebted  to  you  for  life. 

I am  much  more  honoured  than  Virgil  was ; 
Auguftus  did  not  write  verfes  for  Virgil  till  af- 
ter the  death  of  his  poet  : but  your  royal  high- 
nefs bids  yours  refpire,  and  deigns  to  honour  the 
Henriade  with  a preface  written  by  your  own 
hand.  What  need,  fir,  have  I of  the  wretched 
protection  of  a cardinal  whom  fortune  has  ren- 
dered powerful  ? What  need  have  I of  other 
aid  than  yours  ? W ould  to  God  I might  be 
permitted  to  live  a hermit  in  the  county  of  Loo, 
whither  I now  follow  Emily  ! 

We  arrived  at  BrufTels  the  day  before  yefter- 
day.  We  are  now  on  our  journey,  and  it  will 
be  fome  days  before  I fhall  begin  to  enjoy  a 
little  leifure.  Whenever  this  fhall  happen,  I 
fhall  arrange  and  fend  a few  things  which  may 
afford  a temporary  amufement  to  my  protec- 
tor, while  he  is  occupied  in  writing  his  ex- 
cellent work,  fo  worthy  of  a prince  like  him* 
felf,  and  who,  while  he  condefcends  to  write 
againft  Machiavel,  refembles  Apollo  extirpat- 
vql.  vi,  A a ing 
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ing  the  ferpent  Python.  You,  certainly,  fir, 
are  my  Apollo,  for  to  me  you  are  both  the  god 
of  phyfic  and  poetry  ; nay,  you  are  Bacchus  too, 
for  your  royal  highnefs  is  pleafed  to  fend  good 
wine  to  Emily  and  her  patient.  Will  you  be 
fo  obliging,  fir,  as  to  order  this  bacchanalian 
prefent  to  be  directed  to  a mofl  worthy  favour- 
ite of  Bacchus,  the  duke  d’Aremberg  ? Wine 
ought  always  to  be  addreffed  to  him,  as  every 
literary  work  fhould  be  to  you.  There  are  cer- 
tain ceremonies  to  which  wine  is  fubjeded  at 
BrufTels,  and  from  which  he  will  protect  us.  I 
hope,  in  his  company,  to  drink  to  the  health  of 
my  dear  fovereign,  the  real  mailer  of  my  foul, 
and  whofe  fubjed  I more  effedually  am  than 
of  the  monarch  in  whofe  kingdom  I was  born. 

We  mud  be  gone  : I conclude  a letter  which 
the  prattling  of  my  overflowing  heart  would 
forbid  me  to  end  fo  foon.  When  I am  at  my 
journey’s  end,  I will  give  the  rein  to  my  thanks, 
and  the  worthy  Emily  will  have  the  honour  of 
adding  a few  lines  for  herfelf.  I will  then  make 
oath  of  obedience  to  the  phyfician  whofe  opi- 
nion your  royal  highnefs  has  had  the  goodnefs 
to  fend  me.  I will  write  to  your  amiable  fa- 
vourite, the  baron  von  Kayferling ; in  fine,  I 
will  fulfil  every  duty  of  affedion.  Behold  me 

at 
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at  your  feet,  great  prince  ! 0 et  yrafidium  et 
duke  decus  meum  ! 

I am  on  the  wing,  but  with  the  moft  unfhak- 
en  fentiments  of  refpeft,  admiration,  and  tender 
gratitude,  &c. 


LETTER  LVIL 

From  M,  de  Voltaire . 

SIR,  June,  1738. 

I HAVE  received  a part  of  the  new  fa- 
vours with  which  I am  loaded  by  your  royal 
highnefs.  M.  Thiriot  has  remitted  me  the 
packet  in  which  I find  Le  Fhilofophe  Guerrier , 
and  the  epiflles  of  M.  von  Kayferling  and  Jor- 
dan. You  march  with  giant  ftrides,  while  I 
feebly  creep.  I have  only  a poor  epiftle  to  fend, 
crportet  ilium  crefcere,  me  autem  minui . 

With  how  much  ardour  you  purfue 
That  fame  which  ftili  you  keep  in  view ! 

When  you  fhall  march  to  dang’rous  war, 

Proud  conquefl  fhall  attend  your  car  5 
Then  fhall  your  mufe,  in  lofty  verfe, 

The  victories  you  have  won  rehearfe. 

While  men  and  gods  admiring  view 
Heitor  and  Homer  join’d,  in  you  ! 

A a 2 
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Your  martial  fpirit  France  fhall  deem 
A high,  an  honourable  theme. 

The  double  meed  Fate  you  decrees 
At  once  to  conquer  us  and  pleafe. 

One  of  the  firfl  military  exploits  which  I (hall 
fupplicate  from  your  royal  highnefs  will  be  to 
come  and  retake  Cirey,  which  has  been  very 
unjuftly  detached  from  Remufberg,  to  which 
it  appertains  by  right. — Never  give  up  Cirey  r 
when  you  fhall  make  peace,  reftore  Strafbourg 
and  Metz  if  you  pleafe,  but  I conjure  you,  fir, 
preferve  your  Cirey  ; and  take  particular  care 
that  no  cannon  ball  be  fuffered  to  damage  the 
ftuccoed  walls,  the  gilded  wainfeots,  and  the 
charming  clofets  and  cabinets  of  Emily.  I fuf- 
pect  there  is  a flandifh  upon  the  road  for  her. 
That  with  which  you  have  honoured  M.  Jordan 
will  foon  be  productive  of  excellent  works ; 
were  it  to  any  other  perfon,  I fhould  have  faid 
of  this  ftandiCh  coming  from  you,  what  a cer- 
tain Turk  faid  to  Scanderbeg:  <c  You  have  fent 
me  your  fabre,  but  you  have  not  fent  me 
6C  your  arm/* 

Your  epiflle  to  Jordan  is  true  pleafantry ; 
that  to  Celario  is  worthy  of  your  heart  and  un- 
derftanding.  The  Philofophic  Warrior  perfect- 
ly correfponds  to  its  title;  it  is  full  of  imagina- 
tion and  of  reafon.  Let  me  intreat  you,  fir,  to 
remark  that  the  faults  which  you  commit  againfl 

our 
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our  language  and  verification  are  buc  trifling. 
For  example,  after  thus  beautifully  beginning. 

Loin  de  ce  fejour  folitaire, 

Ou,  fous  lee  aufpices  charmans 
De  l’amitie,  tendre  et  fioc^re,  &c  *. 

You  add — 

La  fcience  non  (Torgudl  eriftte 

You  could  not  divine  that  fcience  is  here  a 
word  of  three  fyllables,  and  that  the  non  after 
fcience  founds  fomewhat  hardily.  Such  would 
be  the  remark  of  a grammarian  of  the  French 
academy ; but  you  podefs  that  to  which  our 
prefent  academicians  are  ftrangers  ; you  podefs 
genius. 

Pardon  my  freedom,  but  are  you  yourfelf 
aware  of  the  beauty  of  the  following  lines  > 

Et  le  trepas,  qui  nous  pourfuit, 

Sous  nos  pas  creufe  notre  tombe. 

L’homme  eft  une  ombre,  qui  s’enfuit  $ 

Une  fleur,  qui  fe  fane  et  tombe. 

Mille  chemins  nous  font  ouverts, 

Pour  quitter  ce  trifte  univers  ; 

Mais  la  nature,  li  feconde, 

N’en  fit  qu’un  pour  entrer  au  monde 

Nature 

* Far  from  this  folitary  abode,  where,  under  the  debght* 
fui  aufpices  of  fincere  and  tender  friendlhip,  &c, 

*$-  Not  the  fcience  of  inflated  pride. 

J From  death’s  purfuit  no  art  can  fave  $ 

Beneath  our  feet  he  digs  our  grave, 

A a 3 Mas 
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Nature  has  made  but  one  Frederic.  Oh, 
that  his  life  might  be  as  lading  as  his  name  ! 

I make  oath  to  your  royal  highnefs  that,  as 
foon  as  you  fhall  have  recovered  poflelfion  of 
the  caftle  of  Cirey,  there  fhall  be  no  more  of 
that  dull  fermonizing  concerning  which  you  fo 
heroically  reproach  me.  But  Socrates  occa- 
fionally  facrificed  with  the  Greeks.  True  it  is 
this  did  not  fave  his  life,  but  it  might  fave  the 
petty  Socratines  of  the  prefent  day  : felix  quern 
faciunt  aliena  pericula  cautum . There  was  once 
a fine  young  lion,  who  proudly  palled  an  afs 
which  had  been  laden  and  beaten  by  his  mailer. 
Art  thou  not  afhamed,  faid  the  lion  to  the  afs, 
to  fuffer  any  one  to  place  two  panniers  upon  thy 
back  ? My  lord,  replied  the  afs,  when  I fhall 
be  an  honourable  lion,  I will  take  care  that  my 
mailer  fhall  carry  the  panniers. 

Afs  as  I am,  I herewith  fend  an  epillle  the 
fentiments  of  which  are  tolerably  firm.  I fhould 
be  glad  to  know  what  a perfon  like  W olf  would 
think  of  it,  if  JapentiJfimus  Wolfius  be  capable 
of  reading  French  poetry ; I fhould  be  glad  to 

Man  is  a fleeting  fhade,  a flow’r, 

That  blooms  and  withers  in  an  hour. 

High  roads  by  thoufands  open  lie. 

To  quit  lifers  gloomy  ftage,  and  die  ; 

Though  fruitful  nature  yields  but  one. 

By  which  the  a&or  can  come  on. 
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hear  the  opinion  of  a Jordan,  who,  I imagine, 
will  be  the  worthy  fuccelTor  of  M.  de  Beau- 
fobre ; efpecially  of  one  Cefario ; and  thrice 
cfpecially  of  your  royal  highnefs  ; of  you,  fir, 
who,  a great  prince  and  a great  man,  unite  in 
yourfelf  all  the  talents  of  the  foregoing. 

Your  royal  highnefs  has,  no  doubt,  read  the 
excellent  work  of  M.  de  Maupertuis.  A man 
like  him,  when  opportunity  fhall  ferve,  might 
found  an  academy  of  fciences,  at  Berlin,  which 
fhould  rife  fuperior  to  that  of  Paris. 

I have  received  a letter  from  the  baron  von 
Kayferling,  the  Hcepheftion  of  Remufberg. 
You,  great  prince,  poffefs  what  thofe  who  are 
what  you  hereafter  fhall  be  want ; you  poffefs 
true  friends. 

I am  aftonifhed  to  fee,  by  the  letter  of  your 
royal  highnefs,  which  is  undated,  that  you  have 
not  received  the  four  ads  of  Merope,  accom- 
panied by  a tolerably  long  letter ; for  it  is  fix 
weeks  fince  M.  Thiriot  acknowledged  the  re- 
ceipt of  the  packet,  and  fince  he  ought  to  have 
put  it  in  the  poll.  There  have  been  fome 
trifling  interruptions  in  the  intercourfe,  which, 
to  my  honour,  has  fubfifted  between  us.  I 
mean  foon  to  fend  your  royal  highnefs  a copy 
of  a more  corred  edition  of  the  elements  of 
Newton*  You,  fir,  are  the  only  perfon  on  earth 
A a 4 whe 
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who  is  capable  of  combining  all  this  with  the 
multitude  of  your  occupations  and  your  duties. 

Madame  du  Chatelet  never  ceafes  thinking 
on  you  with  admiration — and  with  regret.  You 
have  bellowed  a high  title  on  me  which  I never 
can  merit,  though  my  heart  makes  every  effort 
for  that  purpofe.  A man,  who  had  been  loved 
by  the  famous  fir  Philip  Sidney,  ordered  that, 
after  his  death,  inllead  of  his  name,  they  fhould 
write  upon  his  tomb — H ere  lies  the 
Friend  of  Sidney.  My  tomb  never  can 
have  fuch  an  honour;  there  are  no  means  of 
faying  the  friend  of 

I am  with  the  moll  profound  veneration,  and 
that  devoted  affedion  in  which  you  deign  to 
indulge  me,  &c. 


LETTER  LVIIL 
From  the  Frince  Royal . 

Id Y DEAR.  FRIEND,  Amatte,  June  17,  1738  *. 

To  receive  doubts,  which  I have  fent 
concerning  your  own  works,  as  you  have  done, 

* No  place  named,  and  dated  June  18th,  in  the  Berlin 
edition. 

is 
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is  a mark  of  very  fuperior  genius.  Machiavel 
is  henceforth  erafed  from  the  lift  of  great  men, 
and  your  pen  regrets  it  has  fullied  itfelf  with 
his  name.  The  abbe  Dubos,  in  his  parallel 
between  poetry  and  painting,  cites  the  Italian 
politician  among  the  great  men  whom  Italy  has 
produced,  lince  the  revival  of  the  arts  and  fci- 
enees  ; but  he  certainly  deceives  himfelf,  and  I 
could  willi  the  political  empiric  might  be  blotted 
from  the  number  of  thofe  of  whom  your  name 
ought  to  ftand  the  firft. 

I earneftly  requeft  you  will  continue  the  hift 
tory  of  the  age  of  Louis  the  Great.  Europe 
has  never  feen  fuch  a hiftory,  and  I dare  ven- 
ture to  alfure  you  the  world  has  no  idea  of  a 
work  fo  perfect  as  that  which  you  have  begun. 
I have  even  reafons  which  appear  to  me  more 
preffing  ftill,  and  which  induce  me  to  beg  you 
will  finilh  the  work.  Your  experimental  phi- 
lofophy  makes  me  tremble;  I am  afraid  of 
quickfilver,  I dread  the  laboratory,  and  all 
thofe  effects  which  are  the  confequence  of  ex- 
periments, and  which  are  fo  prejudicial  to 
health.  Nor  (hall  I perfuade  myfelf  you  have 
the  leaft  friendfhip  for  me,  if  you  will  not  be 
careful  of  yourfelf. 

Madame  du  Chatelet,  indeed,  ought  to  be 
very  watchful.  W ere  I in  her  place,  I would 

impofe 


$6%  POSTHUMOUS  WORKS. 

impofe  tafks  fo  agreeable  upon  you  that  I would 
teach  you  to  forget  your  experiments.  You 
fupport  pain  like  a philofopher ; and,  indeed, 
were  we  not  to  omit  the  good  when  we  are  enu^ 
merating  the  evil  we  fufFer  in  this  world,  we 
fhould  continually  find  that  we  are  not  fo  ex- 
ceedingly unhappy.  A great  part  of  our  ills 
confifls  in  the  fertility  of  our  own  fancy,  and  a 
fmall  tindlure  of  fpleen. 

I have  fo  totally  exhaufted  myfelf,  in  my 
metaphyfics,  that  I find  it  impoflible  to  add 
any  thing  more.  Each  man  endeavours  to  di- 
vine the  hidden  fprings  of  nature  ; and  may 
not  philofophers  all  happen  to  be  deceived  ? 
There  are  as  many  different  fyftems  as  there 
are  philofophers.  Each  of  thefe  fyftems  has  a 
degree  of  probability;  yet  each  is  contradidtory 
to  the  other.  The  Malabar  Indians  have  cal- 
culated the  revolutions  of  the  celeftial  bodies, 
on  the  fuppofition  that  the  fun  turns  round  a 
great  mountain  in  their  country;  and  their  cal- 
culations are  juft.  Let  men  remember  this, 
and  afterward  vaunt  of  the  prodigious  efforts  of 
human  reafon,  and  the  vaft  depth  of  human 
knowledge. 

Man  is  really  acquainted  with  only  few  things; 
but,  fuch  is  the  pride  of  his  mind,  he  willies  to 
be  acquainted  with  all.  Formerly  metaphyfics 

appeared 


appeared  to  me  a country  in  which  great  difco- 
veries  might  be  made ; it  now  only  prefents  an 
ocean  to  my  view,  famous  for  its  fhipwrecks. 

Jeune  faimois  Ovide , a prefent  dejl  Horace  *. 

Boileau. 

Metaphylics,  like  a quack,  promifes  largely  ; 
but  experience  teaches  us  the  quack  never  per- 
forms his  promife.  After  having  obferved 
much,  whether  in  ftudying  the  fciences  or  the 
minds  of  men,  we  naturally  incline  to  fcepti- 
cifm  ; and  the  wijh  to  he  deeply  informed  often 
teaches  us  to  doubt . From  all  I can  learn,  the 
Newtonian  philofophy  came  to  hand-  with  me 
fooner  than  with  its  author.  I thought  the 
title  appeared  lingular  enough  ; and,  as  I con- 
jecture, the  book  was  indebted  for  it  to  the  li- 
berality of  the  bookfeller.  An  able  algebraift 
of  Berlin  has  fpoken  to  me  of  fome  trifling  er- 
rors of  calculation,  but  in  other  refpeCts  the 
men  of  fcience  have  been  delighted.  For  my 
own  part,  judging,  as  I do,  without  any  great 
knowledge  of  fucli  fubjeCts,  I lliall  fome  day  re- 
queft  explanations  from  you  concerning  the  va- 
cuum, which  appears  to  me  very  marvellous  and 
incomprehenfible ; alfo  on  the  flux  and  reflux 

* Ovid  my  favourite  once,  ’tis  Horace  now. 
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of  the  fea,  occafioned  by  attradion ; on  the 
reafon  of  colours,  &c.  I fhall  queftion  you  as 
a ploughman  would,  were  you  to  undertake  to 
give  him  inftrudion,  on  fuch  fubjeds,  and  you 
will  be  obliged  to  take  fome  trouble  to  con- 
vince me. 

I do  not  deny  having  perceived  fome  ftrik- 
ing  truths  in  Newton ; but  are  there  not  prin- 
ciples, which  are  too  much  extended  ? In  a 
word,  do  we  not  find  fillagree  work  intermingled 
with  the  Tufcan  columns.  As  foon  as  I lhali 
return  from  my  journey,  I will  acquaint  you 
with  all  my  doubts : recoiled  that. 

And  onward  were  they  led  to  truth  by  doubt. 

I have  juft  read  the  three  laft  ads  of  Me- 
rope,  and  can  affirm  that  hatred  and  envy 
combined  could  not  at  prefent  find  fault  with 
that  admirable  work.  I do  not  fpeak  thus  be- 
caufe  you  have  paid  attention  to  my  criticifm, 
nor  am  I blinded  by  friend  (hip.  It  is  truth ; 
it  is  becaufe  Merope  is  without  blemifh.  All 
the  rules  of  probability  are  obferved,  and  all 
the  incidents  are  well  prepared.  The  charac- 
ter of  a tender  mother,  betrayed  by  that  ve- 
ry tendernefs,  is  worth  all  the  originals  of 
Vandyke.  Poliphontes  at  prefent  prefer ves  a 
perfed  unity  of  charader ; all  he  fays  corre- 
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fponds  to  that  charadler,  which  is  that  of  a fuf- 
picious  tyrant.  In  the  councils  of  Narbas  is  all 
the  ufual  timidity  of  old  age,  and  his  remaining 
upon  the  flage  is  natural.  AEgifthus  fpeaks  as 
Voltaire  would  fpeak,  were  he  fo  fituated  ; his 
heart  is  too  noble  to  be  guilty  of  meannefs ; he 
poflefTes  courage  to  revenge  the  manes  of  his 
father ; and  he  is  equally  modeft  after  fuccefs 
and  grateful  toward  his  benefa&ors. 

Maya  German,  an  Ultramontane,  be  permit- 
ted to  make  a trifling  grammatical  remark  on 
the  two  laft  lines  in  the  piece  ?— 0 tempera , O 
mores ! A Boeotian  Bands  forth  to  accufe  De« 
mofthenes  of  a folecifm. — The  following  are  the 
lines  in  queftion. 

Allans y monter  au  trone , en  y pla^ant  ma  mere  : 

£t  <vouSy  man  cher  Narbas,  foyez  toujour s man pere 

Do  you  mean  by  the  words — Etvous , mon  cher 
Narbas— to  place  Narbas  on  the  throne  along 
with  AEgifthus  and  his  mother  ? Or  do  you 
mean  that  Narbas  is  continually  to  aft  as  his 
father  ? Could  not  you  read  thus  : 

Allans , monter  au  trone , et  plains  y ma  mere  ; 

P our  vous y mon  cher  Narbas , fnye%  toujours  mon  pere, 

* Let  us  afeend  the  throne,  and  place  my  mother  there  ; 
and  do  you,  dear  Narbas,  ever  be  to  me  as  a father. 
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Am  not  I exceedingly  impertinent*  and  d© 
not  I deferve  to  be  difgracefuily  expelled  the 
French  ParnafFus  ? Nothing  but  the  intereft  I 
take  in  the  fame  of  my  friend  could  make  me 
guilty  of  fuch  incongruities.  Correct  me,  I be- 
feech  you,  and  (hew  me  my  error.  You  will 
fay  that  the  words  placons  y are  not  fufficientiy 
harmonious — I own  it ; but  they  are  more  in- 
telligible. 

Here  is  my  political  effay,  fuch  as  I intend 
to  have  it  printed.  I hope  you  will  not  fuller 
it  to  efcape  out  of  your  poffeffion,  for  you  will 
eafily  comprehend  the  confequences.  I beg 
you  will  tell  me  your  general  opinion  of  it, 
without  entering  into  any  minute  examination. 
A memorial  is  wanting,  which  I fhall  foon 
have,  and  which  you  can  at  any  time  add. 

The  memoirs  of  the  academy,  which  I have 
fent  for,  will  be  my  fummer’s  and  autumnal 
talk.  I follow  you  at  a diltance  in  my  labours, 
like  as  the  tortoife  creeps  along  the  track  of  the 
ftag. 

The  young  man  who  is  the  author  of  the  al- 
legory, delighted  by  your  approbation,  feels  an 
increafe  of  poetical  ardor.  He  has  already  pro- 
duced a new  fpecimen,  as  you  may  perceive. 
The  name  of  Voltaire  alone  induces  us  to  write, 
fuch  writers  as  we  are  ; it  is  not  our  divine  ar- 
dor 
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dor  which  brings  down  Apollo  from  Olympus ; 
it  is  you  who  infpire  us. 

The  Merope  of  MafFei  is  on  the  road,  and 
Ihould  foon  arrive.  The  packet  of  which  you 
have  had  notice,  and  which  the  fubftitute  of 
Tronchin  has  not  fent  you,  contains  a trifle  for 
the  marchionefs ; a piece  of  furniture  for  her 
boudoir  I beg  you  will  allure  her  that  all 
thofe  who  are  capable  of  loving  you  infpire4 me 
with  efteem.  Cefario  feems  to  me  a little  frnit- 
ten  by  the  marchionefs.-  Speaking  of  her,  he 
faid  to  me — When  Jhe  converfed , I was  enamour- 
ed of  her  underftanding  ; and  of  her  f erf  on , when 
fhe  was  fjlent.— Happy  the  eyes  that  have  feen, 
ajid  the  ears  that  have  heard  her  ! Still  happier 
thofe  who  know  Voltaire,  and  who  daily  enjoy 
his  fociety. 

You  cannot  imagine  the  impatience  I feel  to 
fee  you ; I am  horribly  weary  of  only  being 
acquainted  with  you  by  the  eye  of  faith  ; I wifli 
the  eye  of  the  flefh  Ihould  alfo  be  gratified.  If 
you  ever  Ihould  be  carried  off,  take  it  for 
granted  I fhall  ad  the  part  of  Paris. 

Perfuade  yourfelf  of  the  fentiments  with 
which  I am  your  mod  faithful  friend. 

* A fmall  chamber. 
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LETTER  LIX. 

From  M.  de  Voltaire . 

SIR,  June,  1738. 

Wh  E N I received  the  new  benefit  your 
royal  highnefs  has  conferred  on  me,  I immediately 
thought  of  preparing  new  tribute ; for,  when  a 
monarch  enriches  his  fubje&s,  their  taxes  ought 
confequently  to  be  increafed.  But  it  will  be 
impofTible,  fir,  for  me  to  acquit  myfelf  of  all  my 
debts.  The  lafl  produfl  of  your  labour  is  the 
work  of  a true  fage,  who  is  much  fuperior  to 
philofophers.  Your  mind  is  the  better  enabled 
to  doubt  by  its  capability  of  refearch. 

Nothing,  fir,  is  more  certain  than  that  we  are 
under  the  direction  of  a power  as  invifible  as  it 
is  ftrang-e  in  this  world.  So  chickens  are  for  a 

O 

certain  time  put  into  pens,  that  they  may  after- 
ward be  brought  to  the  fpit;  but  they  never  can 
comprehend  what  was  the  whim  of  the  poulterer 
for  having  cooped  them  up  thus.  I will  wager 
that,  if  thefe  chickens  were  to  reafon,  and  form 
a fyftem  from  their  cage,  not  one  of  them  would 
divine  that  they  were  thus  treated  in  order  to 
be  eaten. 
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Your  royal  highnefs  may  well  laugh  at  the 
biped  animals  who  imagine  they  are  acquainted 
with  all  things.  A fool’s  cap  fhould  be  placed 
upon  diat  learned  head  which  fuppofes  it  can 
explain  what  are  duration,  coherence,  firft  caufe, 
and  electricity;  what  produces  feed,  feeling, 
hunger,  and  digeftion ; in  fine,  which  believes 
it  underftands  matter,  and,  what  is  flill  more  ] 
ridiculous,  mind.  A certain  degree  of  know- 
ledge is  granted  to  man  ; we  can  meafure,  cal- 
culate, and  weigh  to  a certain  point.  Mathe- 
matical truths  are  indubitable,  which  is  much. 
We  know  beyond  doubt  that  the  moon  is  lefs 
than  the  earth  ; that  the  planets  perform  their 
courfes  according  to  a given  proportion ; that 
there  cannot  be  lefs  than  thirty  millions  of 
Leagues,  each  of  three  thoufand  paces,  between 
the  earth  and  the  fun  ; we  can  prsdidt  eclipfes, 
&c.  To  pretend  to  more  is  temerity;  it  is  not 
intended  that  the  bottom  cards  in  the  pack 
fhould  be  feen. 

I imagine  fy Hematic  philofophers  refemble 
curious  travellers,  who,  having  taken  the  di- 
menfions  of  theferaglio  of  the  Grand  Turk,  and 
who  perhaps  might  have  feen  fome  of  the  apart- 
ments, prefume  thence  to  divine  how  often  his 
highnefs  has  embraced  his  favourite  fultana,  or 
his  ganymede,  the  preceding  night. 
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Yet  your  royal  highnefs,  for  a German  print# 
in  duty  bound  to  protect  the  fyftem  of  Coper- 
nicus, appears  to  me  very  fceptical  This  is 
like  ceding  one  of  your  provinces  for  the  love 
of  peace,  and  which  I would  beg  leave  to  re- 
mind you  is  only  confented  to  as  a laid  refort. 
I,  an  infignificant  Frenchman,  place  the  planet- 
ary fyftem  of  Copernicus  in  the  rank  of  mathe- 
matical truths ; nor  do  I think  it  can  ever  be 
deftroyed  by  the  mountain  of  Malabar. 

I pay  every  honour  due  to  thefe  good  gentle* 
men  of  Malabar,  but  I believe  them  to  be  very 
poor  philofophers.  The  Chinefe,  compared  to 
whom  the  Indians  of  Malabar  fcarcely  are  men, 
are  very  bad  aftronomers ; the  moft  infignifi- 
cant jefuit,  among  them,  is  a towering  eagle. 
The  mathematical  tribunal  of  China,  in  defi- 
ance of  its  formal  bows  and  pointed  beards,  is 
a wretched  college  of  ignorant  perfons,  who 
predict  rain  and  fair  weather,  but  who  are  un- 
able exadly  to  calculate  an  eclipfe.  I will 
grant  that  the  barbarians  of  Malabar  have  a 
mountain  in  the  form  of  a fugar-loaf,  which 
ferves  them  as  a gnomon ; their  mountain  is 
undoubtedly  of  ufe  to  teach  them  the  equinoxes, 
the  folftices,  the  rifing  and  the  fetting  of  the 
fun  and  the  ftars,  the  divifion  of  time  into  hours, 
the  afpeds  of  the  planets,  and  the  phafes  of  the 
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moon*  A ball  at  the  end  of  a (tick  would  per- 
form the  fame  office  for  us  in  the  open  fields ; 
nor  would  the  fyftem  of  Copernicus  be  thereby 
injuredi 

I take  the  liberty  to  fend  your  royal  highnefs 
my  fyftem  of  pleafure.  I am  no  fceptic  on  this 
fubjed ; for,  fince  I have  been  at  Cirey,  and 
have  been  honoured  by  the  bounties  of  your 
royal  highnefs,  I believe  pleafure  to  be  demon* 
ft  rated. 

I am  aftonifhed  that,  among  fo  many  per* 
plexed  demonftrations  of  the  exifteftce  of  God, 
no  one  ever  thought  of  bringing  pleafure  as  a 
proof ; for,  phyfically  fpeaking,  pleafure  is  di- 
vine ; and  I hold  that  every  man  who  drinks 
excellent  Tokay,  embraces  a charming  woman, 
and  who,  in  a word,  feels  agreeable  fenfations, 
muft  acknowledge  a fupreme  and  beneficent 
being.  It  was  for  this  reafon  that  the  ancients 
made  deities  of  all  the  paffions ; and,  as  ail  the 
paffions  are  given  us  for  our  welfare,  according 
to  my  doctrine,  they  prove  the  unity  of  a God, 
for  they  prove  a unity  of  defign.  Will  your 
royal  highnefs  permit  me  to  confecrate  this 
epiftle  to  him  whom  God  formed  to  render 
mankind  happy,  and  to  him  whofe  goodnefs  is 
my  happinefs  and  my  glory?  Madame  du 
Chatelet  participates  in  thefe  fentiments.  I am, 
Bb  2 with 
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with  moil  profound  refpe£t,  and  unbounded 
devotion,  &c. 

LETTER  LX. 

From  the  Prince  Royal. 

$ I Wefel,  July  24th,  1738*. 

I AM  now  more  than  iixty  leagues  nearer 
Cirey,  and  I feem  as  if  I had  but  another  ftep 
to  take,  and  to  be  there  ; yet  I know  not  what 
in vifible  power  prevents  my  arrival.  You  can- 
not conceive  how  much  I fuffer ; or  the  inqui- 
etude I feel,  knowing  myfelf  fo  near,  to  fee 
myfelf  incapable  of  enjoying  your  converfation. 

I have  palfed  through  a country,  where,  cer- 
tainly, nature  has  neglefted  nothing  to  rend*r 
the  lands  fertile,  and  the  fields  as  pleafant  as 
poffible  ; but  it  fhould  feem  as  if  (he  had  ex- 
haufted  herfelf  in  the  formation  of  plants,  hedges, 
and  rivulets,  which  embeliifh  each  landfcape, 
and  that  fhe  wanted  fufficient  force  for  the  im- 
provement of  our  fpecies.  I have  feen  the 
greatefi:  part  of  Weltphalia,  which  lay  in  our 
way,  and  mull  own,  if  God  thought  proper  to 

* July  2 1 ft  in  the  Berlin  edition. 
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breathe  his  divine  fpirit  into  man,  the  portion 
allotted  to  thefe  people  was  certainly  very  fmall; 
nay  fo  fmall  that  it  may  well  be  made  a quef- 
tion  whether  the  beings  we  there  fee,  in  the 
form  of  man,  do  think  or  do  not.  I fufpend 
my  judgment  for  the  love  of  humanity,  and 
from  the  fear  that  you  Ihould  impute  whatever 
I fliould  fay  on  this  fubjeCt  to  detraction. 

I enquire  after  you,  of  all  perfons  who  come 
from  Holland,  and  they  all  tell  me  of  the 
infamous  libels  with  which  you  are  perfecuted 
by  your  countrymen  ; and  of  the  ingratitude  of 
your  nation,  which  fuffers  a man  who  is  an  ho- 
nour to  this  nation,  and  who  hereafter  (hall  ren- 
der the  age  in  which  he  lived  illuftrious,  to  be 
loaded  with  opprobrium. 

I fupported  y.our  caufe  at  Brunfwick,  againft 
one  Botmer  *,  a lively,  thoughtlefs,  would-be- 
wit,  who  when  he  wants  arguments  reforts  to  af- 
firmation, and  obliged  him  to  confefs,  in  the 
prefence  of  twenty  people,  that  the  judgment 
which  he  had  pronounced  on  you  was  grofsly 
erroneous,  and  that  he  was  incapable  of  under- 
ftanding  all  the  beauties  of  your  works. 

You  perceive,  fir,  I every  where  make  pro- 
felytes ; and  that  I wifh  to  gain  you  fome  even 
at  Paris,  in  delpite  of  France,  and  to  make 

* The  Bafil  edition  reads  Bcmar. 
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your  nation  feel,  judging  as  it  does  from  levity 
or  caprice,  that  its  eyes  have  been  hood-wink- 
ed, and  'that  jealoufy  and  envy  are  a kind  of  fog, 
which  darken  and  conceal  from  the  envious  the 
merit  of  their  adverfaries. 

I expert  to  meet  du  Breuil  Tronchin  here, 
to  take  meafures  with  him  concerning  our  cor- 
refpondence.  I believe,  however,  I have  found 
a fhorter  road  through  Aix,  where  I have  a 
wine  merchant  named  Logni,  whofe  correfpon- 
dents  are  chiefly  in  Champagne ; and,  provided 
you  (ball  think  proper  to  trufl:  a certain  perfon 
of  the  name  of  Geoffroi,  who  lives  at  Epernay, 
I believe  our  intercourfe  may  be  very  much  ac- 
celerated by  this  new  channel. 

I am  in  perpetual  motion  here,  and  am  kept 
active,  very  active.  Perhaps  I am  fated  to  fin 
in  extremes : in  a few  weeks,  contemplation  will 
have  its  turn. 

Thiriot  has  fent  me  your  letter  to  Maffei, 
and  your  other  letter  on  the  work  of  M.  Dutot, 
which  are,  each  in  its  kind,  mafterpieces.  You 
fpeak  of  poetry  like  Horace,  and  of  the  art  of 
rendering  men  happy  like  * * * *,  or  like 
Agrippa. 

If  fuch  a thing  may  be,  bring  your  meridian 
nearer  ours ; it  fhould  feem  that  fate,  envious 
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of  my  happinefs,  ordained  that  Cirey  fhould  be 
fo  far  from  Remufberg. 

By  fyflem  yet  unknown,  with  plaftic  touch, 

Let  Tome  philofopher  new  mould  old  earth  ; 

Sink  hill  and  valley,  river,  lake,  and  Tea  ; 

All  obftacles  remove  that  our  abodes  divide, 

I fhould  be  very  glad  M.  de  Manpertuis 
could  do  me  this  kindnefs.  I would  more  wil- 
lingly own  myfelf  in  his  debt  for  this  than  for 
his  voyage  to  Greenland,  or  all  he  learned  from 
the  Laplanders.  I am  with  much  efteem,  &c0 


LETTER  LXI. 

From  the  Prince  Royal . 

MY  DEAR  FRIEND,  Loo,  in  Holland, 

Aug.  6, 1738. 

I PERCEIVE  the  true  pi&ure  of  your 
mind,  and  of  my  own,  in  the  beautiful  epiftle 
on  man,  which  I have  juft  received,  and  for 
which  I return  you  a thoufand  thanks.  Thus  a 
great  man  ought  to  think,  and  thefe  thoughts 
are  as  worthy  of  you  as  the  conqueft  of  the 
world  was  of  Alexander.  You  modeilly  feek 
fruth,  and  boldly  publifh  it  when  found.  I am 
B b 4 convinced 
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convinced  there  can  be  but  one  God  and  one 
Voltaire  in  nature  : it  is  impoffible  this  nature, 
fo  fertile  in  other  refpefts,  can  copy  her  work, 
or  produce  your  equal. 

There  are  none  but  great  truths,  in  your 
epiftle  on  man ; you  never  are  more  fublime 
than  when  you  determine  to  be  yourfelf.  Ac- 
knowledge with  me,  my  dear  friend,  that  each 
man  ought  to  be  himfelf ; and  you  have  fo  ma- 
ny reafons  to  be  fatisfied,  with  your  manner  of 
thinking,  that  you  never  fhould  condefcend  to 
borrow  the  thoughts  of  others. 

Let  monks  in  their  obfeure-  cloifters  bury 
their  miferable  theology  in  their  own  mean  dirt, 
and  may  our  defendants  remain  for  ever  igno- 
rant of  the  puerile  follies  of  faith,  and  of  the 
ceremonious  worfhip  of  priefts  and  friars ! The 
blooming  flowers  of  poetry  are  proftituted  when 
they  are  made  to  bedeck  and  ornament  error ; 
and  the  pencil  which  is  able  to  paint  men  ought 
to  efface  the  figures  ofjefuits. 

I am  infinitely  obliged  to  you  for  the  pains 
you  have  taken  to  correct  my  faults  : I pay 
ftrift  attention  to  all  thofe  which  you  point  out, 
and  hope  to  render  myfelf  more  and  more  wor- 
thy of  my  friend,  and  my  matter,  in  the  art  of 
thinking  and  writing. 

Draw  no  comparifon,  I befeech  you,  between 
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your  works  and  mine.  You  march  with  a firm 
flep  along  difficult  roads ; whereas  I creep  in 
beaten  paths.  As  foon  as  1 return  home,  which 
perhaps  will  be  at  the  end  of  this  month,  Cefa- 
rio  and  Jordan  will  fly  to  your  epifile  on  man, 
and  I guarantee  their  plaudits.  As  to  the  Ja- 
QientiJJimus  Wolfius , 1 am  wholly  unacquainted 
with  him,  having  neither  written  nor  fpoken  to 
him,  and  I believe,  like  you,  that  he  has  but 
little  knowledge  of  the  French  language. 

Your  imagination,  my  dear  friend,  renders 
you  a conqueror  at  a cheap  rate  ; therefore,  be 
perfuaded  we  are  under  every  obligation  to 
your  generofity.  If  ever,  in  my  life,  I fhould 
go  to  Cirey,  it  certainly  would  not  be  to  form 
a fiege.  Your  eloquence,  more  powerful  than 
the  deftrudlive  implements  of  Jericho,  would 
ca'ufe  the  weapons  of  war  to  drop  from  my 
hands.  I have  no  other  claims  over  Cirey  than 
thofe  which  I may  aflert  over  gratitude,  for  the 
difintereftednefs  of  my  friendship.  Like  an- 
other Jafon,  I fhall  carry  off  the  fleece ; but  I 
fhall  carry  off  at  the  fame  time  the  dragon 
which  guards  the  fleece.  Let  the  marchionefs 
beware ! 

At  leaf!:,  madam,  you  will  not  fall  into  the 
hands  of  pirates : a generous  conqueror,  I will 
divide  with  you,  with  your  good  permiffion, 

that 
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that  Voltaire  whom  you  wifh  folely  to  pof- 
fefs. 

I revert  to  you,  my  dear  friend  : Returning 
from  my  conquefts,  it  is  but  juft  that  I fhould 
enjoy  winter  quarters,  which  will  be  prepared 
for  me  by  M.  de  Maupertuis.  Your  ideas  re- 
lative to  him  are  excellent.  I could  have  wifli- 
ed  that  you  had  added  to  what  you  wrote  to 
me — And  we  will  fartake  this  care  between  us . 
M.  Thiriot  tells  me  of  a new  edition  of  your 
Newtonian  philofophy,  for  which,  till  I have  re- 
ceived it,  I will  referve  my  thanks.  I know  not 
how  my  letters  are  employed,  but  they  ought 
to  be  cruelly  weary  on  the  road.  They  muft 
certainly  meet  with  fome  delay,  for  it  is  two 
months  fince  the  ink-ftand  for  Emily  was  fent. 
The  large  packet  was  to  pafs  through  Lune- 
ville,  and  I am  in  hopes  that  you  have  received 
it  before  this. 

I write  from  a place  which  formerly  was  the 
relidence  of  a great  man,  and  which  is  at  pre- 
fent  the  abode  of  the  prince  of  Orange.  The 
demon  of  ambition  {beds'  his  deftrudtive  venom 
over  his  days ; this  prince,  who  might  be  the 
moft  fortunate  of  men,  is  preyed  upon  by  cha- 
grin, in  his  noble  palace,  and  in  the  midft  of 
his  gardens  and  fplendid  courtiers.  This  is 
really  a pity ; for,  in  other  refpe&s,  the  prince 
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kasjnfinite  wit,  and  various  high  qualities.  I 
converfed  much,  on  Newton,  with  the  princefs; 
and  from  Newton  we  proceeded  to  Leibnitz, 
and  to  the  late  queen  of  England,  who,  accord- 
ing to  what  the  prince  has  told  me,  was  of  the 
opinion  of  Clarke. 

I heard  at  this  court  that  s’Gravefande  had 
not  fpoken  of  your  tranflation  of  Newton  in 
fuch  a manner  as  I could  have  wilhed.  Good 
God  ! — Shall  fenfibility  of  heart  never  be  unit- 
ed with  grandeur,  riches,  wit,  and  knowledge  ? 

I have  received  no  letters  during  my  whole 
journey,  notwithftanding  the  precautions  I took; 
and  I know  not  what  is  become  of  our  ruinous 
Parnaffus  of  Berlin.  Jordan  will  be  two  inches 
higher  when  he  fnall  hear  of  the  place  of  which 
you  think  him  worthy.  Your  letter  is  a fugar 
plumb,  which  I (hall  give  him  on  my  return. 
Could  my  pen  write  all  my  heart  thinks  my 
letter  would  never  end. 

Le fecret  d’ennuyer  ejl  celui  de  tout  dire 

I fhall  fay  but  little,  my  dear  friend,  and  that 
little  is — think  fometimes  of  me,  when  you  have 
nothing  better  to  think  of;  for  I would  not  be 
the  lofs  of  one  excellent  thought. 

* The  art  to  be  dull  is  to  fay  all  we  think. 
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My  compliments  to  the  marchionefs ; I am 
fo  difturbed  here  that  I am  not  myfelf.  Lov£ 
me  a little,  for  I am  very  affe&ionate,  and  do 
not  doubt  of  the  fentiments  of  efleem  with  which 
I am,  &c. 


LETTER  LXII. 

From  M.  de  Voltaire . 

SIR,  Cirey,  Auguft  5,  1738.. 

I HAVE  received  the  moft  beautiful  and 
permanent  of  the  favours  of  your  royal  high- 
nefs.  Your  political  work  is  at  length  arrived. 
Indeed  1 fufpedted  that  lie  who  was  fo  fuccefsfui 
in  our  arts  would  be  very  fuperior  in  his  own* 
I was  aftonifhed  to  perceive  in  you  fo  fage  and 
fo  fublime  a metaphyfician,  and  fo  amiable  a 
poet ; but  I am  not  fo  to  fee  you  write  like  a 
great  prince,  and  a true  politician.  It  is  but 
juft  that  your  royal  highnefs  Ihould  underftand 
your  trade.  Woe  to  them  who  are  better  ac- 
quainted with  other  profeflions  than  their  own. 
I am  about  to  fpeak  vainly  ; I believe  that,  had 
thefe  Ccnfiderations  on  the  prejent  ft  ate  of  the  body 
'politic  in  Europe  been  printed  under  the  name  of 
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2 member  of  the  Rritifh  parliament,  I fhould 
have  difcovered  your  royal  highnefs;  and  fhould 
have  faid  I here  fee  the  great  prince  concealed 
under  the  great  citizen. 

In  this  work,  which  is  worthy  of  its  author, 
there  is  a predominant  ftyle  which  difcovers  you; 
and  I there  perceive  I know  not  what  air  of  a 
member  of  the  Empire  which  an  Englifh  citizen 
feldom  attains : a member  of  the  houfe  of  Lords 
or  Commons  is  lefs  interefted  in  Germanic  free- 
dom. There  is  likewife  a fmall  trait  of  the 
good  Leibnitz  philofophy  which  bears  your 
lignet.  Nothing , fay  you,  is  without  its  adequate 
caufe ; and  I imagine,  from  this  fingle  phrafe, 
I fhould  have  exclaimed,  here  is  my  philofopi  ic 
prince;  I have  him;  it  can  be  no  other!  But 
I fliould  moft  certainly  have  known  you  by  the 
grandeur  and  humanity  of  your  mind ; for 
fuch  is  the  predominant  colouring  in  all  your 
pi&ures. 

The  marchionels  du  Chatelet  and  I have  re- 
peatedly read  the  excellent  and  inftru&ive  work 
with  which  your  royal  highnefs  has  deigned  to 
honour  Cirey,  and  which  other  eyes  have  not 
the  happinefs  to  read.  Madame  du  Chatelet 
affirms  without  hefitation  that  this,  of  all  the 
things  you  have  written,  is  moft  worthy  of  your- 
self. I am  bold  enough  to  think  fo  too ; but 
4 your 
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your  moil;  recent  favour  is  always  the  moil 
cherifhed,  and  I fear  left  I ihould  deceive  myfelf 
in  my  feledion. 

May  I be  permitted,  paltry  atom  as  I am, 
crawling  in  a corner  of  that  world  which  your 
equals  kings  and  emperors  govern,  may  I be 
permitted  to  intreat  information  from  your  royal 
highnefs  ? I am  one  of  thofe  people  who  inter- 
rogate Providence.  Your  providence  has  ren- 
dered me  too  adventurous. 

Is  it  in  jeft  or  earned  that  your  royal  high- 
nefs faid  the  project  of  marfhal  de  Villars,  of 
uniting  the  emperor  with  France,  has  been  fol- 
lowed ? It  feems  to  me  that  there  is  an  air  of 
truth  difcoverable,  amidft  the  fine  irony  with 
which  the  paflage  is  feafoned. 

In  effed,  who  fbould  refill,  were  the  emperor 
united  with  France  and  Spain  ? The  Englifh  and 
Dutch  might  then  employ  their  fcales,  with 
which  they  have  endeavoured  to  weigh  Europe, 
to  weigh  their  bales  from  the  eaft  and  weft 
Indies.  The  following  is  an  expreftion  of  the 
refpedable  author  of  that  work  by  which  I was 
jftruck — fortune  which  prefides  over  the  hap - 
pinejs  of  France — and  which  more  than  ever 
perfuades  me  that  France, very  fortunately,played 
a game  in  which  fhe  was  ignorant  that  (he  was 
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any  way  interefted,  the  very  moment  before  flic 
took  up  the  cards. 

I have  heard  the  late  marfhal  de  Villars  fay 
that  it  was  found  neceffary  to  oblige  France  to 
take  arms;  that  the  French  had  twice  even 
broken  their  word  with  the  Spanifh  miniftry, 
and  that  at  length  they  had  been  hurried  away 
by  circumftances ; piqued  by  the  contempt 
which  the  whole  council  of  the  empire,  except 
the  great  prince  Eugene,  openly  teftified  for 
the  French  miniftry ; and  in  part  encouraged 
by  the  hope  of  feeing  king  Staniflaus,  who 
loves  you  with  his  whole  heart,  on  the  throne  of 
Poland,  where  he  would  be  feated  had  the  wifnes 
©f  the  Polifli  nation  and  the  laws  prevailed. 

Your  royal  highnefs  knows  that  France,  at 
firft,  intended  to  fend  king  Staniflaus  a more 
efficacious  fuccour  than  that  of  fifteen  hundred 
foot  againft  fifty  thoufand  Ruffians ; but  the 
threats  of  the  Englifh,  and  their  fleet,  ready  to 
block  up  the  paffage,  kept  the  famous  Du  Gue 
Trouin  in  port,  who  hoped  to  have  meafured 
fwords  with  the  monarchs  of  the  ocean.  They 
therefore  fent  king  Staniflaus  the  aid  of  a pawn 
againft  a queen  and  a caftle;  and  the  king, 
whom  they  neither  durft  aid  nor  forfake,  was 
checkmated. 

Since  that  time,  a concurrence  of  circum- 
ftances. 


384  POSTHUMOUS  WORKS. 

fiances,  by  which  the  French  miniftry  prudently 
profited,  has  bellowed  Lorraine  on  France  ac- 
cording to  her  ancient  views,  fuch  as  were  pro- 
pofed  in  the  times  of  Louis  XIV.  It  fhould 
feem  that  what  we  call  Fortune  played  her  part 
in  this  game.  The  players  withdrew  in  good 
time,  and  returned  as  opportunely  to  win  the 
flakes. 

The  French  miniftry,  at  firft,  it  fhould  feem, 
had  fo  little  inclination  to  war  that,  a year  pre- 
vious to  its  declaration,  the  payment  of  the 
fubfidies  to  Sweden  and  Denmark  had  ceafed. 

I may  compare  France  to  a wealthy  man, 
fur  rounded  by  people  who  progreftively  ruin 
themfelves,  and  who  buys  their  eflates  at  a low 
price.  It  is  nearly  thus  that  this  great  body, 
united  under  one  defpotic  chief,  has  fwallowed 
up  Roflillon,  Alfatia,  Franche  Comte,  the  half 
of  Flanders,  Lorraine,  &c.  Your  royal  high- 
nefs  remembers  the  ferpent  with  feveral  heads, 
and  the  ferpent  with  feveral  tails.  The  latter 
found  paflage  where  the  former  could  not. 

May  I take  the  liberty  to  requefl  your  royal 
highnefs  would  deign  to  inform  me  whether  it 
is  an  opinion  unanimoufly  received,  in  the 
Empire,  that  Lorraine  was  one  of  its  provinces ; 
for  it  feems  to  me  that  the  dukes  of  Lorraine 
did  not  think  fo,  and  even  that  it  was  not  in 

quality 
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quality  of  dukes  of  Lorraine  that  they  held  a 
feat  in  the  diet.  Your  royal  highnefs  knows 
that  the  Germanic  jurifprudence  is  divided  in 
opinion,  on  many  articles ; but  your  fentence 
fhall  be  my  code.  Would  that  only  minds  like 
yours  might  make  laws ! There  would  then  be 
no  need  of  interpreters.  Refleding  on  all  the 
events  which  have  happened  in  our  times,  I 
begin  to  believe  that  all  affairs  are  tranfaded 
between  crowned  heads  much  in  the  fame  man- 
ner as  between  private  perfons ; each  has  re- 
ceived from  nature  a defire  for  perfonal  aggran- 
difement;  an  opportunity  feems  to  prefent  itfelf, 
this  is  improved  by  intrigue;  fome  woman  is 
bribed  by  money,  or  a flronger  motive,  and 
oppofes  the  negotiation ; another  renews  it ; 
circumflances,  ill  humour,  caprice,  contempt,  a 
very  nothing  decides  the  event.  If  the  duchefs 
of  Marlborough  had  not  thrown  a glafs  of  water 
in  the  face  of  Mrs.  Mafham,  and  fprinkled 
queen  Anne,  the  queen  would  not  have  thrown 
herfelf  into  the  arms  of  the  tories,  nor  have 
granted  France  a peace,  without  which  France 
no  longer  could  have  flood  her  ground. 

M.  de  Torcy  has  protefted  to  me  that  he 
knew  nothing  of  the  will  of  Charles  II.  of  Spain; 
that,  after  the  thing  had  been  done,  an  extraor- 
dinary council  was  affembled  at  Verfailles,  to 
vol.  vi.  C c determine 
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determine  whether  this  will,  which  was  to  change 
the  face  of  Europe,  and  elevate  the  houfe  of 
Bourbon  without  aggrandizing  France,  fhould 
be  accepted ; or  whether  they  fhould  abide  by 
a partition  treaty,  which  Ihould  difmember  the 
Spanilh  monarchy,  and  bellow  all  Flanders  and 
Lorraine  on  France.  The  chancellor  de  Ponchar- 
train  was  of  the  latter  opinion,  and  maintained 
it  with  vehemence.  Louis  XIV.  and  his  fon, 
the  great  Dauphin,  thought  rather  like  fathers 
than  like  kings,  and  the  will  was  accepted  ; the 
confequence  was  that  fatal  war  which  made 
both  the  Spanilh  and  French  monarchy  totter. 

It  fhould  feem  there  is  an  evil  genius  that 
takes  pleafure  in  difappointing  the  hopes  of  men, 
and  in  fporting  with  the  fate  of  empires.  Four 
years  ago,  any  man  would  have  aUpnilhed  the 
people  of  Florence,  who  Ihould  have  told  them 
a man  fhall  come  from  Auftralia,  to  be  your 
prince. 

It  is  believed  in  Europe  that  the  fyfte.m  of 
Law  had  made  all  the  money  of  the  kingdom  of 
France  fly  into  the  coffers  of  the  regent,  and  I 
perceive  that  this  opinion  has  reached  even  your 
royal  highnefs.  It  certainly  has  the  appearance 
of  probability,  but  the  fa6l  is  that  Law,  who 
came  to  France  worth  fifty  thoufand  livres,  died 
a ruined  man ; and  that  the  late  duke  of  Orleans 


was 
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was  feven  millions  of  livres  in  debt,  at  his  death, 
which  bis  fon  found  it  very  difficult  to  pay. 

J_.e  vral  pent  rjnelquefois  n it  re  pas  vraifemblalle . * 

Not  that  I think  this  frolickfome  evil  genius, 
that  turns  the  world  uplide  down,  and  laughs  at 
mankind,  performs  all  himfelf.  Thofe  powers 
which,  in  the  fucceffion  of  ages,  or  from  war, 
marriage,  &c.  are  become  ftronger  than  their 
neighbours,  exert  themfelves  to  the  utmoft  to 
engulph  them ; like  as  the  rich  lord  oppreffies 
the  poor  cottager ; and  this  is  called  being  a 
great  politician.  But  this  is  what  your  adorable 
mine}  calls  great  injuftice ! Adis  of  horror ! 
Your  policy  confiflis  in  preventing  oppreffion. 
Every  fovereign  ought  to  have  engraved  upon 
their  council  board,  and  on  their  fword  blades, 
the  words  with  which  your  royal  highnefs  con- 
cludes : “ To  lofe  provinces  is  opprobrious  and 
“ ignominious ; and  to  conquer  thofe  over 
“ which  we  have  no  legal  claim  is  unjuil  and 
“ criminal  rapacity/5  This  is  the  maxim  of  a 
great  man,  and  the  pledge  of  happinefs  to  a 
whole  people. 

You  royal  highnefs  mud  indulge  an  idea  which 
has  more  than  once  entered  my  mind.  When  f 

* Truth  may  fometimes  he  improbable. 

C c 2 hav$ 


have  perceived  the  houfe  of  Auftria  ready  to 
become  extind,  I have  faid  to  tnyfelf,  why  fhould 
not  the  princes  of  the  oppofite  communion  to 
the  court  of  Rome  have  their  turn  ? Is  there  no 
prince  among  them  fufficiently  powerful  to  pro- 
cure his  own  ele&ion  ? Might  he  not  be  aided  by 
Sweden  and  Denmark  ; and,  if  fuch  a prince 
fhould  poflefs  virtue  and  money,  might  not  the 
odds  be  in  his  favour  ? Might  not  the  empire 
be  rendered  alternate,  like  certain  bifhoprics, 
which  are  this  time  held  by  a Lutheran,  and  the 
next  by  a Catholic. 

Let  me  beg  your  royal  highnefs  to  pardon  me 
this  volume  of  Arabian  night  tales. 

Cum  canerem  reges  et  praslia,  Cynthius  aurem 
Vellit  et  admonuit. 

Perhaps  your  royal  highnefs  is  at  prefent  either 
at  Cleves  or  Wefel.  Why  am  not  I upon  the 
frontiers  ? Madame  du  Chatelet  had  a great 
defire  to  be  there ; fhe  had  even  planned  a jQur* 
ney  toward  Treves,  that  fhe  might  endeavour  to 
fee  the  Solomon  of  the  North.  A man  of  the 
family  of  du  Chatelet  pofTeffes  a fmall  princi- 
pality between  Treves  and  Juliers,  which  might 
be  fold,  and  which,  perhaps,  might  fuit  his 
majefty.  Madame  du  Chatelet  would  have 
much  influence,  were  fuch  a fale  to  take  place ; 

and 
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and  it  would  be  a fine  opportunity  for  her  to  pay 
her  compliments  to  the  moft  refpedtable  prince 
of  Europe.  The  queen  of  Sheba  would  go 
with  great  pleafure  to  confult  the  youthful  Solo- 
mon ; but  I very  much  fear  that  this  flattering 
idea  likewife  belongs  to  the  thoufand  and  one 
nights. 

The  fieur  Thiriot  has  been  gallant  enough  to 
inform  me  of  a fhort  faying  of  your  royal 
highnefs,  which  indicated  that  your  goodnefs 
toward  me  was  in  no  manner  diminifhed,  by  I 
know  not  what  contemptible  pamphlets,  which 
occafionally  appear  againft  me  at  Paris — againft 
me  and  againft  others  much  better  than  I am. 
Thefe  pamphlets,  which  Thiriot  fends  your 
royal  highnefs,  would  give  you  an  ill  opinion  of 
the  underftanding  of  the  French,  did  you  not 
previoully  know  that  fuch  wretched  works  are 
the  offspring  of  the  lees  of  Parnaffus,  by  whom 
they  are  written  rather  from  motives  of  hunger 
than  anger.  It  is  intereft  that  writes ; but  it  is 
fometimes  fecret  jealoufy  which  diftributes  and 
gives  them  reputation. 

It  is  very  true  that  the  marchionefs  du  Chatelet 
wrote  an  effay  on  the  nature  of  fire,  for  the  prize 
of  the  academy  of  fciences ; and  it  is  equally 
true  that  fhe  merited  a part  in  the  prize,  which 
Ihe  would  have  received  at  any  tribunal,  that 
C c 3 ex- 
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excepted,  which  ftill  is  fubje&ed  to  the  laws  of 
Defcartes,  and  believes  in  a plenum. 

She  will  not  fail  to  do  herfelf  the  honour  to 
fend  your  royal  highnefs  this  eflay,  which  you 
have  deigned  to  demand,  and  which  is  worthy 
of  fuch  a judge.  She  joins  me  in  every  refped- 
ful  fentiment. 

I am,  with  all  the  veneration,  gratitude,  and 
attachment  which  I owe  your  royal  highnefs, 


LETTER  LXIII. 

From  M.  de  Voltaire . 


Auguft,  1735. 

I CONTINUALLY  perceive,  fir,  and 
with  a kind  of  fatisfa&ion  which  approaches 
pride,  that  the  little  contrarieties  I meet  with 
from  my  country  anger  the  noble  heart  of  your 
royal  highnefs.  You  cannot  doubt  that  your 
fuffrage  amply  rewards  me  for  all  fuch  afflic- 
tions; affii&ions  that  are  common  to  every  man 
of  fcience  or  of  letters,  among  whom  thofe  who 
have  moft  loved  the  truth  have  always  been  the 
mod  perfecuted. 

Detraction 
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Detraction  endeavoured  to  effect  the  ruin  of 
Defcartes  and  Bayle ; Racine  and  Boileau  would 
have  died  with  grief,  had  they^riot  found  a pro* 
rector  in  Louis  XIV.  There  are  verfes  ftill  in 
being  that  were  written  againft  Virgil.  I am  far 
from  being  the  equal  of  thefe  great  men ; but 
I am  much  more  happy  than  they  were.  I enjoy 
tranquillity,  have  a fortune  fuitable  to'Vprivate 
perfon,  and  more  than  fufficient  for  a philofopher. 
I live  in  a delightful  retreat,  with  one  of  the  mot 
refpectable  of  women,  whofe  company  continu- 
ally affords  me  new  leffons ; and,  in  fine,  fir, 
you,  the  molt  virtuous,  the  moft  amiable  prince 
in  Europe,  have  deigned  to  love  me,  have 
deigned  to  open  your  heart  to  me,  to  truft  me 
with  your  works  and  thoughts,  and  to  correct 
mine. — What  need  I more  !■ —Health  only  is 
wanting;  but  there  is  no  valetudinarian  fo 
happy  as  I am. 

Will  your  royal  highneH  permit  me  to  fend 
you  the  half  of  the  fifth  acft  of  Merope,  which 
I have  corre&ed  ? If,  after  reading  it  again,  the 
piece  (hould  appear  worthy  of  publication,  per- 
haps I (hall  venture  to  fend  it  to  the  prefs. 

The  marchionefs  du  Chatelet  has  juft  re- 
ceived the  plan  of  Remuiberg,  drawn  by  that 
amiable  man  whom  the  inhabitants  of  Cirey 
continually  keep  in  remembrance.  It  is  very 
C c 4 vexatious 
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vexatious  that  all  this  is  only  to  be  feen  upon 
paper,  &c. 

[The  rejl  is  'wanting.'] 


LETTER  LXIV. 

From  M.  de  Voltaire. 

Augud,  173s, 

When  waning  life  had  almoft  f led. 

Your  prefent  rais’d  me  from  the  dead  : 

I faw  the  medium,  when  it  came. 

ij 

Of  all  my  pleafure,  all  your  fame. 

But,  ah ! what  labours  mud  produce 
The  gift,  if  put  to  worthy  ufe  ! 

He  who  Achilles’  lance  would  wield 
Should  bear,  at  lead,  Patroclus’  ihield  ! 

£an  he  who  holds  th’  Orphean  lyre, 

The  lifelefs  dock  and  done  infpire, 

Bacchantes  humanize,  or  quell 
The  triple-headed  dog  of  hell. 

Or  emulate  the  bard  of  Thrace, 

Who  wants  his  fweetnefs  and  his  grace  l 
Let  him  the  lance  and  lyre  refign, 

In  whom  fuch  gifts  can  ne’er  combine  1 


W 


But  different,  fir,  was  your  intent ; 
To  Emily  was  the  prefent  fent ; 
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To  Emily,  who,  great  prince,  before 
She  had  your  boon,  poffefs’d  your  lore ! 

Heaven,  for  the  good  of  all  mankind, 

Bellow’d  on  each  an  equal  mind  ! 

Thus  to  Minerva  Mars  himfelf  commends. 

And  thus  the  godlike  iEgis  greeting  fends. 

Nothing  lefs  than  your  royal  highnefs  and 
Emily  could  infpire  me  with  ftrength  fufficient 
to  write.  I have  been  very  near  vifiting  the 
kingdom  which  Orpheus  charmed,  and  whence 
I fhould  not  have  wilhed  to  return,  except  to 
lee  Emily,  and  you,  fir. 

You  do  not  think,  perhaps,  that  I have  fuf- 
ficiently  corre&ed  Merope.  1 attempted  in  the 
beginning  to  imitate  the  marquis  Marfei ; for 
I paffionately  delight  in  proving  the  merits  of 
foreign  works  to  my  own  nation.  But,  by  de- 
grees, as  I proceeded  in  my  labours,  Merope 
became  wholly  French.  Thanks  to  your  fage 
remarks,  it  is  as  much  yours  as  mine.  I,  there- 
fore, requeft  permiffion,  when  I print  it,  to  de- 
dicate the  tragedy  to  you,  and  lay  it  at  your 
feet,  together  with  my  ideas  on  this  kind  of 
writing.  I know  not  whether  your  royal  high- 
nefs has  received  the  new  edition  of  the  elements 
of  Newton.  Having  condefcended  to  intereft 
vourfelf  fo  far  in  my  behalf  as  to  inform  me 
that  M.  s’Gravefande  does  not  fpeak  well 

of 


^94  POSTHUMOUS  WORKS. 

of  it,  I can  only  fay,  this  gives  me  no  fur- 
prife. 

The  bookfellers  or  pirates  of  Holland,  im- 
patient for  the  fale  of  the  work,  thought  pro- 
per to  patch  up  the  two  lad  chapters  by  a Dutch 
metaphyfician,  who,  for  his  part,  thought  pro- 
per to  controvert  the  opinions  of  M.  s’Grave- 
fande.  In  thefe  two  chapters,  he  denies  the 
two  fined  refults  of  the  Newtonian  fydem,  the 
explanation  of  the  tides,  and  the  caufe  of  the 
precefilon  of  the  equinoxes,  which  follows  with- 
out difficulty  from  the  protuberance  of  the  earth 
at  the  equator.  M.  s’Gravefande  is  with  good 
reafon  attached  to  thefe  two  great  points.  The 
book  is  befide  printed  with  a hundred  ridiculous 
errors.  The  French  edition,  under  the  name 
of  London,  is  a little  more  correct.  The  Car- 
tefians  exclaim  like  madmen,  who  perceive  an 
attempt  made  to  deprive  them  of  the  imagina- 
ry treafures  on  which  they  feaded ; they  fup- 
pofe  themfelves  reduced  to  wretchednefs,  if 
there  be  any  vacuum  in  nature ; the  fame  as  if 
they  had  been  robbed ; and  fome  of  them  are 
very  ferioufly  angry.  For  my  own  part,  I fhali 
take  care  to  be  angry  at  nothing  fo  long  as  di- 
vus  Fredericas  et  diva  Emilia  honour  me  with 
their  friendfhip. 

We  have  received  fome  further  information 

concerning 
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concerning  this  Beringhen,  which  is  a town  ly- 
ing between  the  countries  of  Liege  and  Juliers. 
Should  that  correfpond  with  the  intentions  of 
his  majefty,  and  fhould  he  deign  to  honour  the 
owner  with  the  title  of  his  fubjedt,  every  law 
would  be  fubmitted  to,  as  in  reafon  it  ought, 
which  his  majefty  (hall  deign  to  prefcribe. 
Madame  clu  Chatelet  has  not  dared  to  mention 
the  affair  to  your  royal  highnefs,  but  fhe  has 
requefted  me  to  venture  to  demand  your  pro- 
tection. We  fhal!  adt  in  this  bulinefs  accord- 
ing to  your  orders.  Madame  du  Chatelet  has 
juft  fent  a perfon  to  the  place,  who  is  an  advo- 
cate of  Lorraine. 

Should  the  affair  take  the  turn  I wifh,  it  will 
not  be  difficult  to  induce  the  marquis  du  Cha- 
telet to  make  a fhort  journey  thither.  I can  al- 
fo  forefee  that  I may,  with  all  poffible  decorum, 
though  it  fhould  be  publifhed  in  every  gazette, 
come  and  throw  myfelf  at  the  feet  of  your  royal 
highnefs,  and  fee  him  whom  I admire. 

I hope  that  your  other  fubjedt,  M.  Thiriot, 
will  come,  for  a few  days,  to  our  caftle  at  Cirey. 
Your  worfhip  will  then  be  perfedt  there,  and 
we  (hall  chant  hymns  dictated  by  the  heart. 

I am,  with  the  moft  profound  refpedt,  and 
that  tender  gratitude  which  daily  augments,  &c. 


LET- 


396 


POSTHUMOUS  WORKS, 


LETTER  LXV. 


From  M.  de  Voltaire \ 


SIR.. 


Cirey,  Auguft,  1738. 


royal  highnefs  reproaches  me,  ac- 


cording to  M.  Thiriot,  for  fuffering  my  occu- 
pations rather  than  illnefs  to  be  the  caufe  of  my 
filence.  But  I have  done  myfelf  the  honour 
to  write  by  M.  Plcetz,  and  M.  Thiriot,  and 
now  I write  a third  letter,  fo  that  your  royal 
highnefs  may  rather,  at  prefent,  complain  of  my 
importunity. 

This,  fir,  neither  relates  to  the  belles  lettres, 
poetry,  philofophy,  nor  hiftory,  but  is  an  addi- 
tional liberty  which  I venture  to  take  with  your 
royal  highnefs,  trefpafling  upon  your  indul- 
gence and  your  goodnefs. 

I have  had  the  honour  to  mention  a fmall 
principality  to  your  royal  highnefs,  (ituated  to- 
ward Liege  and  Juliers,  which  is  called  Bering- 
hen.  It  conftfts  of  Ham  and  Beringhen,  and 
appertains  to  the  marquis  de  Trichateau,  in  his 
mother’s  right,  who  was  of  the  houfe  of  Honf- 
bruk. 

There  are  fome  incumbrances  on  it,  and  ma- 
darhe  du  Chatelet,  who  has  full  powers  to  dif- 
pofe  of  it,  is  very  delirous  that  this  fmall  corner 
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of  land,  which  is  not  held  of  any  perfon  might 
be  found  fuitable  to  his  majefty,  the  king  your 
father.  Five  or  fix  hundred  thoufand  florins, 
which  may  be  the  worth  of  the  eftate,  make  but 
an  acceffary  circumftance  of  the  bufinefs ; the 
principal  will  be,  the  queen  of  Sheba  will  re- 
pair thither  to  behold  the  Solomon  of  Europe. 
Your  royal  highnefs  knows  1 fhall  be  of  the 
party,  and  the  country  of  Juliers  will  then  in- 
deed become  the  promifed  land  where  I fhall 
fee  Jalutare  meum . 

Perhaps  I know  not  what  I fay,  but  the  truth 
is  I have  fuppofed  that,  fliould  fuch  a propofal 
for  fale  be  convenient  to  the  interefts  of  his  ma- 
jefty, I fhall  not  then  have  committed  any  poli- 
tical treafon,  and  that  the  minifters  of  his  ma- 
jefty would  afford  no  oppofition,  fhould  your 
royal  highnefs  make  or  caufe  the  propofal  to  be 
made.  I intreat  your  royal  highnefs  firft  to  in- 
form yourfelf  relative  to  the  eftate,  and  its  rights 
and  privileges,  as  well  as  the  precife  diftriCt  in 
which  it  is  fituated,  with  which  I am  unac- 
quainted. 

I underftand  nothing  of  politics,  I only  per- 
fectly underftand  the  fentiments  of  zeal,  refpeCt, 
admiration,  and  I had  almoft  faid  the  tendernefs 
with  which  I am,  &c. 

The  marquis  and  marchionefs  du  Chatelet 
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arc  in  prefent  poffeffion  of  this  fmall  principalis 
ty,  which  has  been  adjudged  to  them  according 
to  a donation  made  to  them  by  the  marquis  de 
Trichateau  : but  they  do  not  receive  any  of  the 
rents,  which  are  left  untouched  to  pay  off  in- 
cumbrances. 

LETTER  LXVI. 

From  M.  de  Voltaire . 

BrufTels,  September  i ft,  173$. 

Her  yellow  wine  Hungaria  fends, 

To  cheer  the  princely  Frederick  friends  ; 

Duke  Aremberg  foon  granted  leave 
His  well-ftor’d  cellar  fnould  receive 
The  precious  balm ; the  friendly  boon, 

By  Voltaire  being  tailed,  foon 
Shall,  to  his  pulfe-forfaken  heart, 

Warm  renovating  life  impart ! 

The  fmiling  Emily  too  fhall  quaff 
Such  nedlar  as  the  gods  makes  laugh  ! 

What  drug,  that  pharmacy  can  yield, 

So  well  can  man  from  mifery  fhield? 

Good  dodlor  Superville,  adieu  1 
No  more  I need  your  draughts  or  you  j 
No  more  I’ll  take  your  naufeous  pills  ; 

I’ve  found  a cure  for  all  my  ills  : 

You  cannot  think  it  much  amifs 
That  Frederic  my  phyfician  is  ! 

No 


No  cuftom  will  you  have  of  mine — 

Sir,  he  prescribes  me  gen’rous  wine ! 

No  more  need  I my  guineas  give, 

I’ve  but  to  drink  your  health  and  live. 

M.  Schelling  has  informed  me,  fir,  fome  days 
fince,  of  the  fafe  landing  of  this  good  wine  in 
the  cellar  of  the  patron  of  that  liquor  ; and  the 
duke  d’Aremberg  will  give  us  the  godlike  tun 
on  his  return  from  Enguien.  But  the  letter  of 
your  royal  highnefs,  dated  June  the  26th,  and 
brought  us  by  the  aforefaid  M.  Schelling,  is 
worth  the  whole  difhridt  of  Tokay. 

Enchanting  prince,  fay  by  what  art, 

What  various  ways  thou  win’ft  the  heart! 

That  hand  which  fweeps  th’  Horatian  lyre 
Snatches  the  pen  in  virtuous  ire, 

And  flraight  thy  potent  words  difpel 
The  baneful  charms  of  Machiavel ! 

Yes,  wondrous  prince,  thee  Heav’n  defign’d 
T o teach  and  captivate  mankind. 

Ye  kings  ! whom  men  are  bade  revere. 

Look  up  and  learn  your  duties  here! 

Liften,  if  well  ye  wifh  to  reign — 

Alas  ! I call,  but  call  in  vain  ! 


Yet,  with  all  thofe  light  graces,  fo  charming- 
ly fcattered  through  your  letter,  M.  Schelling 
further  fwears  the  regiment  of  your  royal  high- 
nefs is  the  fineft  regiment  in  Pruffia,  and  con- 
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fequently  the  fined  in  the  world  ; for  omne  tulit 
funftum  is  your  motto. 

Your  royal  highnefs,  at  prefent,  returns  to 
vifit  your  northern  fubjeds,  and  will  add  an 
additional  glow  to  the  climate.  Nay,  I am  cer- 
tain, whenever  1 (hall  come  thither  (and  thi- 
ther I fhall  come,  without  doubt,  for  I (hall  not 
die  without  having  paid  obedience  to  my 
prince)  I fhall  find  the  heat  greater  at  Remuf- 
berg  than  at  Frefcati.  Philofophers  would  in 
vain  pretend  that  the  earth  has  approached  the 
fun.  They  form  foolifh  fy (terns ; I fhall  learn 
the  truth  from  experience. 

Your  royal  highnefs  has  informed  me  that  you 
found  it  neceffary  to  read  many  books  for  the 
compolition  of  your  Anti-Machiavel ; but  fo 
much  the  better  ; your  reading  will  not  be  la- 
bour in  vain.  Inferior  metals  will  be  tranf- 
muted  into  gold,  in  your  crucible.  There  are 
the  political  difcourfes  of  Gordon,  which  pre- 
cede his  tranilation  of  Tacitus,  and  which  are 
well  worthy  of  being  examined  by  a reader  like 
my  prince.  Y et  what  need  has  Hercules  of  aid 
to  flrangle  Antaeus,  or  to  exterminate  Cacus  ? 

I am  going  bard  to  work,  that  I may  finifh 
the  fmall  tribute  which  I have  promifed  my  on- 
ly mafler.  In  a fortnight  you  will  have  the  fe- 
cund ad  of  Mahomet : the  fit  ft  already  ought  to 

4 have 
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have  come  to  hand,  by  the  fame  conveyance* 
that  of  the  fieurs  Gerard  and  company. 

There  is  a new  edition  of  my  works  printing 
in  Holland  ; but  your  royal  highnefs  polfeffes 
many  of  them  which  the  bookfellers  have  never 
yet  printed.  I will  acknowledge  no  other 
Henriade  than  that  which  is  honoured  by  your 
name  and  your  favours.  It  certainly  was  not  I 
who  wrote  the  other  Henriades. 

I quit  the  company  of  my  prince  to  work  at 
Mahomet,  and  am,  8c c.  8c c. 


LETTER  LXVIL 

From  the  Prince  Royal . 

Remufbergj, 

MY  DEAR  FRIEND*  September  n,  173#. 

A JOURNEY  diffidently  long,  fuffici- 
ently  fatiguing,  abounding  with  incidents,  occu- 
pations, and  flill  more  with  diffipation,  has  pre- 
vented my  anfwering  your  letter  of  the  5th  of 
Auguft,  which  only  came  to  hand,  at  Berlin, 
on  the  3d  of  September. 

No  perfon  lefs  eloquent  than  yourfelf  fo  well 
could  have  defended  and  palliated  the  conduct 
of  your  miniftry  in  the  affair  of  Poland ; you 
vol.  vi,  D d will 
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will  render  a flgnal  fervice  to  your  country, 
fhould  you  be  able  to  convince  Europe  that  the 
intentions  of  France  were  always  conformable 
to  the  manifeftoof  the  year  1733.  You  cannot 
imagine  how  many  prejudices  are  entertained 
againft  Gallic  policy,  and  you  know  the  poten- 
cy of  prejudice.  I am  extremely  flattered  by 
the  approbation  which  you  and  the  marchionefs 
bellow  on  my  work,  which  will  encourage  me 
to  do  better. 

I will  now  anfwer  all  your  interrogations, 
charmed  that  you  have  dated  them,  and  ready 
to  produce  my  authorities.  What  I faid  con- 
cerning the  projedt  of  marfhal  Villars,  which 
the  French  miniftry  have  adopted,  is  no  joke, 
but  ferious  aflertion  ; and  is  fo  true,  that  infor- 
mation of  it  has  been  received  from  more  per- 
fens  than  one ; and  this  formidable  projedl  in- 
cites intrigues  among  feveral  powers.  A fuc- 
cefiion  of  years  only  will  lbew  us  all  the  fatal 
confequences  which  may  follow.  Either  I am 
much  deceived,  or  this  projedt  prepares  events, 
fuch  as  overturn  empires,  and  fuch  as  will 
..change  the  face  of  Europe. 

The  comparifon  you  have  made  between 
France  and  a prudent  and  wealthy  man,  fur- 
rounded  by  poor  and  prodigal  neighbours,  is  as 
happy  a one  as  can  be  imagined  ; it  forcibly 
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depicts  the  powers  of  the  French,  and  the  feeble- 
nefs  of  furrounding  provinces  ; (hews  the  rea- 
fon  of  the  difference,  and  permits  the  imagina- 
tion’to  penetrate  into  future  ages,  and  there  to 
behold  the  continual  increafe  of  the  French 
monarchy,  flowing  from  one  conftant  uniform 
principle ; a power  united  under  a defpotic 
chief,  and  which,  according  to  all  appearances, 
will  one  day  fwallow  up  its  neighbours. 

Thus  it  is  that  fhe  has  acquired  Lorraine, 
from  the  difunion  of  the  empire  and  the  weak- 
nefs  of  the  emperor.  Lorraine  has,  in  all  ages, 
been  fuppofed  a fief  of  the  empire  ; it  was  for- 
merly a part  of  the  circle  of  Burgundy,  which 
was  difmembered  from  the  empire  by  this  fame 
France.  The  dukes  ©f  Lorraine,  in  all  ages, 
had  a feat  in  the  diet.  They  have  always  paid 
their  Roman  months,  furnifhed  their  contingen- 
cies in  time  of  war,  and  fulfilled  all  the  duties  of 
princes  of  the  empire.  True  it  is  the  duke 
Charles  often  embraced  the  part  either  of  France 
or  Spain  ; but  he  was  notlefs  a member  of  the 
empire.  Thus  the  elector  of  Bavaria  command- 
ed the  armies  of  Louis  XIV.  againft  thofe  of 
the  emperor  and  his  allies. 

You  very  judicioufly  remark  that  the  men 
who  ought  to  be  the  moft  confident,  thofe  who 
govern  kingdoms,  and  who,  in  a word,  decide 
D d 1 ' on 
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on  the  happinefs  or  mifery  of  nations,  are 
fometimes  thofe  who  commit  the  moft  to 
chance.  The  reafon  is  thefe  kings,  princes, 
and  minifters,  like  private  perfons,  are  no 
more  than  men ; and  the  whole  difference  be- 
tween them  and  people  of  an  inferior  rank  con- 
fifts  in  the  importance  of  their  a&ions.  A 
fountain  which  throws  up  water  three  feet  high 
is  as  much  a fountain  as  another  which  throws 
the  water  a hundred  feet ; the  real  difference 
between  them  is  in  the  efficacious  power  of 
the  proje&ion.  A queen  of  England,  furround- 
ed  by  a female  court,  will  always  impart  fome- 
thing  to  her  government  which  fhall  partake 
of  her  fex ; I mean  to  fay  of  whim  and  ca- 
price. 

I believe  that  the  oaths  of  minifters  and  lo- 
vers are  nearly  of  equal  value.  M.  Torcy  may 
have  told  you  what  he  pleafed,  but  I fhall 
always  fufpedt  the  words  of  a man  who  is  accuf- 
tomed  to  give  them  different  interpretations. 
Such  men  are  a kind  of  prophets,  whodifcover 
a wonderful  affinity  between  what  they  have 
faid  and  what  they  meant  to  have  faid.  No- 
thing was  more  eafy  for  M.  Torcy  than  to  put 
words  into  the  mouth  of  Pontchartrain,  Louis 
XIV.  or  the  Dauphin ; he  did  but  affume  the 

office 


office  of  a good  dramatic  writer,  who  makes 
each  perfon  fpeak  in  chara&er. 

I confefs  I partook  of  the  prejudice,  which  is 
alrrioft  univerfal,  relative  to  the  Regent.  It  has 
been  loudly  affierted  he  very  confiderably  en- 
riched himfelf  by  ftockjobbing.  One  of  the 
clerks  of  law,  who  at  that  time  retired  to  Berlin, 
has  even  allured  the  king  that  he  had  received 
a commiffion  from  the  Regent  to  tranfmit  very 
confiderable  fums  that  were  to  be  placed  in  the 
bank  of  Amflerdam.  I am  glad  to  find  this 
was  calumny.  I intereft  myfelf  in  ‘the  memory 
of  the  Regent  as  of  a man  endowed  with  fuperior 
genius,  and  who,  after  having  acknowledged  thp 
wrong  he  did  the  nation,  loaded  it  with  favours. 
I am  certain  to  think  juftly  when  I agree  with 
you.  This  is  a touchftone  on  which  I can  al- 
ways try  the  value  of  my  thoughts.  Humani- 
ty, that  moft  commendable  virtue,  and  which 
includes  all  the  others,  ought,  according  to  me, 
to  be  the  inheritance  of  every  rational  man ; 
and,  though  it  were  extinct  in  the  world  befide, 
ftill  it  fhould  live  immortal  in  the  hearts  of 
princes. 

Your  ideas  are  too  much  to  my  advantage. 
The  politician  Voltaire  withes  me  the  imperial 
crown;  the  philofopher  Voltaire  intreats  Heaven 
would  deign  to  give  me  wifdom  ; and  Voltaire, 
D d 3 my 
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my  friend,  can  wifh  me  nothing  except  his 
company  which  can  render  me  happy.  No, 
my  dear  friend,  I have  no  defire  for  grandeur  ; 
and  if  grandeur  fhould  come  it  will  come  un- 
Tought  for. 

The  projected  journey  is,  to  my  regret,  a 
little  too  late,  and  perhaps  will,  to  my  misfor- 
tune, never  take  place,  though  it  would  have 
given  me  fupreme  happinefs.  Had  I feen  you 
and  the  marchionefs,  I fhould  have  imagined  I 
had  profited  more  by  the  expedition  than  Clai- 
raut,  Maupertuis,  La  Condamine,  and  all  your 
academicians  who  have  failed  fo  far  in  order  to 
find  a line.  Men  of  wit,  in  my  opinion,  are  the 
quinteffence  of  the  human  fpecies ; and  I fhould, 
at  a fingle  glance,  have  feen  the  fined:  flower  of 
the  wreath.  I might  accufe  your  imagination 
and  that  of  the  divine  Emily  of  indolence  in 
not  having  formed  fuch  a project  looner.  It  is 
now  too  late,  and  I can  fee  but  one  remedy, 
which  remedy  is  not  very  diftant ; I allude  to 
the  death  of  the  eledtor  palatine,  of  which  I will 
give  you  timely  notice.  Would  to  Heaven  you 
and  the  marchionefs  could  come  to  that  eftate, 
where  I might  then  moft  afiuredly  enjoy  a hap- 
pinefs fo  dear  and  delicious  ! 

I am  enraged  againfi:  your  nation,  and  the 
chiefs  of  your  nation,  for  not  reprefling  the  cruel 
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fury  of  your  perfecutors.  When  the  venom  of 
envy  withers  your  laurel,  the  laurel  of  France 
withers  at  the  fame  moment ; and  to  fuffer  this 
with ’impunity  is  cowardice.  I cannot  forbear 
exclaiming  againfl  it,  nor  can  your  generality 
afford  any  real  excufe  1 

I am  highly  obliged  to  the  marchionefs  for 
her  differtation  on  fire,  which  fne  means  to  fend 
me.  I will  read  it  for  my  own  inflrudiion ; and 
fhould  I exprefs  any  trifling  doubts,  it  will  only 
be  that  I may  the  better  find  the  road  of  truth. 
Be  kind  epough  to  offer  a thoufand  affurances 
of  efteem  to  her  in  my  behalf. 

Inclofed  is  a piece  newly  finiChed,  the  firft 
.fruits  of  my  retreat,  and  which  I offer  to  you  as 
the  pagans  offered  their  firft-fruits  to  their  deities. 
I requefl  in  return  fincerity,  truth  and  frank- 
nefs.  I think  myfelf  happy  to  poffefs  a friend 
of  your  merit.  Let  me  intreat  you  ever  to  re- 
main my  friend,  and  to  be  only  the  friend  ; for 
this  cha rafter  will  render  you  ftill  more  amiable, 
if  poffible,  in  my  eyes. 

I am. 

With  all  imaginable  efteem,  &c« 

* The  Bafil  edition  adds — “ Forgive  them,  Lord ; they 
know  not  what  they  do.”  T. 


D d 4 


LET- 


408  posthumous  works, 

LETTER  LXVIIL 

From  the  Prhice  Royal . 

Remufberg, 

MY  DEAR  FRIEND,  September  14, 17380 

I HAVE  this  moment  received  your  let- 
ter, of  the  8th  Auguft,  which,  unfortunately, 
arrived  too  late.  We  have  been  returned  from 
the  country  of  Cleves  above  a fortnight,  which 
entirely  impedes  the  execution  of  your  projedt, 
I have  every  obligation  to  your  friendfhip,  and 
the  kind  attentions  of  the  marchionefs.  No- 
thing, certainly,  can  be  more  flattering  than 
the  plan  of  the  divine  Emily.  I,  however,  be- 
lieve that,  notwithstanding  * the  advantage  of 
acquifition,  and  the  purchafe  of  a lordfhip,  I 
fliould  not  have  enjoyed  the  ineffable  happinefs 
of  feeing  you  both.  Some  learned  dull  coun- 
fell or  would  have  been  fent  to  Ham,  who  would 
moft  methodically,  and  moft  fcrupuloufly,  have 
drawn  up  the  conditions  of  fale ; would  have 
wearied  you  magnificently,  and,  after  having 
gone  through  all  requifite  formalities,  would 
have  figned  the  deed  with  a fcientific  flourifh. 

* The  Berlin  edition  reads — 'without  the  advantage,  &c.— 
This  mull;  be  erroneous,  T. 
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On  his  return,  I fhould  have  had  the  barren  ad- 
vantage of  interrogating  him  concerning  all  he 
had  heard  and  feen  ; and,  Mr.  Counfellor,  in- 
ftead  of  fpeaking  to  me  of  Voltaire  and  Emily, 
would  have  entertained  me  with  acres  of  land, 
manor  rights  and  privileges,  and  with  all  the 
jargon  of  the  fecretaries  of  Plutus. 

I imagine  if  the  marchionefs  will  wait  till  the 
death  of  the  eledtor  palatine,  whofe  age  and 
health  threaten  diiTolution,  fhe  may  then  difpofe 
of  this  eftate  with  more  facility.  I have  fome 
fuppofition,  though  I know  not  very  well  why, 
that  the  difpute  concerning  fucceffion  will  re- 
vive next  fpring.  Our  march  into  the  country 
of  Juliers  and  Berg  will  then  be  an  infallible 
confequence.  Should  this  happen,  might  not 
the  marchionefs  repair  to  her  lordlhip,  which  is 
in  the  neighbourhood  of  thefe  duchies ; and 
might  not  the  worthy  Voltaire  make  a fhort  ex- 
curlion,  as  far  as  the  Prufiian  camp  ? I would 
prepare  every  thing  for  your  convenience:  you 
(hould  have  a good  houfe  in  the  village  nearefl: 
to  the  camp,  where  I fhould  be  near  to  viht 
you,  or  from  which  you  might  come  to  my  tent, 
in  a fliort  time,  according  as  your  health  fhould 
permit.  Let  me  intreat  you  to  refledf  on  this, 
and  to  tell,  me  frankly  what  you  can  effedt  ii\ 
my  favour.  Do  not,  however,  venture  any 

thing 
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thing  which  may  caufe  you  the  leaft  chagrin  on 
the  part  of  your  court.  1 would  not  pay  the 
price  of  making  you  unhappy,  in  order  to  fe- 
cure  my  own  felicity.  The  marchionefs,  from 
whom  I have  juft  received  a letter,  tells  me  that 
ihe  depends  on  my  difcretion  with  refpedl  to 
all  the  manufcript  pieces  which  your  friendfhip 
has  bellowed  on  me.  I hope  you  do  not  enter- 
tain the  lead  inquietude  on  this  head.  You 
know  what  1 have  promifed  you  ; not  to  men- 
tion that  indifcretion  is  not  one  of  my  defeats. 
When  I receive  any  new  works  from  you,  I 
read  them  in  the  prefence  of  Kayferling  and 
Jordan ; after  which  I confide  them  to  memo- 
ry, and  retain  them  like  the  words  of  Mofes, 
with  which  the  kings  of  Ifrael  were  obliged  to 
make  themfelves  familiar.  They  are  then 
fhut  up  in  the  back  cabinet  of  my  archives, 
from  which  1 never  take  them,  except  to  read 
them  alone. 

Your  letters  are  treated  the  fame ; and,  though, 
our  correfpondence  is  fufpedted,  no  perfon  is 
poiitively  certain  of  the  fadl.  Nor  do  my  pre- 
cautions end  here.  I have  guarded  againft  ac- 
cidents, and  my  fervants  have  orders  to  burn  t 
certain  packet,  fliould  I fall  into  any  extreme 
danger.  My  life  has  been  one  chain  of  vexa- 
tion, and  the  fchool  of  adverfity  renders  men 
y circumfped. 
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cirGumfpeft,  difcreet,  and  compadionate.  They 
are  attentive  to  their  (mailed  aftions  when  they 
reded  on  the  confequences  that  may  follow,  and 
are  very  willing  to  fpare  others  the  afdidion 
they  have  felt. 

If  your  labours  and  your  adiduity  prevent 
you  from  writing  to  me,  far  from  blaming,  I 
am  but  the  more  obliged  to  you.  You  labour 
for  my  happinefs  ; and,  when  illnefs  interrupts 
our  correfpondence,  I accufe  fate,  and  fuffer  in 
company  with  you. 

The  philofophic  ode  I have  received  is  per- 
fed  ; the  thoughts  are  radically  true,  which  is 
the  principal  circumdance  ; they  poffefs  that 
air  of  novelty  which  drikes,  and  are  drefled  in 
that  poetic  dyle  which  fo  agreeably  flatters  the 
ear.  Wit  is  there  refplendent,  and  my  applaufe 
is  due  to  this  excellent  ode  ; npr  is  dattery  ne^ 
ceffary,  but  truth  only,  in  bedowing  this  ap- 
plaufe. The  danza  which  begins- — 'Tandis  que 
des  humcdns — is  infinitely  comprehend ve.  At 
Paris  it  would  form  the  fubjed  of  a comedy; 
at  London,  Pope  would  turn  it  into  an  epic 
poem  ; and,  in  Germany,  my  good  countrymen 
would  find  fudicient  materials  from  which  to 
hammer  out  a well- conditioned  folio  of  ample 
fize.  I edeem  you  equally,  my  dear  Proteus, 
whether  you  appear  in  the  character  of  philofo- 
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pher,  politician,  hiftorian,  or  poet,  or  in  what 
ever  other  form  it  fliall  pleafe  you  to  affurae. 
The  ftrength  of  your  mind  in  fubje&s  fo  op- 
pofite  appears  equal : it  is  a diamond  which  re- 
flects rays  of  every  colour,  all  of  which  alike 
are  dazzling. 

I more  than  ever  recommend  to  you  the  care 
of  your  health,  great  attention  to  diet,  and  few 
philofophic  experiments.  Let  me  hear  from 
you,  at  leaft,  though  you  fhould  not  be  able  to 
write  yourfelf.  I proteft  you  are  the  very  op- 
polite  of  indifferent  to  me ; 1 feem  to  have  a 
kind  of  mortgage  upon  you,  which  confifts  in  the 
efte.em  I bear  you.  I muft  hear  of  my  property, 
and  when  I do  not  my  fertile  fancy  conjures  up 
monflers  and  phantoms  for  me  to  combat. 
Remain  ever  perfuaded  of  the  fentiments  with 
which  I am,  &c. 


LETTER  LXIX. 

From  the  Prince  Royal . 

Remufberg,  September  30,  1738. 

W HAT!  On  the  black  Cocytian  fhore. 

Where  others  their  hard  fate  deplore. 

Thy  voice  melodious  canft  thou  raife, 

And  though  expiring  fing  my  praife  ! 
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The  houfe  of  harmony  canft  thou 
Make  that  which  is  the  houfe  of  woe ! 

Divine  Voltaire  ! Though  ill,  thy  mufe 

Ten  thcufand  rival  bards  fubdues ; 

Alike  the  poet  and  the  fage. 

Of  ev’ry  mod  renowned  age. 

However  witty,  wife,  or  vaft. 

Thy  vig’rous  genius  hath  furpafs’d  ! 

Profound  in  knowledge,  thou  wert  born 
The  world  t’  enlighten  and  adorn. 

To  free  and  form  a flupid  race, 

Whom  zeal  and  ignorance  debafe. 

May  that  humanity  which  guides 
Thy  pen,  and  o’er  thy  works  prefides. 

Conquer  mankind ; till  reafon  builds  a throne 
Where  thou  {halt  reign,  with  honours  all  thy  own. 

Do  not,  at  lead,  fuppofe  that  I write  in  verfe 
purpofely  to  enter  the  lifts  with  you.  I hammer- 
ing anfwer  in  a language  which  Voltaire  and  the 
Gods  only  are  allowed  to  fpeak.  You  daily  in- 
creafe  my  apprehenfions,  concerning  the  pre- 
carious ftate  of  your  health.  Since  fate,  which 
governs  the  world,  was  unable  to  unite  all  the 
powers  of  mind  which  you  poflefs  with  a rob u ft 
and  healthy  body,  how  can  it  be  expefted  that 
we  poor  mortal  governors  fhould  not  commit 
errors  ? 

I have  received  the  epiftle  on  Moderation  * 
from  Paris,  with  corrections  and  additions. 


* Epitre  fur  la  moderation. 


Among 
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Among  other  pafiages^he  allegoric  defcriptioii 
of  Cirey  gave  me  great  pleafure.  The  piece  is 
much  improved,  and  I will  own  that  the  phyfician 
who  came,  fat  down-,  and  fell  afleep,  did  not 
fatisfy  me.  Is  ther£  not  fomething  trifling  in 
the  dog  that  dies  while  licking  his  matter’s 
hand ; fomething  beneath  the  beauties  which  in 
other  refpe&s  abound  fo  much  in  this  epiftle  ? 
I tell  you  my  opinion  lefs  as  a critic  than  from  a 
defire  to* form  my  tafle.  Have  the  goodnefs 
to  anfwer  and  inform  me  of  your  fentiments. 

If  I may  judge  from  the'  corredlions  made  in 
Merope,  it  muft  be  a finifhed  piece.  I have  had 
no  greater  part  in  them  than  that  which  the 
people  of  Athens  had  in  the  works  of  Phidias, 
and  the  old  woman  of  Moliere  in  his  comedies. 
I divine  the  paffages  which  you  would  correct, 
and  you  have  not  only  retouched  them  but  have 
effaced  other  faults,  which  I was  unable  to  dif- 
cover.  I am  infinitely  obliged  to  you  for  your 
intention  to  infert  my  name  at  the  head  of  this 
fine  tragedy.  My  fate  will  referable  that  of 
Atticus,  who  was  immortalized  by  the  letters 
which  were  addrelfed  to  him  by  Cicero. 

Thiriot  has  fent  me  the  London  edition  of  the 
Newtonian  philofophy ; I have  run  it  through,, 
but  I will  read  it  again,  with  greater  attention. 
According  to  the  manner  in  which  you  explain 

the 
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the  trade  of  the  Dutch  bookfellers,  it  is  by  no 
means  aftoni fining  that.  s’Gravefande  (hould  rife 
in  arms  againft  your  tranflatiom 

Does  it  not  appear  to  you  that  there  is  a-s  much 
incertitude  in  phyiics  as  in  metaphyiics  ? I behold 
myfelf  every  where  lurrounded  by  doubt,  and, 
when  I think  I have  gralped  truth,  I examine 
it,  and  acknowledge  how  unfubftantiai  was  the 
ground  on  which  I formed  my  judgment.  Nor, 
with  your  leave,  are  mathematical  truths  exempt 
from  doubt ; and,  when  the  pro  and  con  of  pro- 
portions are  well  examined,  we  hnd  equal  in- 
certitude in  determining.  In  a word,  I believe 
there  are  but  very  few  evident  truths. 

Thefe  considerations  induced  me  to  write 
down  my  opinions  on  error,  which  1 have  done 
in  the  form  of  a dialogue.  My  end  was  to 
(hew  that  difference  of  opinion,,  among  mankind, 
whether  in  philofophy  or  religion,  ought  never 
to  interrupt  the  ties  of  friendfhip  and  humanity 
fubfifting  between  them.  It  was  neceffary  I 
(hould  prove  the  innocence  of  error,  and  this  I 
did.  I have  done  more;  I have  (hewn  that  error 
which  originates  in  the  fearch  after  truth,  fb  long 
as  it  is  not  feen  to  be  error,  is  praife  worthy.  You 
will  determine  better  than  I,  when  you  have 
read  it ; and  for  this  purpofe  1 fu bruit  it  to  your 
criticifm. 


I believe 
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I believe  it  would  not  be  proper,  at  prefent,  to 
attempt  any  thing  concerning  the  bufinefs  of 
Beringhen.  We  are  here  in  daily  expe&ation  of 
new  events,  and  you  will  eafily  comprehend  that 
men  who  ferioufly  prepare  for  war  allot  but  little 
time  to  other  affairs.  It  is  my  opinion,  there- 
fore, that  we  muft  wait  till  the  fkain  is  unravelled, 
which  foon  muft  happen,  the  fituation  of  affairs 
confidered  ; and,  when  we  fball  be  in  poffeflion 
of  thefe  duchies,  it  will  be  much  more  natural 
for  us  to  endeavour  to  connect  and  make  fuch 
acquifitions  as  that  of  the  lordfhip  of  Beringhen. 
My  projects  then  may  take  place,  becaufe  the 
king,  finding  himfelf  in  his  own  country,  may 
go  in  perfon  to  examine  whether  the  acquifition 
be  fuitable.'  I refer  in  other  refpefls  to  my  laft 
letter,  in  which  I have  circumftantially  related 
the  extent  of  my  hopes,  and  the  manner  in 
which  I flatter  myfelf  with  obtaining  a fight 
of  you. 

Thiriot  fhould  now  be  at  Cirey.  And  am  I 
the  only  perfon  that  am  for  ever  to  be  baniftied 
the  place  ? My  curiofity  is  very  great  to  know 
how  you  have  anfwered  madaine  de  Brand. 
All  I am  informed  of  is  that  there  are  fome 
verfes  in  your  anfwer;  let  me  beg  of  you  to  be 
communicative. 

The  marchionefs  (hall  have  as  many  pens  as 

it 
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it  Hull  pleafe  her  to  break*,  and  it  (hall  be  my 
province  to  provide  a fupply.  I have  already 
written  to  Pruffia  for  this  purpofe,  and  for  other 
things  which  were  omitted  when  the  ink-ftand 
was  fent.  Allure  this  fingular  marchionefs  of 
my  attention  and  my  efteem. 

I am  ever,  and  more  than  you  can  imagine* 
&c. 


LETTER  LXX* 

From  the  Prince  Royal. 

MY  DEAR  FRIEND,  Remiifberg, 

November  9,  17380 

I HAVE  juft  received  a letter  and  verfes 
fuch  as  you  only  are  capable  of  writing ; but  if 
I have  the  advantage  of  thus  receiving  letters 
and  verfes,  fuperior  in  beauty  to  every  thing 
which  has  ever  appeared,  I am  alfo  in  the  di- 
lemma of  not  knowing  how  to  anfwer.  You 
fend  me  gold  from  your  Potofi,  and  I have  only 
lead  to  return.  After  having  read  the  charming 
lines  which  you  have  addrelfed  to  me,  I more 

* The  marchionefs  had  broken  an  amber  pen  which  had 
been  fent  her. 
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than  once  hefitated  concerning  fending  you  the 
epiftle  on  humanity,  which  you  will  receive  with 
this  letter.  But,  at  length,  I faid,  homage  muft 
be  paid  at  Cirey,  and  it  is  necelfary  to  fend 
thither  in  fearch  of  inftru&ion  and  fage  reproof. 
Thefe  motives,  I hope,  will  induce  you  to  ac- 
cept the  bad  verfes  I return  you,  and  grant  them 
your  protection. 

Thiriot  has  juft  remitted  me  the  work  of  the 
marchionefs,  on  fire.  I can  truly  affirm  I was 
aftonifhed  while  I read  ! No  one  could  imagine 
fuch  a work  had  been  written  by  a woman. 
The  ftyle  is  mafculine,  and  entirely  fuitable  to 
the  fubjedt.  You  are  both  very  admirable  and 
fingular  people  of  your  kind,  and  daily  increafe 
the  admiration  of  tnofe  to  whom  you  are  known. 
I often  have  ideas  on  this  fubjedt  which  your 
modefty  obliges  me  to  conceal.  The  pagans 
have  deified  perfons  who  certainly  were  far  in- 
ferior to  you  both.  Had  you  lived  in  thofe 
ages  you  would  have  been  the  firft  of  the  Olym- 
pian gods. 

Nothing  more  ftrongly  marks  the  difference 
of  manners,  between  the  prefent  and  thofe- 
ancient  times,  than  a comparifon  of  the  mode 
in  which  antiquity  treated  great  men,  with  the 
mode  in  which  they  are  treated  in  this  age. 
Magnanimity,  grandeur  of  mind,  and  fortitude, 

.7  __  are 


I 


correspondence.  419 

are  held  to  be  chimerical  virtues.  I hear  people 
exclaim — <c  Plhavv  ! You  pretend  to  ad  the 
46  Roman  when  it  is  no  longerthe  fafhion  ; the 
*c  p’refent  age  treats  fuch  affedation  with  con- 
se  tempt.' ” — So  much  the  worfe ; the  Romans 
who  pretended  to  virtue  were  great  men  ; and  why 
not  imitate  them  in  what  was  praife-worthy  ? 

Greece  was  fo  proud  of  having  produced 
Homer  that  more  than  ten  cities  difputed  the 
honour  of  his  birth  ; yet  the  Homer  of  France, 
and  the  mod  refpedable  man  of  the  whole 
nation,  is  expofed  to  the  fhafts  of  envy. 

Virgil,  in  defpite  of  the  verfes  which  fome  ob~ 
feure  rhymers  wrote,  peaceably  enjoyed  the  pro- 
tedion  of  Auguftus  and  Maecenas ; like  as 
Roileau,  Racine,  and  Corneille,  did  that  of  Louis 
the  Great.  You  are  deprived  of  thefe  advan- 
tages ; and,  to  own  the  truth,  I do  not  believe 
your  fame  v/ill  be  any  fufferer  by  the  lofs.  The 
applaufe  of  a fage,  of  an  Emily,  mud,  to  any  man 
of  found  fenfe,  be  preferable  to  that  of  the  throne. 
Your  mind  is  not  enflavedy  nor  is  your  mufe  en- 
chained to  the  chariot  wheels  of  the  great ; you 
are  of  'higher  worth,  which  is  an  irrevocable 
teftimony  of  your  f ncerity  ; for  it  is  well  known 
that  fuch  worth  has,  in  all  ages,'  been  found  in- 
compatible with  the  mean  flattery  which  prevails 
in  courts. 
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The  hiftory  of  Louis  XIV.  which  I have  juft 
read,  once  more  feels  the  good  effects  of  your 
abode  at  Cirey.  The  work  is  excellent,  nor 
does  the  world  afford  fuch  another ; I earneft- 
Jy  requeft  you  to  let  me  have  the  continuation  ; 
but,  as  a friend,  I advife  you  not  to  fend  it  to 
prefs.  The  defendants  of  all  thofe  of  whom 
you  have  fpoken  the  truth  will  league  againft 
you.  Some  will  affirm  you  have  faid  too  much; 
and  others  that  you  have  not  been  fufficiently 
copious  on  the  virtues  of  their  anceftors.  The 
priefts,  that  implacable  race,  will  never  pardon 
the  little  traits  by  which  they  are  occasionally 
attacked.  I dare  even  venture  to  affirm  that 
this  hiftory,  written  with  truth,  and  in  a philo- 
fophic  fpirit,  ought  never  to  depart  from  the 
circle  of  philofophers  : it  is  not  adapted  to 
people  who  do  not  know  how  to  think. 

Your  two  letters  have  produced  very  different 
cffedls  on  the  perfons  to  whom  they  were  ad- 
dreffed.  Cefario,  who  had  the  gout,  loft  his 
difeale  with  joy  ; and  Jordan,  who  was  in  good 
health,  was  in  danger  of  an  apoplectic  fit.  Of 
fuch  very  different  effects  may  the  fame  caufe 
be  productive.  They  muft  explain  their  feel- 
ings themfelves ; they  will  perform  the  talk 
much  better  than  I can. 

Remufberg  only  wants  a Voltaire  to  be  per- 
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fecflly  happy.  Notwithftanding  your  abfence, 
your  image  is,  if  I may  fo  fay,  innate  in  our 
hearts ; you  are  ever  prefent  with  us,  your  por- 
trait hangs  in  my  library,  above  the  cafe  which 
contains  your  golden  fleece ; it  is  placed  im- 
mediately over  your  works,  and  oppofite  where 
I fit,  fo  that  I have  it  always  before  me.  I had 
almoft  faid  this  portrait  refembles  the  ftatue  of 
Memnon,  which  yielded  a harmonious  found 
when  flruck  by  the  rays  of  the  fun;  and  after 
the  fame  manner  your  portrait  animates  thofe 
who  look  on  it.  To  me  it  feems  to  fay, 

0 vous  done  qui  brulant  d'une  ardeur  psrllleufe — * 

Remember  always,  I befeech  you,  the  little 
flock  of  Remufberg,  and  fo  remember  as  to  ad- 
drefs  your  paftoral  letters  to  this  flock.  Thefe 
are  neceflary  fources  of  confolation  during  your 
abfence ; you  owe  them  to  your  friends,  at  the 
head  of  whom  I hope  you  will  place  me ; for  no 
one  can  be  more  ardently  your  friend  than  I 
am,  and  fliall  ever  remain,  &c. 

* Qh  ye  who  burn  with  ardour  perilous-— 

Boileav* 
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LETTER  LXXL 


From  M.  de  Voltaire. 


SIR, 


O&ober,  173& 


royal  highnefs  will  pardon  a poor 


invalid,  who  is  enriched  by  your  benefactions, 
if  he  feem  too  tardy  in  paying  the  tribute  of 
gratitude. 

What  you  have  written  on  the  fubjedfc  of  hu- 
manity indubitably  fecures  you  the  fufFrage  and 
elteem  of  njadame  du  Chatelet,  and  forces  my 
admiration,  had  I not  been  previoufly  difpofed 
to  admire.  Not  only  will  Cirey  thank  your 
royal  highnefs,  there  is  not  a perfon  on  earth 
who  will  not  be  indebted  to  you.  If  nothing 
but  the  title  of  the  work  were  known,  that 
would  be  fufHcient  to  render  you  the  mafter  of 
all  hearts.  A prince  who  thinks  of  men,  and 
who  delights  in  rendering  them  happy  !.  It  will 
be  alked  in  what  romance  fuch  a prince  exifls, 
whether  his  name  be  Alcimedon  or  Almanfor, 
and  whether  he  be  the  fon  of  a fairy,  or  of  fome 
genius  ? No,  good  people  ! Our  prince  is  a real 
being ; him  whom  Heaven  has  bellowed  on 
.earth ; whofe  name  is  Frederic,  and  whofe  ufual 
abode  is  in  folitude  at  Remufberg. — But  why 
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inform  you  of  this  ? Misname,  his  virtues,  his 
undemanding,  his  talents,  are  already  known  to 
the  whole  world  ! Had  the  world  but  feen  what 
he  has  written  on  humanity,  the  world  would 
fend  deputies  to  return  him  thanks.  But  fuch 
good  fortune  is  referved  for  Cirey,  where  thefe. 
favours  are  kept  fecret.  Thofe  who  formerly 
undertook  to  confuit  the  demi  gods  boafted  of 
the  oracles  they  received  ; we  receive  oracles, 
but  we  do  not  boaft. 

There  is  a fecret  fympathy,  fir,  which  fubjeds 
my  foul  to  your  royal  highnefs ; a fomething 
more  powerful  than  pre-eftabliflied  harmony. 

I was  myfelf  projeding  an  epiflle  on  humanity, 
when  I received  that  of  your  royal  highnefs; 
and  here  I find  my  talk  completed.  Antiquity 
tells  us  of  people  who  had  a genius  which  af- 
forded them  aid  in  their  great  enterprifes;  my 
genius  is  at  Remufberg. — Who  indeed  fhould 
by  right  fpeak  of  humanity  ; who  but  you, 
great  prince,  whofe  heart  is  generous  and  af- 
fedionate : you,  fir,  who  have  deigned  to  con- 
fuit phyficians  in  behalf  of  one  of  your  fick  fe-r- 
vants,  who  dwells  near  three  hundred  leagues 
from  your  prefence  ? All !— In  defpite  of  thefe 
three  hundred  leagues,  I feel  my  heart  mod 
nearly  allied  to  that  of  your  royal  highnefs. 

I even  flatter  myfelf,  with  fome  appearance 
E e 4 • of 
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of  reality,  that  this  vaft  fpace  will  foon  difap- 
pear.  Let  the  elector  palatine  die,  if  fo  he 
(hall  pleafe ; but,  whether  or  no,  the  confines 
of  Cleves  and  Juliers  will  behold  madame  du 
Chatelet  at  the  approaching  fpring.  We  will 
take  proper  meafures  to  be  near  your  flates.  I 
well  know  that  in  fuch  affairs  we  can  anfwer 
for  nothing ; but  the  hope  of  paying  our  court 
to  your  royal  highnefs,  of  beholding  him  whom 
we  admire,  and  whom  we  at  a diftance  love, 
will  remove  many  difficulties.  1 imagine  your 
royal  highnefs  will  grant  paffports  to  madame 
du  Chatelet ; but  who  will  flop  her  when  they 
fhall  be  informed  fhe  comes  thither  to  fee  your 
royal  highnefs  ? And  who  will  dare  to  do  me 
ill,  when  I fhall  ftretch  my  hand  holding  out 
the  epiftle  on  humanity  ? 

How  highly  am  I delighted  that  your  royal 
highnefs  was  pleafed  with  the  effay  on  fire,  by 
the  marchionefs  du  Chatelet,  the  compofition  of 
which  fhe  made  her  amufement,  and  which,  in 
reality,  is  rather  a finifhed  work  than  an  effay  ! 
Were  it  not  for  the  curfl  vortexes  of  Defcartes, 
which  ftill  whirl  in  the  old  heads  of  the  acade- 
my, madame  du  Chatelet  would  certainly  have 
obtained  the  prize;  which  adt  of  juftice  would 
have  done  honour  to  her  fex  and  her  judges. 
But  prejudice  reigns  every  where  abfolute. 

Newton 
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Newton  has  in  vain  difcovered  the  fec'rets  of  light. 
There  are  old  romantic  philofophers  who  perfift 
to  maintain  the  chimeras  of  Mallebranche.  The 
academy  will  one  day  blufh  at  their  tardinefs  to 
fee  the  truth ; and  it  will  remain  on  record  that  a 
young  lady  dared  to  embrace  found  philofophy, 
when  moft  of  her  judges  feebly  ftudied  it  only 
to  afford  obftinate  oppofition. 

M.  de  Maupertuis,  a man  who  dares  to  love 
and  fpeak  truth,  though  perfecuted,  has  boldly, 
though  fecretly,  affirmed  that  the  French  dif- 
courfes  which  gained  the  prizes  were  pitiable. 
His  fuffrage,  added  to  that  of  Remufberg,  are 
the  higheft  reward  that  can  be  beftowed. 

Madame  du  Chatelet  will  think  herfelf  ex- 
ceedingly flattered,  lhould  your  royal  highnefs 
permit  M.  Jordan  to  read  the  effay  with  which 
you  have  been  pleafed.  She  with  good  reafon 
efteems  the  man  whom  you  efleem. 

I am,  &c. 


LET- 
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LETTER  LXXII. 

From  the  Prince  Royal . 

MY  BEAR  FRIEND,  Remulber g, 

November  22,  173S  *e 

It  mud  be  owned  you  are  an  admirable 
debtor,  your  payments  are  never  long  in  arrear, 
and  all  barter  with  you  is  highly  advantageous. 
I am  under  infinite  obligations  to  you,  for  your 
epiftle  on  pleafure.  This  fyftem  of  theology 
appears  to  me  highly  worthy  of  the  Deity,  and 
perfe&ly  accords  with  my  manner  of  thinking, 
What  do  I not  owe  you  for  that  admirable 
work  ? 

The  gods,  by  Homer  Tung,  rvere  bony,  (Prong, 

Robuft,  puiffant : — Him  that  thunders  from 
The  pulpit  is  of  tyranny  the  type  : 

But  thine,  Voltaire,  is  fweet  and  gentle  pleafure  ; 

And  thine’s  the  true  ; — yes,  pleafure  is  the  God 
Of  minds  beneficent,  and  glowing  hearts. 

They  cannot  better  underfland  the  difference 
of  genius  than  by  examining  the  manner  in 
which  different  perfons  exprefs  the  fame 
thoughts.  The  countefs  de  Platen,  of  whom 
you  muff  have  heard  fpeak  in  England,  in  or- 

* Bated  December  ift,  1738,  in  the  Berlin  edition. 
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der  to  avoid  uttering  the  word  eunuch,  para- 
phrafed  it  by  faying  a brilliant  man . Her  idea 
was  taken  from  a brilliant  cut  diamond.  This 
mode  of  expreflion  was  very  charadteriftic  of 
woman ; I mean  to  fay  of  a mind  inviola- 
bly attached  to  ornaments  and  trifles.  The 
man  of  genius,  the  great  poet,  is  manifefted  in 
a very  different  manner,  by  the  following  beau- 
tiful paraphrafe. 

He  'whom feel  hath  rolled  of  the fcurccs  cf  life « 

Not  to  mention  that  there  is  fotnething  flak- 
ing in  the  thought  itfelf  of  a God  attended  by 
eunuchs,  it  marvelloufly  exprefles  the  idea  of 
the  poet.  This  manner  of  touching,  with  mo* 
defty  and  perfpicuity,  on  fo  delicate  a fubjecl  as 
that  of  mutilation  * highly  contributes  to  the 
pleafure  of  the  reader. 

It  is  not  becaufe  this  piece  is  addrefled  to 
me ; it  is  not  becaufe  you  have  been  pleafed 
to  fpeak  well  of  me;  bur  it  is  from  its  own  in- 
trinfic  worth  that  I yield  it  full  and  clue  praife. 
I much  fufpedt  that  the  God  of  the  fchools  woul  d 
gain  little  by  pafling  through  your  hands.  Do 
not  imagine,  I intreat  you,  that  I carry  my  fcep- 

* The  Berlin  edition  reads  circumcifion , but  again,  beyond 
doubt,  erroneoufiy. 
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ticifm  to  excefs.  There  are  fome  truths  fo  well 
proved  that  my  reafon  does  not  admit  of  doubt. 
I believe,  for  example,  that  there  is  but  one 
God,  and  one  Voltaire,  in  the  world ; and  I 
further  believe  that  this  God,  in  this  prefent 
age,  flood  in  need  of  this  Voltaire  to  render  it 
agreeable. 

You  have  wafhed,  cleaned,  and  retouched  an 
old  picture  by  Raphael,  the  traits  of  which  had 
been  rendered  obfcure  by  the  varnifh  of  fome 
ignorant  dauber.  The  principal  end  I propofed 
in  my  difTertation  on  error  was  the  proof  of 
its  innocence.  I have  not  dared  to  be  explicit 
on  the  fubjedt  of  religion,  for  which  reafon  I 
preferred  a philofophic  theme.  I,  neverthclefs, 
refpedt  Copernicus,  Defcartes,  Leibnitz,  and 
Newton ; but  I am  not  fufficiently  old  to  be 
the  partifan  of  either.  A youth,  between  twen- 
ty and  thirty,  fhould  rather  be  guided  by  the 
opinions  of  the  academy  than  affume  a decifive 
and  dictatorial  tone.  We  muft  begin  by  learn- 
ing before  we  judge,  which  is  what  I do.  I 
read  all  with  an  impartial  mind,  intending  to 
gain  inftrudtion,  and  in  obedience  to  your  ex- 
cellent remark — 

“ And  onward  were  they  led  to  truth  by  doubt/* 

1 have  read  with  admiration  and  afl&nifhment 

the 
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the  work  of  the  marchionefs,  on  fire ; and  in 
has  given  me  an  idea  of  her  vaft  genius,  her 
knowledge,  and  your  felicity,  which  you  too 
much  merit  for  me  to  envy  it  you.  Enjoy  your 
paradife,  but  let  us,  who  are  but  human  fpefla- 
tors,  participate  your  happinefs. 

You  may  allure  Emily  that  Hie  has  infpired 
me  with  a particular  veneration  for  fire  ; not  the 
fire  which  fhe  with  fo  much  fagacity  has  ana- 
lyfed,  but  that  of  her  potent  genius. 

May  a fceptic  be  permitted  to  ftate  fome 
doubts  which  have  arifen  in  his  mind  ? In  a 
philofophic  work,  where  truth  is  fcrupuloufly 
fought,  are  the  dregs  of  the  dreams  of  anti- 
quity allowable  ? I bellow  this  epithet  on  what 
feems  to  have  efcaped  the  marchionefs,  relative 
to  the  fire  excited  in  forells,  by  the  motion  of 
the  branches.  I am  unacquainted  with  the 
phenomena  mentioned  in  the  article  of  the 
caufes  of  the  freezing  of  water.  There  are 
faid  to  be  ponds  in  Switzerland  which  are  found 
frozen,  during  fummer,  in  the  months  of  June 
and  July.  My  own  ignorance  occafions  thefe 
doubts.  I fhall  certainly  profit,  for  your  ex- 
planation will  inflrud  me. 

After  having  fpoken  of  your  wrorks,  and 
thofe  of  the  marchionefs,  I fcarcely  can  be  per- 
mitted to  mention  my  own,  I muft,  however, 

accompany 
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accompany  this  letter  by  a piece  which  I wa* 
told  I mud  write.  The  greateft  pleafure  you 
can  do  me,  next  to  that  of  fending  me  your 
own  produftions,  is  to  correct  mine.  I have 
had  the  good  fortune  to  have  conceived  the  fame 
thoughts  as  you,  which  you  will  perceive  toward 
the  conclufion  of  the  work.  He  who  has  little 
genius,  who  is  not  aided  by  fome  enlightened 
critic,  and  who  writes  in  a foreign  language,  can-* 
not  hope  any  great  progrefs.  To  rhyme  in  de- 
fpite  of  all  thefe  impediments  feems,  in  fome 
manner,  to  be  afflifted  with  the  difeafe  of  the 
Abderitans 

I truft  you  with  ail  my  follies,  which  is  the 
greateft  mark  I can  give  of  the  confidence  and 
efteem  with  which  I inviolably  am,  &-c. 

P.  S.  'f  I have  a trifling  amber  toy  for  Cirey; 
and  fome  Hungarian  wine,’  which  is  faid  to  be 
balfamic,  for  my  friend.  I intend  to  fend  the 
packet  through  Hamburgh  to  Rouen,  and  from 
thence  to  Paris,  addrefled  to  Thiriot;  for  I do 
not  believe  that  any  carrier  can  eafily  be  found 
who  would  take  charge  of  it. 

* In  allufion  to  Democritus,  who  laughed  continually.  T« 

f The  poftfcript  is  omitted  in  the  Berlin  edition.  T* 
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From  the  Prince  Royal * 

MY  DEAR-  FRIEND,  Berlin,  Dec*  25,  1738  * 

I HAVE  lately  read  with  much  pleafure 
the  letter  addrefled  by  you  to  your  unfaithful 
editors  in  Holland.  The  part  I take  in  your 
reputation  induces  me  warmly  to  participate 
that  appiaufe  which  the  public  cannot  fail  to 
bellow  on  your  moderation. 

Such  moderation  ought  to  be  the  peculiar 
character  of  every  man  of  fcience.  That  philo- 
fophy  which  enlightens  the  mind  increafes  our 
knowledge  of  the  human  heart ; and  the  molt 
(olid  benefit  that  can  be  derived  from  it  is 
that  companion  which  induces  us  to  fupport 
the  weaknelfes,  defects,  and  failings  of  men. 
It  were  to  be  wilhed  that  the  learned  in  their 
difputes,  divines  in  their  quarrels,  and  princes 
in  their  contentions,  would  imitate  your  mode- 
ration, Knowledge,  true  religion,  and  the  moll 
dignified  characters  among  men.,  ought  to  raife 
thofe  who  are  in  polfeflion  of  them  above  cer- 
tain paflions,  which  ought  only  to  be  the  in- 

* Undated  in  the  Berlin  edition. 
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heritance  of  mean  minds.  Befide  that  merit 
when  acknowledged  refides  in  a kind  of  fortrefs, 
and  is  there  guarded  againft  the  (hafts  of  envy* 
Every  arrow  fhot  at  an  inferior  enemy  difho- 
nours  the  man  that  holds  the  bow. 

Thus,  hiding  in  the  clouds  his  daring  hfead. 

Proud  Athos  feems  old  earth  and  heav’n  to  join* 

The  fearful  thunder  he  tmfhaken  views 
Defcend,  and  dafh  its  fires  againft  his  feet : 

And  thus  the  fage,  in  learned  calm  repofe. 

Envy  and  all  her  clam’rous  wiles  contemns, 

Hears  not  the  terms  opprobrious  which  fhe  vents. 
Heeds  not  th’  envenom’d  arrows  which  fhe  hurls, 

But  to  the  world  at  large  the  monfter  leaves 
For  chaftifement,  which  he  difdains  t’  inflidt. 

The  art  of  retorting  abufe  for  abufe  fhould 
be  confined  to  the  market-place;  and  though 
the  abufe  itfelf  fhould  be  truth,  though  it  fhould 
partake  of  the  divine  fire  of  poetry,  (till  it  would 
ever  remain  abufe.  It  may  be  very  proper  for 
thofe  who  fight  in  mobs,  with  bludgeons;  but 
very  improper  for  fuch  as  underftand  the  true 
art  of  defence. 

Your  merit  has  elevated  you  fo  much  above 
fatire  and  envy  that  you  certainly  have  no  oc- 
cafion  to  repel  their  attacks ; their  malice  is  but 
temporary,  and  will  fink  with  them  into  ever- 
lading  forgetfulnefs.  Hiftory,  which  has  pre- 
ferved  the  memory  of  Ariftides,  has  not  con- 
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defcended  to  mention  the  names  of  thofe  by 
whom  he  was  envied ; they  are  as  little  known 
as  the  perfecutors  of  Ovid.  In  a word,  revenge 
is  the  paffion  of  every  offended  man,  but  gene- 
rofity  is  only  the  paffion  of  noble  minds.  Such 
is  yours;  and  fuch  certainly  was  the  paffion  that 
dictated  the  charming  letter,  which  I cannot 
enough  admire,  addreffed  by  you  to  your  book- 
fellers. 

I am  delighted  to  fee  the  world  obliged  to 
confefs  your  philofophy  is  as  fublime  in  practice 
as  in  {peculation.  My  applaufe  will  ever  ac- 
company that  letter.  Diffipations  of  the  city, 
certain  terms  unknown  at  Cirey,  and  at  Remuf- 
berg,  fuch  as  duty,  refpeft*  and  court,  which 
are  inconvenient  in  practice,  rob  me  of  dll  my 
time.  This  you  will  no  doubt  perceive,  for  I 
had  not  enough  to  fhorten  my  letter. 

Let  me  beg  you  to  affure  the  goddefs  who 
metamorphofes  Newton  into  Venus  of  my  ado- 
ration ; and  if  you  meet  a certain  philofophic 
poet,  the  author  of  the  Henriade,  and  of  the 
epiftle  to  Urania,  tell  him  no  one  can  hold  him 
in  higher  efteem  and  confideration  than  myfelf. 

P.  S.  A propos,  how  proceeds  Louis  XIV.  ? 
— The  word  importunity  will  efcape  you — 
“ That  Apicius  is  never  fatiated  with  my 
“ works.” 
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LETTER  LXXIV. 


From  M%  de  Voltaire . 


SIR, 


December,  1738= 


We  have  juft  received  an  ink-fland  which 
I,  unworthy  as  I am,  and  madame  du  Chatelet, 
hoped  to  have  had  the  honour  of  prefenting  to 
your  royal  highnefs,  as  a new  year’s  gift.  The 
ambaffador  who,  according  to  your  pleafant  de- 
fcription*  is  fo  often  in  danger  of  miftaking  you 
for  a baftion  or  a counterfcarp,  will  prefent  you 
with  a culverin  or  a mortar  ; but  we  thinking 
beings,  in  all  humility,  fend  our  chief  the  in- 
ftrument  with  which  we  communicate  our 
thoughts.  It  is  direcfted  to  Antwerp,  for  which 
it  departs  to-day,  and  from  Antwerp  is  to  go  to 
Wefel,  addrefled  to  the  baron  de  Borck ; or, 
fhould  he  be  abfent,  to  the  governor  of  the 
town  ; to  be  forwarded  to  your  royal  highnefs. 

I am  encouraged  in  taking  this  liberty  be- 
caufe  that  this  trifling  homage,  fent  you  by  a 
fubjeft,  having  been  manufa&ured  at  Paris, 
imitates  and  furpafles  the  China  lacker  : it  is  a 
new  art  in  Europe,  and  every  art  fhould  pay 

you 
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you  tribute.  Pardon,  therefore,  fir,  this  excefs 
of  temerity. 

I am,  with  the  moll  tender  gratitude,  the 
moft  inviolable  attachment  and  efteem,  and  the  . 
mod  profound  refpedt. 


On  this  well  wifhing  compliment’ry  day  ? 

Already  are  you  good,  and  great,  and  wife  1 
Friendfhip  and  love  your  name  immortalize  ! 

But  wifh  I muft— Well,  then,  may  thofe  who  reign 
O’er  mortals,  doom’d  to  want  and  pine  in  pain. 

Make  you  their  guide,  tho’  ’twere  but  now  and  then  5 
And  recollect  while  monarchsthey  are  men! 

To  human  woes  may  you  their  minds  recal ! 

Such  is  the  new-year’s  wifh  I,  greeting,  fend  them  all. 

As  I was  continuing  in  the  fame  (train,  the 
letter  of  your  royal  highnefs,  and  the  epiftle  to 
the  prince  who  has  the  good  fortune  to  be  your 


S I R, 

Your  royal  highnefs’s  &c* 


LETTER  LXXY 


From  M.  de  Voltaire \ 


Cirey,  January  1,  1739. 

0 

of  mind  fublime,  what  can  I fay, 
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brother,  arrived,  and  the  pen  dropped  from  my 
hand  — Really,  fir,  your  leifure  is  mod  Angu- 
larly employed ; and  the  very  extraordinary  ta- 
lent, for  a perfon  not  born  in  France,  of  writ- 
ing poetry,  and  dill  more  extraordinary  in  a 
perfon  of  your  rank,  increafes  and  drengthens 
daily.  But  what  is  it  that  you  omit  to  do  ? 
From  the  art  of  government  to  that  of  mu  Ac 
and  painting,  which  of  the  arts  is  it  that  you 
do  not  underdand  ? Which  of  the  gifts  of  na- 
ture has  not  your  indudry  embellifhed  ? 

And  is  it  then  true,  Ar,  that  your  royal  high- 
nefs  has  a brother  worthy  of  yourfelf  ? — This  is 
very  uncommon  good  fortune  ; and,  if  he  were 
not  wholly  worthy  he  mud  become  fo,  after 
having  read  the  charming  epidle  of  his  elder 
brother.  He  is  the  fird  prince  that  ever  re- 
ceived a Amilar  education. 

I believe,  Ar,  one  of  the  electors,  your  an- 
cedors,  was  furnamed  the  Cicero  of  Germany. 
Was  it  not  John  II.  ? Your  royal  highnefs  is 
well  perfuaded  of  my  refpedt  for  this  prince ; 
but  I anl  as  well  perfuaded  that  John  II.  did 
not  write  in  profe  like  Frederic ; and,  with  re- 
fpe<d  to  verfe,  I defy  all  Germany,  and  almod 
all  France,  to  write  better  than  that  beautiful 
epidle  which  begins — 
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0 vous  m qui  mon  caur,  tenure  et  plein  de  retour 9 
Cherit  encor  le  fang  qui  hit  donna  le  jour  t * 

The  word  encor  I think  one  of  the  niceft  ef- 
forts of  art  in  the  language.  It  intimates,  with 
great  energy,  in  two  fyllables,  that  the  parents 
are  a fecond  time  beloved  in  the  brother. 

But  let  it  pleafe  your  royal  highnefs  no  more 
to  infert  a g in  the  word  opinion  ; and  deign  to 
reflore  the  word  to  four  fyllables,  of  which  it 
confifts. — Such  are  the  occafions  on  which  great 
princes  and  men  of  genius  mud  bow  before  the 
pedant.  The  grandeur  of  your  genius  has  no 
influence  over  fyllables,  nor  have  you  the  power 
to  put  a g where  there  is  none. 

Having  mentioned  fyllables,  let  me  further 
intreat  your  royal  highnefs  to  fpell  the  word 
vice  with  a c and  not  with  Js. 

Pay  but  thefe  trifling  attentions,  and  you 
(hall  be  one  of  the  French  academy  whenever 
you  pleafe ; and,  your  dignity  apart,  would  do 
it  great  honour.  Few  of  the  academicians  ex- 
prefs  themfelves  fo  forcibly  as  my  prince,  and 
the  reafon  is  he  thinks  more  than  they  do. 
Your  epiftle  really  contains  a pidture  of  calum- 
ny worthy  of  Michael  Angelo  ; and  another  of 
youth  fuch  as  Albano  might  have  painted. 

* Oh  thou  in  whom  my  heart,  tender  and  full  of  grati- 
tude, chenilles  anew  the  blood  that  gave  it  birth ! 

F f 3 
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How  much  does  your  royal  highnefs  increafe 
the  defire  we  have  to  pay  our  court  to  you ! We 
have  taken  meafures  for  our  departure  in  the 
month  of  April,  and  it  will  be  very  unfortunate 
if  I fhould  find  no  fmall  path,  on  the  frontiers  of 
Juliers,  which  fhall  condud  me  to  the  feet  of 
your  royal  highnefs.  Permit  me  to  inform  you 
that  we  (hall  probably  remain  a year  in  thofe 
parts,  unlefs  we  fhould  be  expelled  by  war. 
Madame  du  Chatelet  intends  to  recover  all  the 
poffeffions  of  her  family  which  are  loaded  with 
debts,  and  this  will  be  a work  of  time.  It  will 
even  be  necefifary  to  institute  a fuic  at  Vienna, 
and  at  Brulfels,  which  (he  will  purfue  herfelf, 
and  for  which  fhe  has  already  drawn  out  writ- 
ings with  precifion  and  force  equal  to  what 
are  found  in  her  work  on  fire.  If  thefe  affairs 
fhould  continue  in  difpute  two  years,  it  will  not 
matter;  Cirey  muff  be  forfaken  for  two  years. 
Our  duty  and  our  ferious  bufinefs  are  and  muff 
be  firft  confiderations.  And  how  can  we  re- 
gret Cirey  when  we  fhall  be  nearer  Cleves, 
and  a country  which  will  probably  be  honoured 
with  the  prefence  of  your  royal  highnefs  ? 

Perhaps,  too,  we  fhall  intreat  your  royal  high- 
nefs to  delay  fending  the  good  wine  which  it  is 
your  generous  intentions  I fhould  drink.  Ac- 
cording to  all  appearance,  I fhall  continue  for 

fome 
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fome  time  to  drink  Rhenifh  wine  between  Liege 
and  Juliers.  Your  royal  highnefs  is  too  good; 
you  have  confulted  the  phyficians  for  me,  and 
you  have  deigned  to  fend  me  a prefcription 
which  is  fuperior  to  all  their  recipes. 

Seated  befide  a tun  of  old  Tokay, 

As  vig’rous  as  returning  May, 

At  Fred’ric’s  court  I’ll  banifti  all  my  care ; 

But  note  that  Emily  be  there. 

I am,  with  the  mod  profound  refpedt,  admi- 
ration, and  affe&ion,  in  which  you  indulge 
me,  &c. 


LETTER  LXXVI. 

From  the  Prince  Royal . 

MY  DEAR  FRIEND,  Berlin,  Jan.  8,  1739  *<> 

I FLATTERED  myfelf  that  the  epiftle 
on  humanity  might  merit  your  approbation, 
becaufe  of  the  fentiments  it  contains ; but  I 
hoped,  at  the  fame  time,  that  you  would  have 
been  kind  enough  to  criticife  the  poetry  and 
the  ftyle.  I,  therefore,  intreat  the  able  phi- 

* The  Berlin  edition  dates  January  10th. 
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lofopher  and  the  great  poet  further  to  conde- 
fcend  to  adt  the  rigid  grammarian,  out  of  friend- 
fhip  for  me.  I (hall  not -feel  averfe  to  amend 
poetry  the  fubjedt  of  which  has  pleafed  the 
marchionefs ; and  by  my  docility  in  following 
your  corrections  you  will  judge  of  the  pleafure 
1 find  in  amendment. 

May  my  epiftle  on  humanity  be  the  harbin- 
ger of  the  work  which  you  have  projected  ! I 
fhall  think  myfelf  fufficiently  rewarded  ftiould 
my  epiftle  be  the  precurfor  of  yours.  Purfue 
the  fame  road,  and  do  not  thjnk  that  any  ill- 
placed  felf-love  will  render  me  blind  to  the  de- 
feats of  my  own  productions.  Humanity  is  an 
inexhauftible  fubjedt.  I have  but  Hammered 
out  my  thoughts ; from  you  they  will  flow  with 
eafe  and  precifion. 

It  fliould  feem  we  ftrengthen  ourfelves  in  an 
opinion  after  having  thought  over  all  the  rea- 
fons  by  which  it  can  be  fupported.  I was  thus 
determined  to  treat  on  the  fubjedt  of  humanity, 
which  I hold  to  be  the  only  virtue,  and  that  it 
ought  to  be  principally  the  attribute  of  thofe 
who  are  diftinguifhed  by  rank  in  the  world.  A 
fovereign,  great  or  fmall,  may  be  regarded  as  a 
man  whofe  office  it  is  to  yield  relief,  as  much 
as  is  in  his  power,  to  human  mifery.  He  is 
like  the  phyfician  who  cures,  not  the  difeafes  of 
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body,  but,  the  misfortunes  of  his  fubjedts.  The 
voice  of  the  unfortunate,  the  groans  of  the 
wretched,  the  cries  of  the  opprefied,  ought  to 
reach  his  ear ; and,  whether  in  pity  to  others 
or  from  a certain  retrofpedl  to  felf,  it  is  necefia- 
ry  he  (hould  be  affedted  by  the  diftrefs  of  thofe 
whofe  affiidtion  he  himfelf  is  a witnefs  of ; and, 
if  his  heart  contain  but  a fmall  portion  of  pity, 
the  unhappy  will  find  in  him  all  that  fympathy 
of  which  they  Hand  in  need. 

A prince  is,  relatively  to  his  people,  what  the 
heart  is  relatively  to  the  mechanical  (trudture  of 
the  body  ; it  receives  blood  from  all  the  mem- 
bers, and  returns  it  back  to  the  extremities. 
The  prince  receives  the  fidelity  and  obedience 
of  his  fubjedts;  and  he  returns  them  abundance, 
profperity,  peace,  and  every  thing  which  can 
contribute  to  the  welfare  and  increafe  of  fo- 
ciety. 

Such  are  the  maxims  which  I think  muft  na- 
turally take  birth  in  the  hearts  of  all  men  : but 
little  reafoning  is  neceflary  to  make  them  felt, 
nor  need  we  go  through  any  long  courfe  of 
ethics  for  their  acquirement.  I think  compaf- 
fion,  and  the  wifli  to  relieve  any  one  who  has 
need  of  relief,  are  innate  virtues  in  moft  men. 
We  picture  to  ourfelves  our  own  infirmities 
and  wretchednefs,  when  we  view  thofe  of  others; 

and 
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and  we  are  equally  prompt  to  afford  fuccour  as 
we  fliould  be  to  afk  it  ourfelves,  were  we  in  the 
fame  fituation.  Tyrants  ufually  fin  by  confider- 
ing  things  under  a certain  point  of  view;  they 
only  contemplate  the  world  as  they  are  affedted 
by  the  world ; and,  becaufe  they  are  fuperior 
to  certain  vulgar  diftreffes,  their  hearts  are  in- 
fenfible  of  them.  When  they  opprefs  their  fub- 
jedts,  when  they  are  fevere,  violent,  and  cruel, 
it  is  becaufe  they  are  unacquainted  with  the  ill 
they  do ; and  becaufe,  not  having  fuffered,  they 
think  too  lightly  of  pain.  Such  men  by  no 
means  refemble  Mutius  Sctevola,  who,  while 
burning  his  hand  in  the  prefence  of  Porfenna, 
felt  all  the  force  of  the  fire  in  that  part  of  his 
body. 

In  a word,  the  whole  human  oeconomy  in- 
fpires  humanity.  The  general  refemblance 
which  there  is  among  men,  their  equality  of 
condition,  the  indifpenfabfe  need  which  they 
have  of  each  other,  their  miferies,  which  ftrength- 
en  the  ties  that  are  formed  by  their  wants,  that 
natural  inclination  which  each  being  feels  for  its 
likenefs,  felf  prefervation  which  preaches  hu- 
manity, in  fine,  all  nature  feems  to  unite  to  in- 
culcate that  as  a duty  in  us  which,  conflituting 
our  happinefs,  daily  adds  new  fweets  to  life. 

This  I think  is  quite  fufficient  with  refpedt  to 
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the  morality  of  benevolence.  I imagine  I behold 
you  yawn  twice,  as  you  read  this  verbofe  de- 
clamation, while  the  marchionefs  grows  impa- 
tient. She  really  has  reafon  fo  to  do,  for  you 
know  better  than  I every  thing  which  can  be 
faid  on  the  lubjeft;  and,  what  is  more,  you 
pra&ife  what  you  know. 

We  here  feel  all  the  effe&s  of  extreme  froft; 
the  cold  is  excefiive.  I never  go  in:  > the  air 
that  I do  not  tremble  left  fome  nitrous  particle 
fhould  extinguifh  in  me  the  principle  of  heat. 

I requeft  you  would  tell  the  marchionefs  that 
I earneftly  entreat  her  to  fend  me  a little  of  that 
fire  which  renders  her  genius  fo  fplendid ; (he 
muft  have  fome  to  fpare,  and  I am  in  great  want. 
Should  (he  be  in  need  of  ice,  I promife  to 
furnifii  her  with  a quantity  fufficient  to  keep 
water  frozen  during  all  the  heats  of  fummer. 

Doffiffimus  Jordanus  * has  not  yet  read  the 
efiay  of  the  marchionefs.  I am  not  prodigal  of 
your  favours,  and  there  are  people,  who  even 
accufe  me  of  an  excefs  of  avarice.  But  Jordan 
(hall  read  the  efiay  on  fire,  fince  the  marchionefs 
confents ; and  he  will  tell  you  himfelf,  if  fo  it 
(hall  him  pleafe,  what  his  feelings  will  be  on 

* The  Berlin  reads— -Dofttfjime,  Je  n’ai  pas  i &c.  i.  e. 
Oh  mojl  learned!  1 have  not  yet  fcen , & c.  But  the  prince  had 
not  only  feen  but  fent  his  remarks.  T. 

reading 


444 


POSTHUMOUS  WORKS. 


reading  the  work.  All  that  I can  previoufly 
allure  you  of  is  that  we  are  none  of  us  imbued 
with  prejudice.  Defcartes,  Leibnitz,  Newton, 
and  Emily,  appear  to  us  fo  many  great  men>  who 
yield  us  information  in  the  degree  of  the  ages  in 
which  they  lived. 

The  marchionefs  will  have  the  advantage 
which  the  beauty  of  her  fex  gives  over  ours, 
wrhen  eloquence  is  necelTary. 

With  wit  like  hers  his  eafy  to  perfuade 

That  all  is  truth  the  godlike  Newton  faid  ; 

But  there’s  a truth  which  needs  lefs  art  to  prove, 

The  truth  is  this,  that  ihe  was  form’d  for  love  ; 

And  that,  beholding  her,  the  bofom  feels 

More  than  the  power  of  language  e’er  reveals. 

Had  the  Graces  been  prefidents  of  the  aca^ 
demy  they  would  not  have  failed  to  have  be- 
llowed the  laurel  with  their  own  hands  on  the 
work.  But  it  fhould  feem  that  the  academicians, 
too  much  attached  to  old  forms  and  cufloms, 
do  not  love  novelty  ; the  reafon  of  which  is  the 
fear  of  being  obliged  to  lludy  fubjeds  with 
which  they  are  but  imperfedly  acquainted.  I 
imagine  to  myfelf  an  old  academician  who, 
having  grown  grey  in  the  harnefs  of  Defcartes, 
beholds  a new  opinion  darted,  when  he  is  de- 
crepid,  and  his  cares  almoft  ended.  Such  a 
man,  having  habitually  learned  the  articles  of 
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philofopllic  faith,  is  accuflomed  to  his  own  man- 
ner of  thinking ; with  this  he  is  Satisfied,  and 
defires  that  every  body  fhould  be  the  fame. 
How-!  Become  a difciple  at  the  age  of  fifty  or 
Sixty,  and  be  expofed  to  the  fhime  of  fludying 
him  Self,  after  having  fo  long  taught  others  ? 
From  a huge  flambeau,  as  he  was,  to  be  reduced 
to  a fmall  rufh  light,  or  rather  to  fee  his  light 
totally  extinguished  ! This  is  a kind  of  reafon- 
ing  he  Would  not  underfland.  It  is  more  Short 
to  decry  a new  fyflem  than  to  examine  it ; and 
there  is  even  heroic  fortitude  in  oppofing  every 
kind  of  innovation,  and  in  Supporting  ancient 
dogmas. 

Another  order  of  minds  reafon  after  another 
‘manner.  They,  in  their  fimplicity,  exclaim — 
Such  was  the  opinion  of  our  fathers  ; and  why 
fhould  we  think  differently  ? Are  we  Superior 
to  them  ? Were  not  they  happy  in  following 
the  fyflem  of  Ariflotle,  or  of  Defcartes ; and 
why  fhould  we  diflrad  our  brains  with  fludying 
the  fyflems  of  upflarts  ? Men  of  this  kind 
always  oppofe  the  progrefs  of  knowledge  ; it 
therefore  is  not  aftonifhing  that  the  progrefs  of 
knowledge  is  fo  flow. 

As  Soon  as  I Shall  return  to  Remufberg,  I 
will  plunge  deep  into  philofophy : I am  in- 
debted for  this  refolution  to  the  marchionefs. 


I am 
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I am  likewife  preparing  another  difficult  and 
hazardous  enterprife ; but  what  it  is  you  (hall 
not  know,  till  I have  firft  tried  my  ftrength. 
The  king,  to  my  misfortune,  goes  this  fpring 
into  Pruffia,  whither  I am  to  accompany  him. 
It  feems  to  be  the  will  of  fate  that  we  fhould 
play  at  crofs  purpofes,  and,  in  defpite  of  all  I 
have  been  able  to  plan,  I cannot  yet  forefee 
when  we  (hall  meet ; be  it  when  it  may,  it  will 
be  too  tardy  for  my  wifhes  ; of  this  I hope  you 
are  well  convinced,  and  likewife  of  all  the  fen- 
timents  with  which  I remain,  <kc. 


LETTER  LXXVII. 

From  the  Prince  Royal . 

Berlin,  January  20,  1739. 

Among  the  Pagans,  offerings  were  . 
made  to  the  Gods  of  the  firft  fruits  of  the  fields 
and  orchards  ; among  the  people  of  Ifrael  the 
nrft-born  were  confecrated  to  the  God  of  Jacob; 
and  in  the  holy  Roman  church,  not  only  firft 
fruits  and  children  but  whole  kingdoms  are  de- 
voted to  patron  faints.  Witnefs  the  abdication 
of  Saint  Louis,  in  favour  of  the  Virgin  Mary. 
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For  my  own  part  I have  neither  the  firffc  fruits 
of  fields,  of  orchards,  or  of  children,  nor  have  I 
kingdoms  to  prefent ; but  I dedicate  to  you  the 
firft  fruits  of  my  poetry,  of  the  year  1739. 
Were1  I a pagan,  I fhould  invoke  you  by  the 
name  of  Apollo  ; were  I a Jew,  you  would  per- 
haps be  miftaken  for  the  royal  prophet,  and  his 
fon ; or  were  I a papift,  you  might  become  my 
faint  and  confeffor.  But,  being  neither,  I am 
fatisfied  with  mofl  philofophically  efteeming 
you ; with  admiring  you  as  a philofopher, 
cherifliing  you  as  a poet,  and  refpeding  you  as 
a friend. 

I only  wifh  you  health,  for  you  have  need  of 
nothing  elfe.  The  inheritor  of  fuperior  genius, 
capable  of  equalling  your  own  wifhes,  and  of 
rendering  yourfelf  happy,  and,  in  addition  to 
this,  the  pofTelfor  of  Emily,  what  could  my 
wifhes  add  to  your  felicity  ! 

Recoiled  that  under  a zone  fomewhat  more 
frigid  than  yours,  in  a country  to  which  barba- 
rifm  lives  neighbour,  and  in  a folitary  place  re- 
tired from  the  world,  a friend  reiides  who  dedi- 
cates his  vigils  to  you,  and  who  never  ceafes 
offering  up  prayers  for  your  welfare. 


LET- 
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LETTER  LXXVIII. 

From  M.  de  Voltaire . 

SIR,  Cirey,  January  18,  1739. 

YoIir  royal  highnefs  is  more  Frederic 
and  more  Marcus  Aurelius  than  ever.  Agree- 
able things  drop  from  your  pen  with  a facility 
which  adon iflies  me.  Your  padoral  letter  is 
fent  by  a mod  benevolent  bifhop.  You  well 
prove  that  thofe  who  are  deftined  to  be  kings 
are  really  the  Lord’s  anointed.  Your  catechifm 
is  always  that  of  reafon  and  happinefs.  Fortu- 
nate is  your  flock,  fir ; the  fold  at  Cirey  re- 
ceives your  words  with  great  edification. 

Your  royal  highnefs  advifes,  that  is  to  fay 
commands,  me  to  finidi  the  age  of  Louis  XIV. 
I fhall  obey,  and  even  (hall  endeavour  to  en- 
lighten it  with  that  kind  of  circumfpedtion 
which  fhall  not  be  to  the  detriment  of  truth, 
but  which  fhall  not  render  it  odious.  Neither 
is  my  great  end  that  of  political  and  military 
hiflory ; but  rather  of  arts,  commerce,  laws, 
and  in  a word  of  the  human  mind.  There  is 
no  dangerous  truth  in  any  of  thefe ; nor  do  I 
think  I ought  to  bar  up  a road  fo  fpacious  and 

fo 


Correspondence.  449 

fo  fafe  becaufe  there  is  a fmall  part  of  the  way 
in  which  I may  {fumble.  That  part  which  is  in 
the  pofleffion  of  your  royal  highnefs  will  never 
be  feen  by  any  other  perfon.  The  vulgar  are 
not  to  be  treated  like  my  prince. 

I have  corrected  the  hiftory  of  Charles  XII. 
according  to  feveral  documents  which  have  been 
communicated  to  me  by  a fervant  of  king 
Staniflaus ; but  more  efpecially  according  to 
thofe  which  your  royal  highnefs  has  deigned  to 
fend  me.  I have  extracted  nothing  from  the 
curious  details  with  which  you  have  honoured 
me,  except  what  ought  to  be  known  by  ali> 
without  offence  to  any ; ' the  population  of 
countries,  new  laws,  new  eftabliffiments,  new 
cities,  commerce,  police,  and  public  manners. 
But  with  refpeCt  to  the  individual  aCts  of  the 
czar,  the  czarina,  and  the  czarowitz,  I am 
profoundly  filent.  I name  no  perfon  ; I cite  no 
perfon ; not  only  becaufe  it  is  no  part  of  my 
fubjeCt,  but  becaufe  I would  not  make  ufe  of  a 
paifage  of  the  gofpel,  if  it  had  been  cited  by 
your  royal  highnefs  to  me,  without  your  exprefs 
permiffion.  I am  correcting  the  Henriade,  and 
intend  the  firft  opportunity  I have  of  fending  it, 
to  fubmit  my  alterations  to  the  judgment  of 
your  royal  highnefs.  I am  alfo  correcting  all 
my  tragedies,  and  have  written  a new  aCt  to 
vot.  vi.  Gg  Brutus; 
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Brutus ; for  it  is  neceffary  I fhould  corr e£t  my- 
felf,  to  be  worthy  of  my  prince  and  Emily. 

I fhall  not  print  Merope,  becaufe  I am  not 
yet  fatisfied  with  it ; but  I am  requeded  to 
write  a new  tragedy  ; a tragedy  all  of  love, 
and  not  of  gallantry ; a tragedy  which  may 
make  the  women  weep,  and  be  parodied  at  the 
Italian  theatre.  I am  writing  it,  and  have  been 
this  week  pad  *.  I (hall  be  laughed  at ; but 
in  the  mean  time  I am  confiderably  retouching 
the  elements  of  Newton.  It  is  my  duty  to 
negledt  nothing,  and  I wifh  the  work  to  be 
as  complete  and  intelligible  as  poflible. 

I have  fent  you,  fir,  an  exaft  account,  of  all 
the  labours  of  your  fubje£t  of  Cirey ; though 
really  I ought  not  to  forget  the  new  perfecution 
I am  differing,  from  Rouffeau  and  the  abbe 
Desfontaines.  While  I am  palling  days  and 
nights  in  folitude  and  the  mod  adiduous  labour, 
I am  perfecuted  at  Paris,  and  calumniated  and 
treated  in  a manner  the  mod  butrageoully  cruel. 

The  marchionefs  du  Chatelet  has  imagined 
that  Thiriot,  who  often  fends  whatever  is  writ- 
ten againd  me  to  every  body,  may  alfo  have 
fent  your  royal  highnefs  an  intolerable  libel,  by 
the  abbe  Desfontaines.  This  fhe  has  the  more 
reafon  to  believe  becaufe  fhe  has  written  a true 
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{late  of  the  cafe  to  Thiriot,  and  he  has  returned 
no  anfwer.  The  generous  heart  of  madame  du 
Chatelet,  a heart  worthy  of  yourfelf,  has  imme- 
diately taken  fire  : fhe  has  written  to  your  royal 
highnefs,  and  will  let  you  underftand  her  com- 
plaints from  her  own  mouth  ; complaints  \yhich 
mine  is  forbidden  to  utter.  The  true  Hate  al- 
luded to  is  as  follows : 

The  chevalier  de  Mouhy,  who  has  before 
written  againft  the  abbe  Desfontaines,  wrote  a 
fmall  literary  pamphlet  againft  him,  and  in  this 
pamphlet  he  inferted  a letter  which  I wrote  two 
years  ago.  In  this  letter,  I cited  a well  known 
fa£l;  which  was  that  the  abbe  Desfontaines, 
faved  by  me  from  fire,  had,  as  a reward,  imme- 
diately written  a libel  againft  his  benefatftor,  and 
of  this  Thiriot  was  a witnefs.  This  is  exactly 
conformable  to  truth,  and  exceedingly  difho- 
nourable  to  letters. 

Whether  Thiriot  on  this  occafion  dreads  the 
new  venom  of  the  abbe  Desfontaines,  or  whe- 
ther he  has  more  fear  of  this  mad  dog  than  he 
has  love  for  his  friend,  are  things  of  which  I 
am  ignorant.  It  is  long  fmce  I have  heard 
from  him,  and  I pardon  his  not  committing 
himfelf  for  me.  I have  written  a fhort  apolo- 
getic memoir  in  anfwer  to  the  abbe  Desfon- 
taines ; madame  du  Chatelet  has  fent  it  your 
G g 2 royal 
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royal  highnefs,  and  I have  fince  greatly  cor- 
rected it.  I employ  no  abufive  terms.  It  is 
not  againft  the  abbe  Desfontaines,  it  is  only  in 
my  own  defence ; and  I have  endeavoured  to 
interfperfe  fomewhat  of  literature,  in  order  that 
the  public  may  not  be  fatigued  by  personali- 
ties 

But  I perceive  how  much  I mufl  fatigue 
your  royal  highnefs  by  being  thus  prolix.  What 
a fubjeCt  for  a great  prince ! Yet  the  gods  fome^ 
times  interfere  in  the  follies  of  men  ; and  he- 
roes are  fpedtators  of  the  battle  of  the  frogs. 

I am,  fir,  with  the  moft  profound  refpeCt,  the 
tendcreft  and  moft  inviolable  attachment,  &c. 


LETTER  LXXIX* 

From  the  Prince  Royal . 

Berlin,  January  27,  1739* 

With  {hides  terrific,  and  with  brandifh’d  dart. 
Death,  grifly  fpe&re,  threat’ning  onward  came; 

Pain  was  his  guide,  abhorrent,  hideous  fiend, 

And  groans,  and  writhes,  and  tortures,  hell-born  hags,' 


* This  paper  is  found  among  Voltaire’s  literary  mifcella- 
liies,  under  the  title  of  Memoires  fur  la  Satire . 

Shrieking, 
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Shrieking,  advanc’d  to  do  his  dire  commands, 

And  gnaw,  with  wolfifh  teeth,  the  web  of  life. 

Gafping  Infirmity  for  Pity  call’d, 

Unceafing  call’d,  but  call’d,  alas,  in  vain  ! 

Eternal  Nigiit  threw  back  her  ebon  gates, 

While  I,  propell’d,  was  hurried  tow’rd  the  gulph  ‘ 

None  of  his  terrors  did  the  fhadowyking 
Omit  to  marlhal ; all  appear’d,  and  grinn’d. 

And  howl’d,  and  harrow’d  up  th’expiring  foul  1 
Sinking  I faw  myfelf ! The  cords  of  life 
Were  torn  by  all  that  Fury  could  inflift. 

The  heart  no  longer  labour’d  with  its  load. 

Vanifh’d  the  world  ; extinft  the  light  of  day  ; 

And  Hope,  which  earliefi.  childhood  faw  my  friend 
Unfhaken,  cruelly  forfook  my  fide  ! 

In  endlefs  torments,  and  in  mortal  pangs, 

I only  wifh’d  the  laft  remaining  glow, 

The  poor,  the  fingle  fpark,  Ihould  difappear; 

That  Death  his  rage  infatiate  might  appeafe, 

And  call  away  his  pellive  dogs  of  hell ! 

Who  was  my  champion  ? My  deliv’rer,  who  ? 

Oh  jocund  Youth  ! With  renovating  life 
Full  to  overflowing,  bounteous  thou  didft  pour 
Thy  vivifying  fpirit  thro’  my  veins! 

Thou  radiant  to  the  combat  earned,  nought  fearing  ; 

Thy  beaming  vifage  Death,  grim  goblin,  faw  ; 

Knew  thy  puiflance,  thine,  his  deadlieft  foe, 

And  from  the  conflict  mutt’ring  flirunk,  abafh’d. 

Yes  ! Once  again,  belov’a  Voltaire,  I live  : 

Once  more  my  heart  to  thee  and  friendfhip  beats. 

Me  to  thofe  bow’rs  of  blifs  rapt  Fancy  bears, 

Where  Emily  and  thou,  on  themes  fublime, 

Sit  and  converfe  ; this  vague  earth  rendering  heav’n  ! 
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Oh  bitter  thought,  that  but  renews  my  pangs  ! 
Redouble  all  my  tortures,  mighty  Gods  ! 

Rack  the  retreating,  tear  the  trembling  nerves, 

Ye  who  the  thunder  whirl : exhauft  your  wrath  ; 

Take  back  the  foul  you  gave,  I’ll  not  repine, 

Grant  only,  ere  I die,  my  longing  eyes 

May  view  your  wondrous  work,  your  own  Voltaire  ! 

Thefe  forty  and  odd  verfes  are  to  inform  you 
that  I have  had  a dreadful  cramp  in  the  ftomach, 
which  two  days  fince  was  in  danger  of  depriv- 
ing you  of  a friend,  who  is  as  fincerely  attached 
to  you  as  it  is  poffible  for  man  to  be.  My 
youth  has  faved  me ; the  quacks  fay  it  was  their 
remedies.  For  my  own  part,  I believe  it  was 
my  impatience  to  fee  you,  before  I die.  I had 
the  night  before,  at  going  to  bed,  read  a very 
ill  written  ode  by  Roufteau,  addrefted  to  pofte- 
rity.  This  gave  me  the  colic,  and  I am  afraid 
left  it  lhould  give  our  poor  defendants  the 
plague  : it  is  certainly  the  moft  miferable 

work  that  ever  fell  into  my  hands. 

I think  myfelf  exceedingly  flattered,  by  your 
approbation  of  the  laft  epiftle  which  I fent. 
You  give  me  great  pleafure,  by  correcting  my 
faults ; and  I will  ufe  every  endeavour  to  cor- 
rect my  orthography,  which  is  very  bad  ; but  I 
fear  I fhall  not  foon  acquire  all  the  precifion 
which  is  requifite.  It  is  my  defeCt  to  write  too 
faft,  and  to  be  too  indolent  to  copy  what  I have 

written. 
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written.  I promife  you,  however,  to  exert  my- 
felf  to  the  utmoft ; that  you  may  have  no  rea- 
fon  to  write  a dialogue,  in  the  flyle  of  Lucian, 
of  letters  pleading  before  the  judgment  feat  of 
Vaugelas,  and  complaining  of  the  injuries  I 
have  done  them. 

If  by  felf-corredlion  aptitude  may  be  acquir- 
ed, if  application  can  teach  to  do  better,  and  if 
the  mailers  of  the  art  fhall  not  grow  weary  of 
inftrudting  their  difciples,  I may  then  affirm 
that,  with  your  aid,  I fhall  one  day  write  verfes 
lefs  vile  than  thofe  which  I fcribble  at  prefent. 

I imagine  the  marchionefs  du  Chatelet  was 

O 

very  ferioufly  employed  in  experimental  philo 
fophy,  and  in  company.*  It  is  the  property  of 
the  fciences  to  impart  a juflnefs  of  underfland- 
ing,  which  prevents  its  abufe.  I love  to  heai 
that  a young  lady  has  fufficient  power  over  her 
paffions  to  facrihce  all  her  inclinations  to  her 
duty ; but  I Hill  more  admire  a philofopher 
who  forfakes  retreat,  and  tranquillity,  in  favour 
of  friend ffiip.  Such  are  the  examples  with 
which  Cirey  fhall  furnifh  pofterity,  and  which 
will  do  infinitely  more  honour  to  philofophy 
than  the  abdication  of  that  lingular  woman 
who  defcended  from  the  throne  of  Sweden,  to 
go  and  live  in  a palace,  at  Rome. 

The  fciences  ought  to  be  confidered  as  the 
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means  by  which  we  acquire  the  utmoft  capabi- 
lity, for  the  performance  of  our  duties.  Thofe 
perfons  by  whom  they  are  cultivated  have  mod: 
method  in  all  they  do,  and  a£t  with  mod  con- 
fiftency,  The  philofophic  fpirit  eftablifhes 
principles,  which  are  the  fources  of  reafoning, 
and  the  caufe  of  congruity  in  addon.  I am 
not  aftonifhed  that  you  inhabitants  of  Cirey  a£t 
as  you  ought  to  do ; but  I fhould  be  very  much 
aftoniihed  were  you  not  fo  to  a<d ; confidering 
the  depth  of  your  knowledge,  and  the  fublimity 
of  your  genius. 

I beg  you  to  inform  me  of  your  departure 
for  BrufTels,  and  at  the  fame  time  of  what  will 
be  the  Ihorteft  mode  of  expediting  our  corre- 
fpondence.  I flatter  myfelf  I fhall  receive  let- 
ters from  you  every  week,  when  you  (hall  be  fo 
near  our  frontiers.  Perhaps  I miffht  be  of  fome 
ufe  to  you  in  this  country,  for  I am  very  parti- 
cularly acquainted  with  the  prince  of  Orange, 
who  is  often  at  Breda,  and  the  duke  of  Arem- 
berg  who  lives  at  BrufTels.  Perhaps  alfo,  by 
the  intervention  of  the  prince  of  Lichtenflein, 
I could  abridge  the  tedioufnefs  of  delay,  which 
the  march ionefs  might  elfe  fuffer,  at  BrufTels, 
and  Vienna.  The  judges  of  thefe  countries  are 
in  no  hafle,  in  paifing  fentence.  It  is  faid  that, 
If  the  imperial  court  owes  any  one  a kick,  he 
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tnuft  folicit  three  years  before  he  can  obtain 
payment.  Hence  I augur  that  the  affairs  of 
the  marchionefs  will  not  be  terminated  fo  foon 
as  fhe  herfelf  might  wifh. 

The  Hungarian  wine  will  follow  you  where - 
ever  you  go ; it  is  much  more  proper  for  you 
than  Rhenifh,  which  I intreat  you  not  to  drink, 
becaufe  of  its  unwholefomenefs. 

Do  not  forget  me,  dear  Voltaire ; and  when- 
ever your  health  will  permit,  let  me  hear  news 
of  yourfelf,  your  critical  remarks,  and  your 
works.  You  have  fo  accuftomed  me  to  your 
productions  that  I fcarcely  can  be  fatisfied  with 
the  writings  of  others.  I burn  with  impatience 
to  fee  the  end  of  the  age  of  Louis  XIV.  The 
work  is  incomparable,  but  beware  of  commit- 
ting it  to  the  prefs. 


LETTER  LXXX. 

From  the  Prince  Royal . 


MY  DEAR  FRIEND,  Berlin,  Feb.  3,  1739 


You 


indulgence  : 


receive  my  works  with  too  much 
your  prejudice,  in  favour  of  their 


* February  the  20,  in  the  Berlin  edition. 

author. 
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author,  occafions  you  to  overlook  their  weak 
parts,  and  the  errors  with  which  they  abound* 
I am  the  Prometheus  of  the  fable ; I fteal  fome 
part  of  your  divine  fire,  with  which  I animate 
my  feeble  productions.  But  the  difference  be- 
tween the  ancient  fable  and  the  prefent  truth  is 
that  the  foul  of  Voltaire,  much  more  grand  and 
magnanimous  than  that  of  the  fovereign  of  the 
Gods,  does  not  condemn  me  to  the  punifhment 
which  was  endured,  by  the  author  of  the  celefti- 
al  theft. 

My  not  yet  re-eftablifhed  health  prevents  me 
from  writing  certain  works  which  I have  medi- 
tated ; and  the  phyfician,  more  cruel  even  than 
the  difeafe,  daily  condemns  me  to  take  exer- 
cife  ; which  time  is  fubtradfed  from  the  hours 
devoted  to  fludy.  The  empirics  with  to  forbid 
me  the  acquirement  of  knowledge  ; they  will 
foon  not  fuffer  me  to  think.  But,  after  an  ex- 
aCl  ftatement  of  debtor  and  creditor,  I would 
rather  have  a fickly  body  than  a fickly  mind. 
Unfortunately,  the  mind  only  feems  to  be  an  ac- 
ceffory  of  the  body.  Whenever  the  organiza- 
tion of  our  machine  is  out  of  order,  fo  is  the 
mind  ; nor  can  matter  fuffer  without  mind  par- 
ticipating in  its  fufferings.  This  ftriCt  union, 
this  intimate  connection,  feems  to  me  a very 
flrong  proof,  in  favour  of  the  opinion  of  Locke. 
That  which  thinks  in  usis  certainly  an  effeCt, 
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or  a refult,  of  the  mechanifm  of  our  animated 
machine.  Every  man  of  fenfe,  every  man  who 
has  not  imbibed  either  prejudice  or  felf-love, 
muft  acknowledge  this  truth. 

In  order  to  give  you  an  account  of  my  occu- 
pations, I mull  inform  you  that  I have  made 
fome  progrefs  in  phyfics.  I have  feen  all  the 
v experiments  of  the  air  pump,  and  have  indicat- 
ed two  new  experiments.  The  firft  is,  to  put 
an  open  watch  in  the  pump,  to  know  whether 
its  motion  would  be  accelerated,  retarded,  unaf- 
fected, or  whether  it  would  Hop*.  The  fecond 
relates  to  the  productive  virtue  of  the  air.  A 
portion  of  earth  is  to  be  taken,  in  which  a pea  is 
to  be  planted.  This  is  to  be  enclofed  in  the 
recipient,  from  which  the  air  is  to  be  pumped  ; 
and  I imagine  the  pea  will  not  grow ; which  I 
attribute  to  the  productive  virtue  of  the  air,  and 
that  power  which  developes  feed. 

I have  further  propofed  a queition  to  our 
academicians.  An  idea  has  truck  me  concern- 
ing the  caufe  of  winds,  which  1 have  communi- 
cated to  them,  and  our  celebrated  Kirch  will  be 
able  to  inform  me,  at  the  end  of  a year,  whe- 
ther my  affertion  be  well  founded,  or  whether 
I am  deceived.  I will  briefly  Hate  the  queftion. 

The  momentum  of  the  wind  can  only  pro- 
ceed from  two  caufes ; the  preflure  and  the 

4 motion 
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motion  of  the  air.  The  reafon  that  we  have 
more  ftorms  toward  the  winter  folftice,  I affirm, 
is  that  the  fun  is  nearer  the  earth,  and  that  its 
preftiire  upon  our  hemifphere  produces  high 
winds  : and,  further,  the  earth  being  in  its  pe- 
rihelion, muft  have  a ftronger  motion  accord- 
ing to  the  inverfe  ratio  of  the  fquare  of  its  dis- 
tance ; which  motion,  having  an  influence  on 
the  parts  of  the  air,  muft  neceftarily  be  produc- 
tive of  winds,  and  tempefts. 

The  other  winds  may  originate  in  the  other 
planets,  with  which  we  Shall  be  in  the  perigseum. 
Befide  that,  when  the  fun  attracts  much  humi- 
dity from  the  earth,  thefe  vapours,  which  arife 
and  are  collected  in  the  middle  region  of  the 
air,  may  in  like  manner  occafion,  by  their  pref- 
fure,  winds  and  whirlwinds.  Mr.  Kirch  will 
exactly  obferve  the  fituation  of  our  earth,  rela- 
tive to  the  planetary  fyftem ; will  remark  the 
clouds,  and  carefully  examine,  that  he  may  find 
whether  I have  affigned  the  true  caufe  of  high 
winds. 

Enough  of  phyfics.  With  refped  to  poetry, 
I had  formed  a plan,  but  of  fo  extenfive  a na- 
ture that,  when  I coolly  confider,  it  terrifies  me. 
Would  you  believe  that  I have  projected  a tra- 
gedy ? The  fubjedt  is  taken  from  the  ^Eneid. 
The  action  is  to  reprefent  the  tender  and  con- 
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ftant  friendfhip  of  Nifus  and  Euryalus.  I pro- 
pofe  to  myfelf  to  end  my  fubjedfc  in  three  ads ; 
and  I had  arranged  and  digefted  the  materials, 
when  I was  taken  ill  : fince  when  Nifus  and 
Euryalus  have  appeared  to  me  more  formidable 
than  ever. 

For  your  own  part,  my  dear  friend,  you  are 
to  me  an  incomprehenfible  being.  I doubt 
whether  there  be  fuch  a perfon  as  Voltaiie  in 
the  world  ! I have  formed  a fyftem,  to  deny  his 
existence.  It  certainly  cannot  be  one  man, 
who  performs  the  prodigious  labours  which  are 
attributed  to  M.  de  Voltaire.  There  is  an  aca- 
demy, at  Cirey,  compofed  of  men  feleded 
from  the  whole  earth ; among  whom  there  are 
philofophers,  who  tranhate  Newton ; heroic 
poets ; writers  of  tragedy  ; fome  that  equal  Ca- 
tullus ; others  Thucydides ; and  the  works  of 
this  academy  are  publifhed  under  the  name  of 
Voltaire  : like  as  the  adts  of  a whole  army  are 
attributed  to  the  chief,  by  whom  it  is  command- 
ed. Fable  tells  us  of  a giant  with  a hundred 
arms;  you  have  a thoufand  minds.  You  wifh 
to  encircle  the  globe  which  Atlas  bears.  The 
prodigious  feverity  of  your  labours,  I own,  in- 
cites my  fears.  Do  not  forget  that,  though 
your  genius  be  immenfe,  your  body  is  exceed- 
ingly frail.  Let  me  entreat  you  to  pay  fome 

refpedt 
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refpedt  to  the  feelings  of  your  friends,  and  do 
not  render  your  land  barren  by  a forced  tillage. 
The  vivacity  of  your  mind  injures  your  health, 
and  your  extraordinary  induftry  preys  upon  your 
life. 

Since  you  promife  to  fend  me  the  paflages  of 
the  Henriade,  which  you  have  corredted,  let  me 
requeft  you  to  add  your  criticifms  on  thole 
which  you  have  expunged.  I am  inclined  to 
have  the  Henriade  engraved,  when  you  fhall 
have  fent  me  the  alterations  which  you  have 
thought  proper  to  make,  like  the  edition  of 
Horace,  that  has  been  engraved  at  London. 
Knobelfdorf,  who  draws  very  well,  will  make 
deligns  for  the  plates ; and  the  ode  to  Mau- 
pertuis  may  be  added,  together  with  the  moral 
epiftles,  and  other  of  your  pieces,  which  are 
clifperfed  in  various  publications.  Let  me  beg 
you  would  tell  me  your  opinion,  and  what  is 
your  wifh. 

It  is  difgraceful,  it  is  fhameful  to  France, 
that  you  fhould  be  perfecuted  with  impunity. 
It  is  the  duty  of  the  mailers  of  the  earth  to  ad- 
mi  niiter  jullice,  and  to  recompenfe  and  fupport 
virtue  againft  oppreffion,  and  the  calumnies  of 
vice.  My  indignation  is  incited  to  think  no 
perfon  undertakes  to  oppofe  the  fury  of  your 
enemies.  The  whole  nation  ought  to  take 

part. 
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part,  in  the  quarrel  of  him  who  labours  only  for 
the  fame  of  his  country  ; and  who  is  almoft  the 
only  man  who  does  honour  to  his  age.  Perfons 
who  think  juftly  defpife  the  defamatory  libel 
which  has  appeared,  and  hold  the  abominable 
authors  of  it  in  horror.  But  fuch  writings  can- 
not injure  your  reputation  : they  are  barblefs 
arrows;  Bander  too  atrocious  to  be  eafily  be- 
lieved. 

I have  written  to  Thiriot  whatever  it  is  ne- 
ceffary  he  fhould  know,  and  the  advice  which 
has  been  fent  him,  relative  to  his  condud,  he,  I 
hope,  will  profit  by.  You  know  that  I and  the 
marchionefs  are  your  tbeft  friends ; commit 
therefore,  your  defence  to  us,  whenever  you  are 
attacked.  Not  that  we  could  acquit  ourfelves 
with  equal  eloquence,  wit,  and  dignity,  as  you 
could  yourfelf : but  whatever  we  fay  will  come 
with  greater  force  ; becaufe  a friend,  angered 
at  the  wrong  a friend  has  received,  may  fay  ma- 
ny things  which  the  moderation  of  the  perfon 
offended  ought  to  fupprefs.  The  public  itfelf 
is  fooner  moved,  by  the  complaints  of  a com- 
paffionate  friend  than  of  an  injured  man,  who 
calls  for  vengeance.  I am  not  indifferent  to 
any  thing  which  affeds  you ; and  I zealouBy 
intereft  myfelf  in  the  felicity  of  him  who  applies 
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himfelf  inceflantly  to  afford  me  pleafure,  and 
inflrudion. 


LETTER  LXXXI. 

From  M.  ds  Voltaire * 

SIR?  February  iy,  1 739, 

I HAVE  received  your  new-year’s  gift-* 
I fent  one,  like  a fubjed,  to  your  royal  high- 
nefs;  a return  to  which  you  have  made,  like  a 
monarch.  Your  undated  letter  ; your  charm- 
ing verfes, 

Quelque  demon  mallcieux 

Se  joue , ajjurement , du  mondc  ; etc . * 

have  didipated  the  clouds  which  obfcured  the 
ferene  firmament  of  Cirey.  Vexation  comes 
from  Paris,  and  confolation  Lorn  Remufberg. 
In  the  name  of  our  mailer,  Apollo,  deign  to 
inform  me,  lir,  how  you  have  acquired  fo  per- 
fed  a knowledge  of  conditions  of  life  which 
feem  fo  very  diftant  from  your  fphere  of  adion. 
By  the  aid  of  what  microfcope  has  the  heir  of 
a great  monarchy  been  able  to  diftinguiili  all 

* Some  malicious  demon  alluredly  fports  with  the  world  ; & c. 
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the  fliades  which  checker  common  life  ? Thefe 
are  fubjecds  with  which  princes  are  totally  unac- 
quainted ; but  you  are  a man,  as  well  as  a 
prince. 

The  abbe  Alari  afked  permifiion  of  our 
king,  one  day,  to  go  into  the  country  for  a 
fhort  time,  and  to  depart  immediately.  What, 
faid  the  king ; is  your  coach  and  fix  ready  at 
the  door  ? The  king  imagined  that  every  man 
had  a coach  and  fix  at  lead. 

You  induce  me  to  believe  in  the  metempfy- 
chofis,  fir ; your  foul  mud  have  long  inhabited 
the  body  of  fome  amiable  private  perfon  ; a 
Rochefoucault,  or  a La  Bruy  ere.  What  a pic- 
ture of  the  rich,  overburdened  by  their  in  lipid 
happinefs;  and  of  the  quarrels  and  afflictions 
that  trouble  thofe  marriages  which,  in  appear- 
ance, are  mod  fortunate  ! What  a crowd  of 
ideas  and  images ! Apply  but  a fmall  farthing 
file  and  how  perfecd  will  be  the  workmanfhip  of 
your  derling  ore  ! You  create ; I do  but  cor- 
teed.  And  this  is  the  reafon  why  I dare  not 
yet  fend  your  royal  highnefs  my  new  tragedy  ; 
but  I take  the  liberty  to  prefent  a (hort  extracd, 
which  I have  lately  retouched,  from  the  Hen- 
riade. 

1 he  marchionefs  du  Chatelet  has  jud  receiv- 
ed a letter  from  your  royal  highnefs,  which  af- 
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fords  good  proof  that  Remufberg  is  foon  to  be- 
come an  academy  of  fciences,  I mull  be  high- 
]y  enamoured  of  truth  indeed  to  allow  that 
Emily  may  be  deceived  ; yet  truth  is  more  po- 
tent even  than  kings ; nay,  even  than  Emily. 

I think  you  are  very  right,  fir,  concerning 
the  fire  excited  by  a weft  wind.  Had  men  wait- 
ed till  Boreas  fhould  warm  them,  they  would 
have  been  in  great  danger  of  perifhing  with 
cold.  The  higheft  winds,  by  palling  through 
the  branches  of  trees,  lofe  much  of  their  force. 
Should  thefe  branches  be  dry,  they  would  fall ; 
fliQuld  they  be  green,  fridlion  to  eternity  would 
never  produce  a fpark.  It  is  much  more  pro- 
bable that  thunder,  rather  than  wind,  fhould 
have  occafioned  the  conflagration  of  forefts,  and 
the  various  volcanoes,  with  which  the  earth 
abounds,  were  our  flrft  furnaces 

The  memoir,  in  other  reipefts,  is  full  of  cu- 
rious refearches,  and  thoughts  equally  bold  and 
philosophic.  It  is  the  fyftem  of  Boerhaave,  of 
Muflchenbroeck,  and  often  that  of  Nature. 
Our  academy  has  given  a prize  to  one  man  for 
having  faid  that  fire  is  compofed  of  bubbles  f ; 

and 

* Sec  Letter  VIII.  from  the  Prince  Royal  to  the  mar- 
ehionefs  da  Chatelet.  T. 

f To  Euler— — The  prize  however  was  not  given,  by  the 

academy. 
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and  to  another  for  affirming  it  is  a cylindrical 
machine.  Such  is  the  tafte  of  our  nation.  He 
who  borders  on  romance  will  be  preferred  to 
the  perfon  who  ftudies  nature.  For  this  rea- 
fon,  I will  not  have  Merope  aded  ; but  I am 
preparing  a very  romantic  tragedy.  When  we 
are  in  the  land  of  Harlequin,  we  muft  wear  a 
Harlequin’s  jacket,  and  a black  mafk. 

Me  Ji  fata  meis  paterentur  ducere  vitam 
Aufplciis,  et  fponte  med  componere  curas  l 

Did  I live  under  the  government  of  my 
prince,  I would  compofe  no  fuch  works ; but 
endeavour  to  conform  to  his  mafculine  and  vi- 
gorous manner  of  thinking.  I would  kindle 
my  expiring  fire  by  the  fparks  of  his  genius. 
But  what  can  I do  in  France,  ill  and  perfecuted 
as  1 am,  and  ever  difturbed  by  the  dread  that 
envy  and  perfecution  will  at  length  be  my  de- 
ftrudion  ? The  defert  in  which  I have  taken 
refuge,  in  company  with  Minerva,  who,  under 
the  figure  of  madame  du  Chatelet,  is  become 
my  patronefs,  this  defert,  which  fhould  be  inac- 
ceffible  to  perfecutors,  has  not  prevented  their 
fury  from  coming  thither,  in  fearch  of  a lan- 

academy,  for  this  hypothefis  of  bubbles;  but  for  a very  ex. 
^client  formula,  for  the  propagation  of  found. 

H h 2 guifhing 
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guiftiing  hermit,  who  only  exifts  for  your  royal 
highnefs,  Emily,  and  ftudy. 

I am  with  the  moft  profound  refpedl,  moft 
tender  attachment,  &c. 


LETTER  LXXXII. 

From  M.  de  Voltaire . 

Cirey,  February  26,  1739- 

Oh  fearful  tidings  ! woe  of  woes ! 

The  hero  whom  all  hearts  adore, 

The  hope  and  idol  of  the  world, 

Perhaps,  oh  grief ! is  now  no  more  ! 

II. 

Some  envious  Fiend,  on  mifchief  bent, 

Would  nip  the  beauteous  rofe  in  bloom. 

Some  haggard  Fury,  hating  man. 

Opens  and  points  toward  the  tomb. 

III. 

God  of  the  healing  art,  defcend ! 

Ye  Mufes,  leave  your  heav’nly  fphere  ! 

Oh  hafle,  ye  Virtues,  hafte,  and  aid 
The  prince  in  whom  we  you  revere  ! 

IV. 

Defcend  and  clofe  the  gaping  grave; 

Let  him  not  fall  a facrifice  1 

u 
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In  him  ye  fplendid  live  and  reign ; 

With  him  your  hope,  your  glory  dies. 

V. 

Ev’n  at  the  flaming  mount  of  God, 

* In  bitter  grief,  Earth  loudly  cried— 
u Sap  my  foundations,  or  reftore 
“ My  hope,  my  blefling,  and  my  pride ! 

VI. 

Thou  know’ll.  Oh  God  ! that,  languid,  weak, 
“ With  many  a crime  my  bofom  llain’d, 

“ Since  this  high  boon  thou  hall  bellow’d, 

**  Of  ills  I’ve  never  once  complain’d.” 

VII. 

Heav’n  kindly  heard  the  prayer  of  Earth  ; 

The  Loves  and  Graces  hither  fped  ; 

Fallas  and  blell  Hygeia  fmil’d, 

And  Death  and  all  His  Demons  fled ! 

VIII. 

Rival  of  all  the  mighty  dead  ! 

Heroic  heart  of  mould  divine  ! 

If  yet  I form  a wilh  to  live, 

It  is  to  think  that  heart  is  mine ! 

IX. 

Born  to  misfortune,  I’m  the  fport 
Of  hateful  Envy,  foolilh  Zeal ; 

Nor,  during  my  poor  dregs  of  life, 

Can  e’er  the  wounds  they  gave  me  heal. 

X. 

But,  what  though  friends  ungrateful  prove, 

Or  cowards  faulter,  I forgive ; 

Heav’n  has  large  recompenfe  in  llorea 
And  this  I alk — Let  Frederic  live  ! 

H h 3 
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You  muft  excufe  thefe  fpiritlefs  verfes,  fir, 
which  the  heart  dictated  at  the  moment  of  that 
fear  in  which  I ftill  remain,  from  the  recollec- 
tion of  your  danger,  and  from  the  joy  which  I 
at  the  fame  moment  felt,  when,  by  your  own 
hand,  I was  informed  of  your  refurredtion. 

Yoyr  royal  highnefs  then  refembles  the 
fwan  of  yore,  which  fung  dying ! How  exquifite, 
fir,  was  the  confolation  I received,  from  your 
verfes  ! The  ftamina  of  life  mufl  be  great  in- 
deed in  a man  who  could  write  thus,  immedi- 
ately after  a difeafe  like  that  of  the  cramp  in  the 
ftomach ! And  how  profufe,  fir,  are  your  favours ! 
I have  no  protedtors,  but  you  and  Emily ; and- 
your  royal  highnefs  not  only  deigns  to  love  me, 
but  is  defirous  that  others  fhould  likewife  love 
me.  What  are  others  to  me  ? I fhall  not  have 
the  unfortunate  weaknefs  to  feek  applaufe  from 
Vadius,  when  I am  honoured  by  the  bounties 
of  Frederic.  But,  the  mifchief  is,  the  impla- 
cable hatred  of  Vadius  is  often  followed  by  the 
perfecution  of  Sejanus. 

I remain  in  France  becaufe  madame  du  Cha- 
telet  is  there ; otherwife  a more  profound  re- 
treat fhould  long  fince  have  concealed  me,  from 
perfecution  and  envy.  I do  not  hate  my  coun- 
try : I refpedt  and  love  the  government  under 
which  I was  born.  My  only  wifh  is  to  be  able 
7 t0 
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fcd  ptirfuc  my  ftudies,  with  more  tranquillity  and 
kfs  fear. 

Did  the  abbe  Desfontaines,  and  thofe  of  his 
ftamp,  who  perfecute  me,  remain  fatisfied  with 
defamatory  libels,  thefe  might  be  endured  : but 
there  is  no  engine  which  they  do  not  fet  in  mo- 
tion to  procure  my  ruin.  They  fomedmes  cir- 
culate fcandaious  writings,  which  they  impute 
to  me  ; at  others,  anonymous  letters  to  mini- 
fters ; tales  forged  at  will  by  Rouffeau,  and 
commented  upon  by  Desfontaines.  Bigots  join 
the  party,  and,  with  the  zealous  femblance  of 
religion,  maik  the  fury  with  which  they  feek  to 
injure  me.  I am  daily  in  dread  of  lofing  my 
liberty,  or  my  life;  and,  languid,  as  I am,  in 
folitude,  and  unable  to  defend  myfelf,  I am 
abandoned  by  thofe  very  perfons  to  whom  I 
have  done  moft  good,  and  who  think  it  their  in- 
tereft  to  betray  me.  Some  corner,  in  Holland, 
England,  Swifterland,  or  ellewhere,  might  (hel- 
ter  me  from  the  dorm  ; but  a moft  refpe£table 
lady  has  deigned  to  attach  her  happy  life  to  my 
unfortunate  exiftence.  She  foftens  every  cha- 
grin I feel,  though  (he  has  not  been  able  to  calm 
my  fears. 

While  I coitrd,  I concealed  from  your  royal 
bighnefs  my  affti&ing  fituation  ; notwithftand- 
ing  the  goodnefs  with  which  you  yourfelf 
H h 4 h*ve 
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have  deigned  to  bewail  it : I wiflied  to  fpare 
your  generous  mind  fuch  difagreeabJe  reflec- 
tions. I thought  only  of  the  fciences,  in  which 
you  delight ; i forgot  the  author,  whom  you 
have  deigned  to  love.  But  longer  to  have, 
kept  fecret  the  ftate  in  which  I am  would  have 
been  to  have  betrayed  my  prote&or.  1 have 
defcribed  it  as  it  is.  Horace  fays — 

Durum,  fed  levius ft  patient;  d ; 

and  I fay — 

Durum,  fed  levius  ft  per  Fredericum, 

Your  royal  highnefs  alfo  has  promifed  your 
protection,  in  behalf  of  the  affairs  which  ma- 
dame  du  Chatelet  has  to  difeufs,  on  the  confines 
of  your  territories.  She  thanks  you,  fir ; and 
fhe  alone  is  able  to  thank  you  properly,  for 
fuch  benefits.  Is  it  poffible  that  your  royal 
highnefs  fhould  be  in  Pruflia,  when  we  fliall  be 
near  Cleves  ? I hope,  at  lead,  that  we  fliall  be 
there  long  enough  at  length  to  fee  Jalutare 
meum. 

I am,  with  profound  refpedt,  &c. 


LET- 
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LETTER  LXXXIII. 

From  M.  de  Voltaire . 

SIR,  February  28,  1739. 

I RECEIVED  the  letter  of  your  royal 
highnefs,  dated  February  the  23d,  and  fent  my 
anfwer  by  the  fame  way.  We  immediately 
tried  the  experiment  of  the  watch  in  the  recipi-. 
ent.  The  privation  of  air  did  not  affebt  its 
motion,  which  depends  on  the  fpring.  The 
watch  is  now  tinier  the  bell ; and  I think  I per- 
ceive the  balance  may  perhaps  go  a little  falter, 
being  more  free  in  vacuum;  but  the' increafe  of 
motion  is  very  fmali,  and  probably  depends  on 
the  nature  of  the  watch.  It  is  evident,  from 
the  experiment,  that  the  air  has  no  effebt  on 
the  fpring  : and,  with  refpebt  to  the  fubtile 
matter  of  Defcartes,  I am  his  very  humble  fer- 
vant ! If  this  matter,  this  torrent  of  vortexes, 
proceed  in  one  direction,  how  can  the  fprings 
compofed  of  them  operate  in  every  direbtion  ? 
Nay,  indeed,  what  are  thefe  vortexes  ? 

But  what  are  machines,  or  air  pumps  to  me  ? 
I am  mod  interefted,  fir,  in  your  machine  ; in 
the  health  of  that  amiable  body  which  is  the 
abode  of  fo  beautiful  a mind.  And  am  I,  at 

faft. 
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laft,  obliged  to  fay  to  your  royal  highnefs  what 
you  have  fo  often  faid  to  me  ? Be  careful  of 
yourfelf : be  lefs  fevere  in  your  labours.  This 
you  fay,  fir,  to  a man  whofe  preservation  is 
ufelefs  to  the  world ; and  I repeat  it  to  one 
on  whom  the  happinefs  of  mankind  depends. 
Can  it  be  poffible,  fir,  that  your  accident  has 
been  attended  by  fuch  effeds  ? 

I have  done  myfelf  the  honour  to  write  to  M. 
Ploetz.  I have  alfo  direded  immediately  to 
yourfelf.  Alas ! I cannot  be  of  the  number  of 
thole  who  wait  around  your  perfon.  Nifus 
and  Euryalus  would  perhaps  be  more  amuling 
to  you,  in  your  convalefcence,  thanYubjeds  of 
calculation.-  1 arn  not  aftonilhed  that  the  hero 
of  friendfhip  fnould  choofe  fuch  a theme.  I 
impatiently  exped  the  firft  fcenes.  Scipio, 
far,  Augustus,  wrote  tragedies;  cur  non  Fre - 
derlcus  ? 

Your  royal  highnefs  does  me  too  much  ho-* 
nour : you  oppofe  my  misfortunes  with  too 
many  bounties.  1 have  made  fo  many  altera- 
tions, in  the  Henriade,  that  I fhall  be  obliged 
to  fend  you  the  work  entire,  with  the  correc- 
tions. If  you  will  give  me  your  commands, 
concerning  the  mode  in  which  it  may  be  con- 
veyed, they  fhall  be  executed.  I am  too  happy, 
in  defpite  of  my  enemies.  I return  you  a 

thoufand 


CORRESPONDENCE.  475 

thoufand  thanks  : my  heart  is  affe&ed  by  all 
you  have  deigned  to  fay  ! How  much  fhould  I 
prattle,  if  the  deplorable  Bate  of  my  health 
would  permit  me  to  write  more  ! Behold  me  at 
your  feet,  fir ; the  little  breath  I have  is  all  for 
Emily,  and  my  tutelary  deity. 

I am,  with  the  moft  profound  refped:,  and 
the  tendered;  gratitude,  &c. 


LETTER  LXXXIV. 

From  the  Prince  Royal . 

MY  DEAR  FRIEND,  Remulbei^, 

March  8,  1739*, 

SlNCE  the  lafl  letter  I wrote  to  you,  my 
health  has  been  fo  indifferent  that  I have  not 
been  able  to  work  at  any  thing  whatever.  Idle- 
nefs  is  to  me  much  more  infupportable  than  la- 
bour and  difeafe.  But  we  are  formed  of  a mor-i 
fel  of  clay ; and  it  would  be  fupremely  ridicu- 
lous in  us  to  expert  a great  degree  of  health, 
from  a machine  which  naturally  muft  be  often 
out  of  order,  and  which  is  obliged  to  wear  itfelf 
away,  finally  to  perifh. 

I fee. 


* Undated  in  the  Berlin  edition. 
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I fee,  by  your  letter,  you  are  in  a good  train 
to  corred  your  works.  I greatly  regret  that 
fome  grains  of  this  fage  criticifm  have  not 
alighted  upon  the  piece  which  I have  fent  to 
you.  I fhould  not  have  expofed  it  to  the  fun, 
but  with  an  intent  that  it  fhould  be  purified.  I 
do  not  exped  praifes  from  Cirey  ; they  are  not 
my  due  : but  I expert  hints,  and  fage  advice  ; 
thefe  you  certainly  owe  me,  and  I beg  you 
would  pay  no  regard  to  my  felf-love. 

I have  read  the  extrad  from  the  Henriade, 
which  you  have  corrected,  with  infinite  pleafure. 
It  is  beautiful ! Sublime ! I notwithstanding  wifh 
I had  written  that  which  you  have  expunged. 
I imagine  it  is  my  fate  to  feel,  more  ftrongly 
than  others,  the  beauties  with  which  you  adorn 
your  works.  The  fine  verfes  which  1 have  juft 
read  have  again  animated  me,  with  the  facred 
fire  of  Apollo.  Such  is  the  power  of  your  ge- 
nius, that  it  is  fympathetic  at  the  diftance  of  more 
than  two  hundred  leagues.  I will  again  firing 
my  lute,  to  produce  new  harmony. 

There  is  no  doubt  of  your  fuccefs,  in  the  new 
tragedy  you  are  writing.  When  you  fpeak  of 
fame,  we  imagine  we  liften  to  Julius  Csefar  : 
when  you  difcourfe  of  humanity,  nature  feems 
delivering  her  own  didates ; and,  if  love  be  the 
fubjed,  we  imagine  we  hear  the  tender  Anacreon, 


or 
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or  the  divine  fongfler  who  fighed  for  Lefbia. 
In  a word,  you  want  nothing  but  that  tranquillity 
of  mind  which,  with  all  my  heart,  I wifh  you 
enjoyed,  to  fucceed  and  produce  miracles  of 
every  kind. 

It  is  not  aflonifliing  that  the  Royal  Academy 
fliould  have  preferred  fome  bad  philofophical 
works,  to  the  excellent  effay  of  the  marchionefs. 
How  many  are  the  impertinencies  uttered  by 
philofophy  ! How  various  are  the  abfurdities  of 
the  human  mind,  in  the  fchools  ! What  paradox 
was  ever  broached,  which  has  not  found  fup- 
porters?  Men  have  always  been  addidled  to  the 
falfe.  I know  not  by  what  caprice  it  fliould 
happen  that  truth  fliould  continually  appear  to 
them  the  lead;  finking.  Prejudice,  vanity,  and 
a fuperficial  mind,  will,  I believe,  in  all  ages, 
be  enemies  to  the  progrefs  of  fcience  : and  it  is 
very  natural  that  the  literati,  by  profeflion, 
fhould  find  a difficulty  in  receiving  laws  from  a 
young  and  lovely  lady  ,*  whom  they  all  acknow- 
ledge the  objedt  of  their  admiration,  in  the 
kingdom  of  the  Graces ; but  whom  they  refufe 
to  acknowledge,  as  an  example  for  ftudy,  in  the 
land  of  fcience. 

You  render  a truly  philofophic  homage  to 
truth.  Thofe  interefls,  thofe  reafons,  fmall  or 
great,  thofe  thick  clouds  which  ufually  darken 

4 the 
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the  vulgar  eye,  have  no  influence  over  you; 
and  truths  approach  as  much  nearer  your  in- 
telligence as  the  liars,  which  are  viewed  through 
a telefcope,  become  more  clearly  manifeft  to  the 
light.  It  were  to  be  wilhed  that  men  were  all 
fuperior  to  corruption,  error  and  deceit;  and 
that  truth  and  good  tafte  fhould  ferve  as  general 
rules,  in  ferious  compofltions,  and  works  of  wit: 
but  how  few  of  the  learned  are  capable  of 
facrificing  the  prejudices  of  efteem,  the  power 
of  beauty,  and  the  force  of  friendship,  to  truth  1 
A vigorous  mind  is  necefiary,  to  vanquish  op- 
ponents fo  puifiant : and  the  triumph  which,  on 
fuch  an  occafion,  is  gained,  over  friendship,  is 
greater  than  that  gained  over  felf.  The  winds 
are,  as  you  allow,  properly  confined  in  the  cave 
of  iEolus,  from  which,  before  we  take  them,  I 
imagine  we  ought  to  Shew  caufe. 

I have  been  greatly  afle&ed  by  the  perfecu- 
tions  which  you  endure  : they  refemble  dorms, 
that  for  a time  deprive  the  ocean  of  its  calm  ; 
and  I ardently  wifli  I were  the  Neptune  of  the 
JEneid,  that  I might  procure  you  that  tranquillity 
which  I fo  Sincerely  wifli  you  to  enjoy.  Permit 
me  to  recal  to  your  memory  thofe  two  fine  lines, 
in  your  epiftle  to  Emily,  in  which  you  have 
given  yourfelf  fo  excellent  a leflon  : 


TranquilU 
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Tranquille  au  haut  des  cieux , que  Newton  s'ejl  foumisy 

II  ignore^  en  effety  s’iJ  a des  ennemis  *. 

Take  my  advice,  and  leave  that  contemptible 
crowd,  of  abjedt  foes,  as  furious  as  they  are  im- 
potent, to  crawl  beneath  you.  Your  merit  and 
your  fame  will  be  your  sgis.  Envy  will  in  vain 
purfue  you ; her  darts  will  be  blunted  and 
broken,  when  hurled  againft  the  author  of  the 
Henriade ; in  a word,  againft  Voltaire.  Let 
me  add,  if  the  intention  of  your  enemies  be  to 
injure,  you  have  no  reafon  to  fear  them,  for 
this  they  never  can  do  ; and,  if  they  only  feek 
to  torment  you,  which  is  moft  apparent,  you 
would  be  very  ill  advifed  to  give  them  that 
fatisfadlion.  Confcious  of  your  merit,  and 
clothed  in  your  virtue,  you  ought  to  enjoy  that, 
mild  and  happy  peace  which  is  the  moft  denrable 
thing  on  earth.  Let  me  entreat  you  to  form 
iuch  a refolution  ! I am  interefted  in  it ; both 
from  friend  (hip  and  from  the  part  which  I take 
in  your  health,  and  exiftence. 

Pray  inform  me  which  way,  or  by  whom,  I 
may  lend  you  what  I have  fet  apart,  for  yourfelf 
and  the  march ionefs  : all  is  ready  and  packed 
up.  Adt  openly,  and  tell  me,  as  I wi(h,  what 
you  find  moft  expedient. 

* Tranquilly  feated,  in  the  heavens  he  has  fubjugated, 
Newton  knows  not  that  he  has  enemies. 

The 
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The  marchionefs  afks  whether  I have  received 
the  extracts  from  Newton,  which  (he  has  made, 
and  I forgot  to  anfwer  her  quedion  : but  I beg 
you  to  tell  her  that  Thiriot  fent  it,  and  that  it 
charmed  me;  as  every  thing  does  which  comes 
from  her.  In  reality,  the  marchionefs  is  fo  ex- 
igent, (lie  wiihes  to  rob  us  men  of  all  the  ad- 
vantageous privileges  of  our  fex ; and  I fear, 
if  (lie  fhould  undertake  to  command  armies, 
fhe  would  put  the  afhes  of  Conde  and  Turenne 
to  fhame.  Oppofe  a progrefs  which  gives  us 
fuch  a profped  of  futurity,  and  take  care  at  lead 
that  fome  kind  of  glory  (hall  remain  ours. 

I am  full  of  projeds.  If  I acquire  but  a 
partial  return  of  health,  you  will  be  inundated, 
at  Cirey,  by  my  works ; like  as  Italy  was  overrun 
by  the  invadon  of  the  Goths.  Let  me  entreat 
you  to  ad  always  as  my  judge,  and  not  as  my 
panegyrifL 


LETTER  LXXXV. 

From  the  Prince  Royal . 

MY  DEAR  FRIEND,  ,,  Rerau(berff> 

March  22,  1739* 

I WAS  in  furious  hade  to  difcover  my 
philofophical  projeds.  It  mud  be  owned,  it 
was  very  much  the  ad  of  a young  man,  to  dare 

to 
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to  propofe  problems  to  mailers  in  the  art, 
after  having  acquired  a flight  knowledge  of 
phyfics.  I blufh,  make  honourable  amends, 
and  promife  you  lhall  no  more  hear  me  fpeak  of 
perihelion  nor  aphelion,  till  I have  previoufly 
gained  information. 

Forgive  my  ignorance,  however,  when  I objefl 
to  the  vacuum  which  you  fuppofe  between  the 
fun  and  earth.  It  feems  to  me  that,  in  what  he 
has  written  on  light,  Newton  fays  the  rays  of  the 
fun  are  material,  and  that  therefore  a vacuum  is 
neceffary,  in  order  that  thefe  rays  may  arrive  in 
fo  fhort  a time.  But,  if  thefe  rays  be  material 
and  occupy  a fpace  fo  immenfe,  the  whole  in- 
terval will  then  be  full  of  luminous  matter; 
confequently,  there  is  no  vacuum  ; and  the  fub- 
tile  matter  of  Defcartes,  or  the  sether,  as  it  fhall 
pleafe  you  to  call  it,  is  replaced  by  your  light. 
What  then  becomes  of  the  vacuum  ? After 
this,  do  not  expefl  a (ingle  word  more  from  me, 
on  phyfics. 

I am  a volunteer  in  philofophy.  I am  well 
perfuaded  we  never  (hall  penetrate  into  the 
fecrets  of  nature ; and,  remaining  neuter  between 
all  fe&s,  I can  look  on  without  prejudice,  and 
amufe  myfelf  at  their  expence. 

I am  not  equally  indifferent  to  what  concerns 
morality  : this  is  the  mod  necefiary  branch  of 

vol.  vi.  I i philo- 
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philofophy,  and  that  which  contributes  mod  to 
the  happinefs  of  mankind. 

Let  me  beg  you  to  corre&  the  piece  I fend  you 
on  tranquillity.  My  health  has  not  permitted  me 
to  do  much ; but,  in  the  mean  time,  I have 
given  this  fketch.  They  are  crude  ideas,  which 
the  hand  of  an  able  painter  fhould  bring  to  per- 
fection. I wait  my  returning  powers,  to  begin 
my  tragedy.  I will  exert  myfelf  to  fucceed,  but 
1 am  convinced  that  the  piece,  when  finifhed, 
will  be  good  for  nothing,  except  to  paper  the 
hair  of  the  marchionefs. 

I am  meditating  a work  on  Machiavel's 
prince.  Thefe  various  fubjeds  are  revolving  in 
my  mind ; and  the  aid  of  fome  deity  is  necef- 
fary,  to  reduce  the  chaos  to  order.  I impatiently 
expeCt  the  Henriade,  but  I earneflly  defire  you 
to  fend  me  the  criticifm  of  the  pafifages  you 
retrench.  Nothing  can  be  more  inftru&ive, 
nothing  more  capable  of  forming  the  tade,  than 
thefe  remarks. 

Pleafe  to  fend  your  letters  by  the  way  of 
Michelet,  which  is  the  bed.  Inform  me  of  the 
date  of  your  health,  I beg ; for  I am  very  ap- 
prehenfive  that  the  perfecutions,  and  continual 
affairs  you  have  on  hand,  fliould  render  it  worfe 
than  it  is. 


I am,  &c. 


LET- 


CORRESPONDENCE. 


LETTER  LXXXVI. 

From  the  Prince  Royal . 

Remufberg,  April  15,  1739* 

I WAS  very  fenfibly  affe&ed  by  the  mov- 
ing recital,  which  you  have  given  me,  of  your 
deplorable  fituation.  A ffiend,  at  fome  hundreds 
of  leagues  diftance,  apparently,  can  be  but  of 
little  utility ; yet  I mean  to  make  an  attempt 
in  your  favour,  which  I hope  may  in  fome 
manner  be  beneficial.  Alas,  dear  Voltaire,  why 
cannot  I offer  you  an  afylum,  where  moft  af» 
furedly  you  fhould  fuffer  nothing  fimilar  to 
thofe  vexations  which  are  heaped  upon  you, 
by  your  ungrateful  country  ! You  would  here 
find  neither  calumniators,  ungrateful,  nor  en- 
vious perfons ; but  men  capable  of  doing 
juftice  to  your  merit,  and  of  diftinguifhing  that 
which  Nature,  above  all  her  works,  has  fo  highly 
diflinguifhed. 

Would  I were  able  to  alleviate  your  afflic- 
tions ! I can  allure  you,  I meditate  the  means  of 
ferving  you  efficacioufly.  Confole  yourfelf  as 
well  as  you  can,  my  dear  friend,  and  remember 
that,  to  maintain  an  equality  of  conditions 
among  men,  misfortunes  were  neceifary,  in 
I i 2 order 
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order  to  balance  the  advantages  you  enjoy,  of 
genius,  and  the  friendfhip  of  the  marchionefs. 

On  occafions  like  thefe,  it  is  neceffary  to  ob- 
tain that  aid  from  philofophy  which  may  mode- 
rate the  fird  tranfports  of  grief,  and  calm  the 
impetuous  emotions  which  chagrin  excites  in  the 
foul.  I know  that  advice  cods  nothing;  and 
that  the  pradice  of  it  is  almod  impoffible.  I 
know,  too,  that  the  ftrength  of  your  own  mind 
is  diffident  to  oppofe  every  calamity.  Still, 
however,  the  fympathy  of  friendfhip  may  im- 
part confolation  and  fortitude. 

Your  adverfaries  are,  indeed,  people  fo  con- 
temptible that  you  certainly  fhould  not  fear  their 
power  to  injure  your  reputation.  The  teeth  of 
envy  are  blunted,  whenever  (lie  attempts  to  bite 
you.  We  need  but  read  the  calumnies  which 
are  difperfed,  concerning  you,  without  partiality, 
and  we  fhail  difcover  their  malice,  and  infamy. 
Remain  at  peace,  my  dear  Voltaire,  and  wait 
till  you  can  tade  the  fruits  of  my  endeavours. 

I hope  the  air  of  Flanders  will  occafion  you 
to  forget  your  fufferings ; like  as  the  waters  of 
Lethe  efface  all  recoil  edion  of  pain,  among  the 
dead. 

I exped  to  hear  from  you,  to  know  when  it 
will  be  agreeable  to  the  marchionefs  that  I fhould 
fend  her  a letter,  for  the  duke  d’Aremberg. 

My 
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My  Hungarian  wine  and  amber  languifh  to 
depart.  I fhall  fend  the  whole  to  Bruffds,  when 
I hear  you- are  fafely  arrived. 

Have  the  goodnefs  to  addrefs  the  letters 
which  you  write  to  me,  from  Cirey,  by  way  of 
the  trader  Michelet,  which  will  be  the  fhorteft. 
But,  if  yon  write  to  me  from  Brulfels,  let  it  be 
under  the  addrefs  of  general  Borck,  at  Wefel. 
You  will  wonder  that  I fhould  have  been  fo 
long  without  anfwering  you ; but  you  will  eafily 
unravel  the  myftery,  when  you  know  that  a 
fortnight’s  abfence  prevented  me  from  receiving 
your  letter,  which  lay  waiting  here  for  me. 

I entreat  you  would  never  doubt  of  the  fen- 
timents  of  friendfhip  and  efteem  with  which  I 
am,  &c. 


L E T T E Pv  LXXXVII, 

From  M,  de  Voltaire . 

SIR,  Cirey,  April  15,  1739. 

DURING  the  numbers  of  Nifus  and 
Euryalus,  your  royal  highnefs  nobly  tries  your 
ftrength  in  worthy  amufements.  Your  French 
ftyle  is  arrived  at  fo  great  a degree  of  precifion, 

I i 3 and 
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and  elegance,  that  I imagine  you  were  born  in 
the  Verfailles  of  Louis  XIV,  that  Bo  duet  and 
Fenelon  were  your  tutors,  and  Madame  de 
Sevigne  your  nurfe. 

If  however  you  with  to  fubjed  yourfelf  to  our 
miferable  rules  of  verification,  I (hall  do  my- 
felf  the  honour  to  inform  your  royal  highnefs 
that  our  timid  writers  avoid  as  much  as  pof- 
fible  the  ufe  of  the  word  croient  in  poetry ; be- 
caufe,  if  it  be  pronounced  as  two  fyllables,  the 
refult  will  be  the  pronunciation  is  not  French, 
but  the  found  will  refemble  croyint ; and,-  if  pro- 
nounced as  one  fyllable,  it  is  too  Jong.  Thus, 
inftead  of  faying 

Its  croient  reformer  ,Jlupides  t emir  cures,  &c. 

the  Apollos  of  Remufberg  may  with  the  fame 
safe  fay, 

Jls  penfent  reformer,  Jlupides  timer  cures.  * 

But  I am  infinitely  charmed  continually  to 
perceive,  fir,  in  your  mod  trifling  amufements, 
an  inexhauftible  fund  of  philofophy. 

With  refped  to  that  other  more  uncertain 
branch  of  philofop  ly,  which  we  call  phyfics, 
it  will  no  doubt  enter  into  your  fanduary. 
Your  very  objedions  already  afford  inftrudiom 

* Rafhly  ftupid,  they  think  to  reform,  &c» 

x Rays 
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Rays  of  light  muft  certainly  be  material, 
becaufe  they  may  be  divided : they  heat,  they 
burn,  they  go  and  come ; and  becaufe  they 
were  able  to  give  impulfe  to  a watch  fpring, 
placed  near  the  focus  of  the  glafs  of  the  prince 
of  Hefle.  But  whether  it  be  a fubftance  pre- 
cifely  fuch  as  that  concerning  which  we  have 
obtained  three  or  four  ideas,  and  whether  its  pro- 
perties are  the  fame,  this  is  a fubjed  concerning 
which  we  have,  hitherto,  obtained  nothing  bet- 
ter than  probable  conjectures. 

As  to  the  fpace  which  is  filled  by  the  rays 
of  the  fun,  thefe  rays  are  fo  far  from  forming 
an  abfolute  plenum,  in  the  road  they  travel, 
that  the  matter  which  is  emitted  by  the  fun,  in 
a year,  perhaps  does  not  confift  of  two  cubic 
feet,  and  perhaps  does  not  weigh  two  ounces. 

The  fad  is  that  Rnemer  has  well  demonftrated, 
in  defpite  of  Maraldi,  that  light  travels  from 
the  fun  to  the  earth  in  feven  minutes  and  a half : 
and,  on  the  other  hand,  Newton  has  proved  that 
a body,  which  moves  in  a fluid  of  the  fame 
denfity'  as  itfelf,  lofes  the  half  of  its  motion, 
after  having  traverfed  thrice  its  diameter,  and  is 
foon  totally  deprived  of  motion.  The  refult  of 
this  is  that  light,  did  it  penetrate  a fluid  more 
denfe  than  itfelf,  would  lofe  its  motion  much 
rnore  quickly,  and  would  never  arrive  at  the 
I i 4 earth  j 
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earth ; confequently,  it  travels  through  the  raoft 
abfolute  fpace. 

Bradley  has  further  difcovered  that  the  light 
which  comes  from  Sirius,  to  the  earth,  is  not 
more  retarded,  in  its  courfe,  than  that  of  the  fun. 
If  this  will  not  prove  a vacuum,  I know  not 
what  will. 

Your  idea,  fir,  of  refuting  Machiavel  is  much 
more  worthy  of  a prince,  iuch  as  you,  than  that 
of  refuting  mere  philofophers.  The  knowledge 
of  man,  and  his  duties,  form  your  chief  ftudy. 
It  is  for  a prince  like  you  to  inftrufl  princes  ; 
and  I will  be  bold  enough  moil  earneftly  to  en- 
treat your  royal  highnefs  to  adhere  to,  and  exe- 
cute, this  noble  plan. 

Your  continued  goodnefs,  fir,  to  the  Henri - 
ade  originates,  no  doubt,  in  the  ideas  which 
you  have  there  found,  that  are  fo  oppofite  to 
the  principles  of  Machiavel.  You  have  deign- 
ed to  love  an  author  who  is  equally  the  enemy 
of  tyranny  and  rebellion.  Your  royal  highnefs 
is  good  enough  to  command  me  to  fend  you 
an  account  of  the  alterations  I have  made,  and 
I obey. 

The  firft  confiderable  change  is  that  of  the 
combat  between  d’Ailly  and  his  fon.  It  feemed 
to  me  that  this  incident,  affefling  in  itfelf,  was 
not  of  fufficient  extent;  and  that  the  pafilons 

would 
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would  not  be  moved  by  a flight  mention  of  the 
fubjedt.  I endeavour  to  follow  the  excellent 
example  which  Virgil  affords,  in  Nifus  and 
Euryalus.  If  I am  not  miftaken,  it  is  neceffary 
that  characters  (hould  appear  long  enough  be- 
fore the  fpectator  for  him  to  feel  fome  attach- 
ment to  them.  I delight  in  rapid  images,  but 
I alfo  delight  occafionally  to  dwell  on  pathetic 
circumftances. 

The  fecond  mod  important  change  is  in  the 
tenth  book.  The  combat  between  Turenne 
and  d’Aumale  feemed  too  hafty.  I had  avoid- 
ed the  great  difficulty,  which  confifts  in  depict- 
ing circumftances ; and  I have  now  wreftled 
with  this  difficulty.  The  verfes  begin  as  follow : 

O Dieu!  cria  Turenne,  arbitre  de  mon  roi,”  &c. 

I believe,  fir,  I am  the  firft  poet  who  has 
made  a fimile  on  the  refradlion  of  light ; and 
the  firft  Frenchman  who  has  defcribed  a com- 
bat, in  which  the  art  of  fencing  forms  a part  of 
the  defcription. 

In  tenui  labor,  at  tenuis  non  gloria,  Ji  quern 
Numina  lava  finunt , auditque  vocatus  Apollo . 

Numina  lava  are  thofe  who  perfecute  me; 
and  vocatus  Apollo  is  my  protedtor,  at  Remuf- 
berg.  That  I may  entirely  obey  my  Apollo, 

I muft 
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I rauft  further  inform  him  I have  retrenched 
the  four  following  lines,  which  concluded  the 
firft  book. 

Sur-toufr,  en  ecoutant  ces  trifles  avantures, 

Pardonnez,  grande  reine,  & des  verites  dures 

Qu’un  autre  eut  pu  vous  taire,  ou  faurait  mieux  voiler, 

Mais  que  Bourbon  jamais  n’a  pu  diiTimuler  *. 

As  thefe  difagreeable  truths,  of  which  Henry 
IV.  fpeaks,  did  not  glance  at  queen  Elizabeth, 
but  at  kings  whom  Elizabeth  did  not  love,  it  is 
felf  evident  that  no  apology  was  neceffaty  to 
the  queen.  I had  fuffered  this  error  to  remain 
too  long ; and,  inftead  of  thefe  lines,  I have 
fubftituted 

Un  autre,  en  vous  parlant,  pourrait  avec  adrefTe,  &c. 

I have  made  a little  addition  to  the  fixth 
book,  when  Potier  demands  audience,  begin- 
ning thus  : 

II  eleve  la  voix  ; on  murmure,  on  s’empreffe,  &c. 

I imagined  thefe  images  were  proper  to  the 
epic  poem,  ut  piftura  poejis  erit. 

In  the  feventh  book,  fpeaking  of  hell,  I add — - 

* While  Kftening  to  thefe  mournful  adventures,  pardon, 
great  queen,  truths  fo  difagreeable,  which  another  narrator 
might  have  buried  in  filence,  or  have  veiled,  but  that  Bour- 
bon knows  not  to  diffemble. 


Etes-vous 
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Etes-vousen  ceslieux,  fa’bleset  tendres  occurs, 

Qui,  livres  aux  plaifirs,  et  couches  fur  des  fleurs, 

Sans  fiel  et  fans  fierte,  couliez  dans  la  parefle 
Vos  inutiles  jours,  files  par  la  mollefle  ? 

Avec  les  fcelerats  feriez-vous  confondus, 

Vous,  mortels  bienfefans  ; vous,  amis  des  vertus; 

Qui,  par  un  feul  moment  de  doute,  ou  de  faiblefle, 

Avez  feche  les  fruits  de  trente  ans  de  fagefle  * ? 

This  perhaps,  fir,  may  infpire  you  with  Tome 
pity  for  the  poor  damned;  among  whom  people 
fo  worthy  are  found.  But  the  mold  eflentiai 
change,  in  my  poem,  is  an  invocation,  which 
ought  immediately  to  fucceed  that  which  I have 
made  to  the  ilranger  deity,  Truth.  To  whom 
ought  I to  addrefs  myfelf,  if  not  to  her  favour- 
ite; a prince  who  loves  and  is  beloved;  a prince 
fo  dear  to  me,  and  fo  uncommon  to  the  world  ? 
Thus,  therefore,  do  I addrefs  myfelf,  to  this 
adorable  prince,  at  the  beginning  of  the  Hen- 
riade.  _ 

Et  toi,  jeane  heros,  toujours  conduit  par  die, 

Difciple  de  Trajan,  rival  de  Marc-Aurele, 

* Are  you  in  tbefe  abodes,  yielding  and  tender  hearts, 
who,  addicted  to  pleafures,  and  reclined  on  beds  of  flowers, 
devoid  of  gall  or  pride,  paifed  in  happy  indolence  your  ufelefs 
days  ? And  you,  beneficent  mortals,  friends  of  virtue,  do 
you,  for  a fingle  moment  of  doubt  and  weaknefs,  after  thirty 
years  continued  wifdom,  fuifer  like  the  infamous  and  the 
wicked? 

Citoyen 
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Citoyen  fur  le  tr6ne,  et  Pcxemple  du  Nord, 

Sois  mon  plus  cher  appui;  fois  mon  plus  grand  fupport? 
LaifTe  les  autres  rois,  ces  faux  dieux  de  la  terre, 

Porter  de  toutes  partes  ou  la  fraude  ou  la  guerre  : 

De  leurs  faufies  vertus  laiffe  les  s’honorer : 

Ila  defolent  le  monde,  et  tu  dois  Peclairer  *. 

1 requed,  on  my  knees  I requeft,  your  royal 
highnefs.  will  fuller  thefe  verfes  to  be  printed,  in 
the  beautiful  edition  which  you  have  under- 
taken of  the  Henriade.  Wherefore  forbid  me, 
who  only  write  for  the  promotion  of  truth,  to 
fpeak  that  truth  which  1 hold  mod  precious  ? 

I expedt  to  fend  your  royal  highnefs  fome- 
thing  to  amufe  you,  when  I come  to  the  Ne- 
therlands. I have  not  omitted  to  make  provi- 
fion,  notwithftanding  my  illnefs.  The  Apollo 
of  Remus  and  Emily  are  my  fupporters. 

Madame  du  Chatelet  neither  knows  how  to 
thank  your  royal  highnefs  nor  to  have  the  Hun- 
garian wine  directed.  It  is  our  intention  to 
depart  at  the  beginning  of  May,  and  I will  do 
myfelf  the  honour  to  write  to  your  royal  high- 

* And  thou,  youthful  hero,  by  Truth  conduced,  difciple 
of  Trajan,  rival  of  Marcus  Aurelius,  a man,  although  a king, 
the  example  of  the  North,  be  thou  my  deareft  befl.  fupport ! 
Let  other  monarchs,  thofe  falfe  gods  of  the  earth,  propagate 
war  and  fraud;  let  them  glory  in  their  falfe  virtues!  They 
defolate  that  world  which  thou  art  doomed  to  enlighten  ! 

nefs. 
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nefs,  as  foon  as  we  (hall  know  which  way  to 
fteer  our  courfe. 

As  it  is  neceflary  to  tell  our  matter  every 
thing  that  concerns  us,  it  is  probable  that,  on 
our  return  from  the  Netherlands,  we  fhall  fix 
our  abode  at  Paris.  Madame  du  Chatelet  has 
lately  purchafed  a houfe,  built  by  one  of  the 
greateft  architects  of  France,  and  painted  by  Ee 
Brun  and  Le  Sueur  * ; a houfe  proper  for  aphi- 
lofophic  king.  It  is  fortunately  fo  diftant,  from 
the  fafhionable  part  of  the  town,  that  we  have 
purchafed  that  for  two  hundred  thoufand  livres 
(eight  thoufand  three  hundred  pounds)  which 
has  coft  two  millions  in  building  and  decorat- 
ing. This  I regard  as  a fecond  Cirey.  The 
tears  fwim  in  my  eyes,  when  I recollect  how 
diftant  all  this  is  from  the  ttates  of  Marcus- 
Aurelius- Frederic.  Nature  committed  a great 
mi  (take,  when  (he  caufed  me  to  be  born  a citi- 
zen of  Paris.  My  body  only  will  be  there; 
my  foul  will  ever  remain  with  Emily,  and  the 
adorable  prince  to  whom  I (hall  ever  pay  the 
molt  profound  refpecft,  and  with  the  permiffion 
of  your  royal  highnefs  all  the  tendernefs,  &c. 

* The  Hotel  Lambert. 
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LETTER  LXXXVIIL 

From  M.  de  Voltaire. 

SIR,  Cirey,  April  25,  1739# 

I HAVE  the  honour  to  fend  your  royal 
highnefs  the  lees  of  my  wine — Here  are  the 
corrections  of  a work  which  never  will  be  wor- 
thy of  the  fingular  protection  it  receives  from 
you  I have  done  every  thing  which  depend- 
ed on  me ; your  auguft  name  muft  perform  the 
reft.  Permit,  fir,  the  name  of  the  moft  enlight- 
ened, mod  generous,  and  moft  amiable  of 
princes  to  fhed  a fplendour  over  the  work, 
which  will  embellifh  its  very  defeCts.  Indulge 
this  teflimony  of  my  tender  refpeCt,  which  can- 
not be  fufpeCted  of  flattery.  This  is  the  only 
kind  of  homage  which  the  public  approves : in 
this  I am  but  the  interpreter  of  every  one  who 
is  acquainted  with  your  genius;  all  know  I 
fhould  fay  as  much,  were  you  not  the  heir  of  a 
throne. 

I dedicated  Zaire  to  a merchant,  in  whom  I 
only  fought  a man  : he  was  my  friend,  and  I 
honoured  his  virtue.  I prefume  to  dedicate; 
the  Henriade  to  a fuperior  fpirit ! Prince  though 

he 
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he  be,  I rather  delight  in  his  genius  than  revere 
his  rank. 

We  fhall  depart  immediately,  fir,  and  I fhali 
do  myfelf  the  honour  to  requeft  your  /royal 
highnefs  will  fend  me  your  commands,  as  foon 
as  that  chicanery,  which  has  diredted  our  courfe, 
will  permit  us  to  have  any  fixed  place  of  refi- 
dence.  Madame  du  Chatelet  is  preparing  to 
contend  for  fmall  eftates,  while  probably  you 
will  contend  for  greater,  in  arms.  Thefe  eftates 
are  very  near  the  theatre  of  that  war  which  I 
dread, 

Mantua  va  rnifera  nimlum  •vicina  Cremona! 

I flatter  myfelf  that  a branch  of  your  laurels, 
fufpended  over  the  gate  of  the  caftle  of  Bering- 
hen,  will  fave  it  from  deftrudtion.  Your  tall 
grenadiers  will  do  me  no  harm,  when  1 fhali 
fhow  them  your  letters.  I fhali  tell  them  non 
hie  in  preelia  veni.  They  underftand  Virgil,  no 
doubt ; and,  if  they  are  determined  on  pillage, 
I fhall  exclaim  Barbarus  has  fegetes  ! At  hear- 
ing which,  for  the  firft  time,  they  will  fly.  Let 
me  find  any  Pruftian  regiment  attempting  to 
flop  me  ! Gentlemen,  fay  I,  do  you  know  that 
your  prince  is  caufing  my  Henriade  to  be  en- 
graved ; and  that  I belong  to  Emily  ? The  co- 

5 lonel 
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lonel  will  liften  to  reafon,  and  a(k  me  to  (upper } 
but  unfortunately  I never  fup. 

I was  one  day  taken  as  a fpy,.  by  the  foldiers 
of  the  regiment  of  Conti.  The  prince,  their 
colonel,  inftead  of  ordering  me  to  be  hanged, 
invited  me  to  (upper.  But  at  prefent,  fir,  I am 
in  continual  fear  left  the  powers  that  be  fhould 
fhew  me  a cord  inftead  of  a bottle.  The  cardi- 
nal de  Fleuri  formerly  loved  me,  when  I ufed 
to  meet  him  at  the  houfe  of  the  lady  of  marfhal 
Villars  ; altri  tempi  alt  re  cure . It  is  now  the 
fafhion  to  perfecute  me,  nor  can  I conceive 
how  fome  pleafantries,  in  this  letter,  have  efcap- 
ed  me ; amid  the  vexations  which  overwhelm 
my  mind,  and  the  perpetual  pains  which  prey 
upon  my  body.  But  your  portrait,  to  which  I 
continually  look  u«p,  fays, 

Matte  anlmo.  1 

, Durum,  fed  levlus fit  patientid, 

Quid  quid  corrigere  efnefas . 

I once  again  venture  to  exhort  your  great  ge- 
nius to  honour  Virgil,  in  Nifus  and  Euryalus  ; 
and  to  confound  Machiavel.  It  is  for  you  to 
write  the  panegyric  of  friendfhip  ,*  it  is  for  you 
to  deftroy  that  infamous  policy  which  fyftema- 
tizes  vice  into  virtue.  The  word  policy,  in  its 
original  (ignification,  meant  citizen ; but,  at 

1 prefent. 
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prefent,  thanks  to  our  perverfity,  it  means  de- 
ceiver of  citizens.  Reftore  it,  fir,  to  its  true 
fignification  : teach  men  to  know  and  revere 
virtue. 

I am  labouring  to  finifh  a work  which  I fnall 
do  myfelf  the  honour  to  fend  your  royal  high- 
nefs,  as  foon  as  my  mind  is  fufficiently  at  eafe. 
You  fhall  not  want  my  frivolous  productions; 
as  long  as  they  can  afford  you  any  amufement, 
they  are  at  your  command. 

The  marchionefs  du  Chatelet  never  fails  to 
join  her  homage  to  mine.  * 

I am,  with  the  utmoft  refpedt  and  veneration. 
Sir,  &c. 


LETTER  LXXXIX. 

From  the  Prince  Royal . 

MY  DEAR  FRIEND,  Rupin,  May  16,  1739  *, 

I RECEIVED  two  of  your  letters  aim  oft 
at  the  fame  time,  and  on  the  point  of  my  depar- 
ture for  Berlin;  fo  that  I have  been  only  able  to 
fend  a general  anfwer  to  both.  I am  infinitely 

* Undated  in  the  Berlin  edition. 

K k 
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obliged  to  you,  for  having  communicated  the 
alterations  which  you  have  made  in  your  Hen- 
riade.  It  is  for  you  only  to  excel  your  former 
excellence.  Every  alteration  which  I have 
read  is  moft  excellent,  and  I never  ceafe  won- 
dering at  the  force  which  the  French  language 
acquires,  in  your  works.  Had  Virgil  been  bom 
a citizen  of  Paris,  he  never  could  have  written 
any  thing  equal  to  the  combat  of  Turenne. 
There  is  an  ardour  in  the  defcription  which  tranf- 
ports  me.  Confefs  the  truth  ! You  were  pre- 
fent  at  this  combat ; you  faw  it,  and  wrote 
down  each  lunge,  each  parry,  given  and  receiv- 
ed ; you  noted  each  gefture  of  the  champions, 
and,  by  that  fuperior  force  peculiar  to  genius, 
read  every  thing  that  palled  in  the  hearts  of 
thefe  valiant  combatants.  Caracci  could  not 
better  have  drawn  the  different  attitudes  of  this 
duel ; and  Le  Brun,  with  all  his  colouring,  cer- 
tainly never  could  have  equalled  the  little  pic- 
ture of  refra&ion,  given  by  our  amiable,  our 
dear,  philofophic  poet. 

The  paflage  added  to  the  feventh  book  is 
alike  admirable,  and  very  proper  to  find  a place 
in  the  edition  which  I am  preparing,  of  the 
Henriade.  But,  my  dear  Voltaire,  fpare  the 
race  of  bigots,  and  fear  your  perfecutors.  This 
fingle  article  is  enough  to  bring  you  into  new 
5 troubles. 
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troubles.  Nothing  is  more  pernicious  than  to 
be  fufpedted  of  irreligion.  In  vain  do  we  make 
all  imaginable  efforts,  to  efcape  this  blame ; it 
is  an  accufation  that  never  is  effaced.  I fpeak 
from  experience,  and  perceive  that  extreme 
circumfpedtion  is  neceffary  on  this  fubje£t. 

Your  verfes  are  conformable  to  reafon,  and 
confequently  muft  be  to  truth  : but  this  is  ex- 
a<5Uy  the  caufe  that  idiots,  and  ftupid  people, 
will  take  offence.  Do  not,  therefore,  commu- 
nicate them  to  your  ungrateful  country,  but 
treat  it  as  the  fun  treats  the  Laplanders ; fuf- 
fer  not  the  truth  and  beauty  of  your  produc- 
tions to  fhine  any  where,  except  in  a place 
where  the  author  is  efteemed  and  venerated  ; in 
fine,  in  a country  where  men  are  allowed  not  to 
continue  ftupid,  where  they  are  fuffered  to 
think,  and,  having  thought,  to  fpeak. 

You  will  perceive  I mean  England;  for 
there  it  is  that  I have  found  it  convenient  to 
have  the  Henriade  engraved.  I mean  to  write 
a preface,  which  I will  communicate  to  you  be- 
fore I commit  it  to  the  prefs.  Pefne  makes 
the  drawings  for  the  plates,  and  Knobeldorf  for 
the  vignettes.  It  is  impoftible  fufficiently  to 
honour  the  work,  or  enough  to  efteem  its  re- 
fpe&able  author.  Pofterity  (hall  owe  the  obli- 
gation to  me  of  an  engraved  edition  of  tire  Hen- 
K k 2 riade  ; 
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riade;  like  as  we  arc  indebted  to  thoffe  who 
have  prefer ved  the  iEneid,  or  the  works  of 
Phidias  or  Praxiteles. 

I find  you  are  determined  that  my  name  fhall 
appear  in  your  works.  You  imitate  the  pro- 
phet Elijah,  who,  afcending  to  heaven,  left  his 
mantle  to  the  prophet  Elifha.  You  are  refolved 
I fhall  participate  in  your  fame.  My  name 
will  ftand  like  a hut  in  a beauteous  landfcape, 
which  is  vifited  for  the  fake  of  furrounding  ob- 
jects. 

After  having  fpoken  of  the  Henriade,  and 
its  author,  filence  (hould  enfue,  and  no  other 
work  be  mentioned.  I muft,  however,  render 
you  an  account  of  my  occupations. 

I am  at  prefent  employed  on  Machiavel.  I 
am  writing  notes  on  his  Prince,  and  have  begun 
a work  which  will  entirely  refute  his  maxims, 
by  the  contradiction  which  is  found  between 
them  and  virtue,  as  well  as  by  their  oppofition 
to  the  true  interefts  of  princes.  It  is  not  enough 
to  point  out  virtue  to  men,  we  muft  alfo  fet  the 
fprings  of  intereft  in  motion,  without  which  but 
few  will  follow  the  dictates  of  reafon.  I cannot 
fay  when  I fhall  have  accomplifhed  my  talk  ; for 
diftipation,  of  various  kinds,  at  prefent  prevents 
me  from  a regular  purfuit  of  the  work.  I hope, 
however,  if  my  health  and  other  occupations 

will 
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will  permit,  that  in  three  months  time  I (hall 
be  able  to  fend  you  the  manufcript. 

Nifus  and  Euryalus  muft  be  civil  enough  to 
wait,  till  Machiavel  is  difpatched.  I keep 
pace  with  thofe  poor  mortals  who  travel  flow- 
ly  : my  grafp  is  not  great.  I would  not  have 
you  imagine  that  each  body  has  a hundred 
hands,  like  that  of  Voltaire-Briareus.  One  of 
the  hands  of  this  Voltaire  is  employed  in  phiio- 
fophy ; another  in  poetry  ; a third  on  hiftory ; 
and  fo  on,  everlaftingly.  It  is  affirmed  that 
this  man  has  more  than  one  mind,  and  that  he 
himfelf  forms  a whole  academy. 

How  much  is  a man  tempted  to  bewail  his 
fate,  when  he  reflects  on  the  unequal  divifion 
of  talents,  and  on  the  poor  portion,  which  fails 
to  his  (hare ! In  vain  would  any  one  tell  me 
of  the  equality  of  conditions  ; I will  for  ever 
maintain  there  is  an  infinite  difference  between 
that  univerfal  man  I have  juft  mentioned  and 
other  mortals.  It  certainly  would  be  a great 
confolation  to  me  to  be  perfonally  acquainted 
with  him  ; but  we  are  fated  to  travel  fuch  diffe- 
rent roads  that  it  fnould  feem  it  is  decreed  we 
muft  fly  each  other. 

You  fend  me  poetical  food,  for  my  mind ; 
and  I return  you  prefcriptions,  for  the  recovery 
of  your  body  : they  are  written  by  a very  able 
K k 3 phyfician. 
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phyfician,  whom  I have  confulted,  concerning 
your  difeafe,  and  who  affirms  he  does  not  de- 
fpair  of  your  cure.  Take  the  medicines  he  in- 
dicates, for  I hope  you  will  derive  benefit  from 
them. 

As  this  letter,  according  to  all  appearances, 
will  find  you  at  Bruffels,  I may  fpeak  to  you 
more  freely  on  the  fubjed  of  his  eminence 
and  your  country  at  large.  I have  no  patience 
when  I recoiled  the  little  refped  paid  you,  and 
I will  willingly  ufe  my  efforts  to  procure  you,  at 
lead:,  tranquillity.  The  marquis  de  la  Chetar- 
die,  to  whom  I had  written,  is  unfortunately 
departed  from  Paris ; but  I will  find  fome 
means  of  letting  the  cardinal  .underftand  what 
I think,  of  a man  whom  I love  and  efteem. 

The  Hungarian  wine  and  amber  fhall  be  lent 
off,  as  foon  as  I know  if  your  erratic  ftar,  and 
chicanery,  have  fuffered  you  to  flay  at  Bruf- 
fels. Honi,  my  wine  merchant,  will  give  you 
this  letter ; but,  when  you  write  in  anfwer,  let 
me  beg  you  to  addrefs  your  letters  to  general 
Borck,  at  Wefel.  Dear  Cefario,  who  is  here 
at  prefent,  cannot  forbear  to  reiterate  every 
thing  which  efteem  and  fnendfhip  can  infpire. 
Pray  let  the  marchionefs  underftand  how  high- 

:*  The  cardinal  de  Fleuri. 

iy 
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ly  I admire  the  author  of  the  effay  on  fire,  and 
how  much  I efteem  the  friend  of  M.  de  Vol- 
taire. 

I am,  &c. 


LETTER  XC. 

From  the  Prince  Royal . 

May,  1739  *, 

I HAVE  only  a moment  to  allure  you  of 
my  friendfhip,  and  to  pray  you  to  accept  the 
amber  ink-ftand  and  the  trifles  which  I fend. 
Be  kind  enough  to  give  the  other  box,  which 
contains  le  jeu  de  quilles  to  the  marchionefs. 
We  are  fo  bufy  here  that  we  have  fcarcely  time 
to  breathe.  A fortnight  hence,  I fliall  be  able 
to  be  more  prolix.  The  Hungarian  wine- can- 
not be  fent  before  the  end  of  fummer,  becaufe 
of  the  heat  of  the  weather.  I am  at  prelent  en- 
gaged in  fuperintending  the  edition  of  the  Hen- 
riade.  I will  communicate  every  arrangement 
which  I have  made,  on  the  fubjedt. 

* Dated  June  the  ift  in  the  Berlin  edition, 
j-  Nine  pins.  No  doubt  in  miniature.  'L 

Kk^  We 
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We  have  loft  the  mod  learned  man  of  Berlin, 
who  was  the  repofitory  of  all  the  men  of  learn- 
ing of  Germany ; an  abfolute  ftore-houfe  of 
fcience.  The  celebrated  M.  de  la  Croze  is  bu- 
ried, and  with  him  twenty  different  languages,’ 
the  quinteffence  of  hiftory  and  a multitude  of 
anecdotes,  no  circumftance  of  which  had 
efcaped  his  prodigious  memory.  Was  he  then 
doomed  to  learn  fo  much  and  to  die  at  the  age 
of  fourfcore  ? — Ought  he  not  rather  to  have 
lived  eternally,  as  a reward  for  his  labours  ? 

The  works  we  poffefs  of  this  prodigioully 
learned  man  do  not,  in  my  opinion,  make  him 
fufficiently  known.  His  memory,  no  doubt, 
was  his  brighteft  ornament  : and  of  this  he  gave 
proofs  on  whatever Tubjedt  mighty  be  propofed. 
He  would  cite  the  edition,  and  the  page,  in 
which  you  might  find  what  you  wifhed  to  be  in- 
formed of,  without  ever  being  miftaken.  The 
infirmities  of  age  did  not  diminifh  this  extraor- 
dinary gift  of  memory ; and,  even  to  the  lafl 
breath  of  life,  he  continued  to  amafs  treafures  of 
erudition,  which  are  eternally  hidden  in  the 
grave  *. 

* The  French  joins  the  next  fentence,  and  reads — aA 
<c  perfect  knowledge  of  philofophic  fyftems  and  their  prin- 
“ cipal  and  minute  parts  were  buried  with  him  in  the  grave.’* 
— This,  though  the  two  editions  agree,  I imagine  to  be  er- 
roneous, and  the  effect  of  falfe  pointing ; which  conjecture 
the  context  ftrongly  favours.  T. 
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Although  he  had  a perfedt  knowledge  of  all 
philofophic  fyftems,  as  well  of  their  principal  as 
of  their  minute  points,  M.  de  la  Croze  was  but 
an  indifferent  philofopher  : he  followed  the  fyf- 
tem  6f  Defcartes,  in  which  he  had  been  educat- 
ed, and  probably  adled  from  prejudice,  and  that 
he  might  not  forget  the  habit  to  which  he  had 
been  accuftomed  between  fixty  and  feventy 
years,  of  being  of  this  opinion.  Judgment, 
penetration,  and  a certain  ardour  of  mind,  which 
are  fo  charadteriftic  of  original  genius,  were  not 
a part  of  his  compofition:  but,  in  revenge, 
unequivocal  probity,  in  good  or  ill  fortune,  ren- 
dered him  refpedlable,  and  deferring  the  efteem 
of  all  worthy  people. 

Pity  us,  my  dear  Voltaire  ! Great  men  die, 
and  we  do  not  perceive  others  arife  ! It  fhould 
feem  that  learning  and  orange  trees  muff  both 
be  tranfplanted,  into  this  country  ; and  that 
our  ungrateful  foil  is  incapable  of  reprodudlion, 
when  the  ardent  rays  of  the  fun,  or  the  fevere 
frofts  of  winter,  have  once  dried  up  their  juices. 

Thus  it  was  that,  infenfibly,  and  by  degrees, 
barbarifm  was  introduced  into  the  capital  of  the 
world,  after  the  fortunate  age  of  Cicero  and 
Virgil.  When  poet  fucceeds  to  poet,  philofo- 
pher  to  philofopher,  and  orator  to  orator,  we 
then  may  hope  to  fee  the  fciences  perpetuated. 

But, 
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But,  when  death  robs  us  of  them,  fucceflively, 
without  any  profped  of  fubftitutes  for  the  age 
to  come,  it  does  not  feem  as  if  we  interred  a 
learned  man,  but  rather  the  fciences  themfelves. 

1 am,  with  all  thofe  fentiments  which  you  fo 
well  know  how  to  infpire,  and  which  are  fo  dif- 
ficult to  exprefs,  &c. 


LETTER  XCI. 


From  M.  de  Voltaire . 


May,  *739- 

Your  royal  highnefs  takes  the  part  of 
citadels  againft  Machiavel,  and  it  fhould  feem 
that  the  empire  thinks  after  the  fame  manner, 
for  twelve  hundred  florins  truly  have  been  fet 
apart  for  the  repairs  of  Fhilipfburg,  to  com- 
plete which  it  is  faid  more  than  twelve  thoufand 
are  neceffary. 

There  are  few  fortreffes  in  the  two  Sicilies, 
and  this  is  the  reafon  thefe  countries  have  had  fo 
many  different  matters.  Did  we  find  fuch  places 
as  Namur,  Valenciennes,  Tournay,  and  Lux- 


emburg, in  Italy 


Che 
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Che  or  glu  da  VAlpi  non  vedrei  torrenti 
Scender  d'armati  ne  difangue  tinta 
JBever  Vonda  del  Po,  gallici  armenti ; 

Ne  la  vedrei  del  non  fuo  ferro  cinta , 

Pvgnar  col  braccio  di  Jlraniere gently 
Per fervir  fempre , 0 vincitrice , 0 vinta 

The  emperor  and  the  Englifh  muft  neceffarily 
retake  this  fine  country,  in  the  enfuing  fpring, 
or  it  would  remain  too  long  under  one  and  the 
fame  government.  Happy,  fir,  are  thofe  who 
can  live  under  your  protedlion. 

I have  begun,  fir,  to  take  your  powder : 
either  there  is  no  Providence  or  it  will  do  me 
good.  I have  no  expreffions  fufficient  to  thank 
Marcus  Aurelius  transformed  to  Efculapius. 

I am,  with  the  moil  profound  refped,  and 
the  tendered;  gratitude,  &c. 

* We  then  fhould  not  behold  fuch  armed  multitudes  de- 
scend from  the  Alps ; nor  the  crowding  Gaul  drink  the  wa- 
ters of  the  blood-tinged  Po;  nor  Italy,  girded  by  fwords 
not  native  there,  fighting  with  a foreign  arm,  and,  whether 
vi&or  or  vanquifhed,  ftill  enfiaved. 


LET- 
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LETTER  XCII. 

From  Ms  de  Voltaire . 

SIR,  June  i,  1739, 

It  is  decreed  that  I muft  be  indebted  to 
your  royal  highnefs  for  the  recovery  of  my 
health.  For  about  a month  I have  been  denied 
to  write,  but  at  length  my  delire  to  write  to  my 
fovereign  has  given  me  ftrength.  I muft  have 
been  very  ill,  when  the  verfes  which  I received 
from  Berlin,  dated  April  the  26th,  were  unable 
to  reanimate  my  body,  while  animating  my 
mind.  The  epiftle  on  the  neceffity  of  filling 
up  the  vacuum  of  the  year,  by  ft udy,  is,  I be- 
lieve, the  bed  poetical  work  which  has  been  pro* 
duced  by  my  modern  Marcus  Aurelius* 

v 

Cdejl  ahiji  qu’a  Berlin , dP ombre  dufilence , 
ye  confacrais  mes  jours  aux  Dicux  de  la  fcience  * . 

■ / 

The  whole  of  the  conclulion  is  finifhed,  and 
the  other  parts  of  the  piece  are  every  where 
adorned  with  flights  of  fancy.  Your  reajon  has 
a deal  of  wit:  but  I am  dill  more  ftrongly  in- 

* Thus  at  Berlin,  in  filent  (hades,  I dedicate  my  days  to\ 
the  Gods  of  fcience. 
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terefted  in  another  of  your  children;  I mean 
your  refutation  of  Machiavel.  I have  read  it 
again,  and  can  again  allure  your  royal  highnefs 
that  it  is  a work  neceffary  to  the  good  of  man- 
kind. I will  not  conceal  from  you  that  I have 
difcovered  repetitions ; and  that,  though  one  of 
the  fineft  trees  in  the  world,  it  mull  be  lopped. 
I fpeak  the  truth  to  you,  great  prince,  becaufe 
you  merit  it  fhould  be  fpoken  ; and  hope  that, 
hereafter,  when  you  (hall  be  feared  on  a throne, 
you  will  then  find  friends  who  will  fpeak  with 
equal  freedom.  You  are  formed  to  be  fingular, 
in  every  thing  you  undertake ; and  to  enjoy 
pleafures  of  which  other  kings  are  deftined  to 
remain  ignorant.  The  baron  von  Kayferling 
will  give  you  notice,  when,  by  chance,  you 
(hall  have  paffed  a day  without  making  any 
man  happy ; a circumflance  which  will  rarely 
occur. 

In  the  mean  time,  I will  employ  my felf  in 
adding  points,  and  commas,  to  the  Anti- Machi- 
avel ; and  will  profit  by  the  permiffion  which 
your  royal  highnefs  has  given  me.  I fhall  this 
day  write  to  a bookfeller  in  Holland,  till  fuch 
time  as  there  fhall  be  an  excellent  printing- 
houfe,  and  paper  manufa&ory,  at  Berlin,  which 
may  fupply  all  Germany. 

I have  this  very  moment  been  informed  there 
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are  Tome  old  pamphlets,  in  print,  written  again!! 
MachiaveFs  Prince.  The  titles  of  three  of 
them  I have  been  told  : the  firft  is  Anti-Ma- 
chiavel  \ the  fecond  Difcours  d'Etat  centre  Ma - 
chiavel  * ; the  third  Fragmens  contre  Machia- 
vel  'f*. 

I (hall  be  very  glad  to  fee  them,  that,  if  there 
fhould  be  occafion,  I may  mention  them  in  my 
preface ; but  thefe  works  are  probably  very  in- 
different fince  they  are  difficult  to  be  found. 
This  will  not  retard  the  impreffion  of  the  fined 
work  with  which  I am  acquainted.  How  ex- 
cellent a portrait  do  you  there  give  of  the  French, 
and  their  government  1 How  interefting  and 
ftrong  is  the  chapter  on  ecclefiafiical  powers  1 
The  comparifon  between  Holland  and  Ruffia, 
and  the  reflections  on  the  vanity  of  great  lords, 
who  are  monarchs  in  miniature,  are  mod 
charming  morfels.  I am  now  about  to  finifli 
the  fourth  reading,  with  the  pen  in  my  hand. 
The  work  awakens  in  me  a defire  to  finifh  my 
hiftory  of  the  age  of  Louis  XIV.  I blufii  at 
writing  fo  many  frivolous  things,  while  my 
prince  teaches  me  to  what  purpofe  I ought  to 
write. 

What  will  your  royal  highnefs  fay  to  me, 

■*  A political  Difcourfe  againft  MachiaveL 
Fragments  againft  Machiavel. 
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when  you  are  told  that  a new  tragedy  of  mine 
is  preparing  to  be  played,  at  Paris,  which  is  not 
Mahomet  ? It  is  a tale  of  love  ; rofe  water  dif- 
tilled  for  the  ufe  of  the  French  ladies  It  is 
for  this  reafon  that  I have  not  ventured  to  men- 
tion it  to  your  royal  highnefs : I am  afhamed 
of  my  effeminacy.  Not  that  the  piece  is  with- 
out a moral : it  paints  the  dangers  of  love,  as 
Mahomet  does  the  dangers  of  fanaticifm. 

It  is  my  intention  again  to  corredt  much  of 
Mahomet,  and  render  it  lefs  unworthy  of  being 
dedicated  to  you.  I mean  to  re-write  the  whole 
piece.  I would  pafs  my  life  in  corredting  my- 
felf,  that  I might  merit  the  good  graces  of  my 
adorable  fovereign,  and  Emily.  Your  royal 
highnefs  muft  have  received  a little  philofophy, 
on  my  part,  and  much  from  her.  Madame 
du  Chatelet  is,  what  I wifli  to  be,  worthy  of 
your  court. 

I am,  with  profound  refpedf,  and  the  moft 
lively  gratitude,  &c. 

* The  tragedy  alluded  to,  here  and  in  former  letters,  is 
Zulime. 
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LETTER  XCIII. 

From  the  Prince  Royal . 

MY  DEAR  FRIEND,  Remufberg,  June  26,  1739. 

I HEARTILY  wifh  your  wandering  flar 
would  fix,  for  my  bewildered  imagination  no 
longer  knows  in  what  part  of  Brabant  to  feek 
you.  Should  but  this  erratic  planet  once  di- 
re£t  your  fteps  toward  our  folitude,  I would  af- 
furedly  employ  all  the  fecrets  aftronomy  can 
teach  to  flop  its  courfe.  I would  even  apply  to 
aflrology  ; would  learn  necromancy,  and  offer 
invocations  to  every  god  and  every  dasmon,  that 
they  might  not  permit  you  any  more  to  quit 
thefe  countries.  But  Ulyffes*  in  defpite  of  the 
incantations  of  Circe,  thought  only  of  leaving 
her  ifland,  in  which  all  the  careffes  of  the  en- 
chan  t refs,  goddefs  as  fhe  was,  had  lefs  power 
over  his  heart  than  the  remembrance  of  his  dear 
Penelope.  If  I do  not  miflake,  you  would  re- 
femble  Ulyffes  ; and  the  deep  memory  of  the 
beautiful  Emily,  and  the  power  of  affedtion, 
would  be  fuperior  to  all  my  gods  and  daemons. 
It  is  but  juft  that  recent  friendfhip  fhould  cede 
to  that  of  longer  date  ; I therefore  yield  to  the 
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marchionefs : but  be  it  underftood,  on  condition 
that  Hie  fupport  my  fecondary  claims,,  againft 
every  opponent. 

I thought  I might  have  proceeded  tolerably 
faft,.in  what  I propofed  to  write  againft  Machi- 
avel ; but  I find  the  imagination  of  youth  is  a 
little  too  ardent.  To  know  every  thing  which 
has  been  written  upon  Machiavel,  it  was  necef- 
fary  to  read  a great  number  of  books ; and,  in 
order  to  digefl  all  1 had  read,  additional  time 
mull  be  employed.  The  journey  which  we  are 
about  to  make,  into  Pruffia,  will  likewife  oc- 
casion fome  interruption,  in  my  Studies ; and 
retard  the  Henriade,  Machiavel,  and  Euryalus. 

I have  not  received  any  anfwer  from  England, 
but  you  may  reft  adored  it  is  a thing  determin- 
ed, and  that  the  Henriade  (hall  be  engraved. 

I hope  I Shall  be  able  to  fend  you  news  of  the 
work,  and  the  preface  to  it,  before  my  return 
from  Pruffia,  which  may  be  about  the  15th  of 
Auguft.  An  indolent  prince,  in  my  apprehen- 
sion, is  an  animal  of  fmall  utility  in  the  world. 

I with,  at  lead,  to  ferve  my  age,  as  far  as  1 have 
the  power.  I wifh  to  contribute  to  the  immor- 
tality of  a work  which  is  ufeful  to  mankind.  I 
wifh  to  multiply  copies  of  a poem,  in  which  the 
author  teaches  the  duties  of  every  clafs,  a man- 
ner of  reigning  but  little  known  to  princes,  and 
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of  thinking  which  would  more  have  ennobled 
the  gods  of  Homer  than  even  their  cruelties 
and  caprices  have  rendered  them  contemptible. 

You  give  a true  but  fearful  portrait  of  reli- 
gious wars,  the  wickednefs  of  prieds,  and  the 
fatal  effects  of  falfe  zeal.  Thefe  are  leffons 
which  cannot  be  too  often  repeated  to  men, 
who  ought,  at  lead,  to  be  rendered  more  pru- 
dent, by  pad  folly. 

What  I meditate,  againd  Machiavel,  is  pro- 
perly a continuation  of  the  Henriade.  On  the 
great  fentiments  of  Henry  IV.  I forge  the 
thunder  which  is  to  fall  on  Caefar  Borgia.  With 
refpeCt  to  Nifus  and  Euryalus,  they  mud  wait 
till  time,  and  your  corrections,  have  invigorated 
my  poetic  vein. 

I fend  the  Hungarian  wine,  addreded  to  the 
duke  d’Aremberg,  by  lieutenant  Schilling. 
The  duke  is  certainly  the  patriarch  of  good  fel- 
lows, and  may  be  regarded  as  the  father  of  joy 
and  pleafure.  Silenus  has  bedowed  a counte- 
nance on  him  which  does  not  belie  his  charac- 
ter, and  which  in  him  difplays  an  amiable  vo~ 
luptuoufnefs,  purified  from  every  obfcenity  at- 
tending on  debauch. 

I hope  the  air  you  breathe,  in  Brabant,  is 
more  free  than  that  of  France  ; and  that  the  fe- 
curity  of  this  abode  will  no  lefs  contribute  than 
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medicine  to  your  health;  for  which  I allure  you 
I am  greatly  interefled  : not  a day  palfes  in 
which  I do  not  offer  up  prayers,  in  your  favour, 
to  the  goddefs  Hygeia. 

I hope  all  my  packets  are  come  fafe  to  hand, 
but  pray  be  kind  enough  to  inform  me.  It  is 
laid  that  the  Pleafures  have  given  you  the 
meeting,  on  your  route — 

That,  hand  in  hand,  the  Sifters  three, 

Sweet  Song,  and  Dance,  and  Comedy, 

Attend  your  fteps  ; and,  on  your  way. 

With  their  afiociates  fport  and  play  : 

That  all  the  Loves,  and  fmiling  Hours, 

The  road  you  travel,  ftrew  with  flow’rs  ; 

In  fweet  contention,  ftriving  who 
Thofe  honours  belt  lhall  pay,  to  you, 

Which  are  perform’d,  with  rites  divine, 

To  Phoebus,  by  the  Mufes  nine  ! 

It  is  further  added — - 

From  Paris  late  the  Graces  fled, 

With  true  Politenefs  ; and,  inftead 
Of  deities  fo  bleft,  is  feen 
That  gaping,  whining  witch,  the  Spleen  1 
And  that,  in  thefe  abodes  of  fraud. 

The  multitude  is  taught  t’  applaud 
The  crooked  paths  of  Policy, 

Who  quite  hasbanilh’d  Honefty. 

They  fay  that  Truth  is  alfo  flown, 

Fearing  a prieft  with  pride  o’ergrown; 

A tyrant,  and,  of  confequence, 

The  foe  of  freedom,  wit,  and  fenfe. 

L 1 2 
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Here  is  a poetical  gazette  for  you,  after  the 
fafhion  of  Remufberg.  If  you  delight  in  news, 
I promife  you  as  much  as  you  pleafe,  in  profe 
and  verfe,  on  my  return. 

A thoufand  affurances  of  efteem,  to  my  rival 
in  your  affedlions,  to  Emily,  I hope  y6u  will 
keep  the  engagements,  which  you  have  entered 
into,  with  Superville,  of  being  obedient. 

Cefario  will  tell  you  all  that  a heart  like  his 
feels,  when  it  has  been  fortunate  enough  to  be- 
come acquainted  with  yours.  For  my  own 
part,  I am,  more  than  ever,  &c. 


LETTER  XCIV. 


From  the  Prince  Royal . 


MY  DEAR  FRIEND,  Berlin,  July  7,  1739. 


1 HAVE  received  the  ingenious  travels 
of  the  baron  de  Gangan  * at  the  very  inflant  of 
my  departure  from  Remufberg.  I have  been 
much  amufed  by  the  celeflial  traveller ; though 
I have  remarked  in  him  fome  touches  of  fame* 


* This  is  probably  the  work  which  has  fince  been  printed 
under  the  title  of  Micromegas . 
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and  malicious  wit,  which  make  him  greatly 
refemble  the  inhabitants  of  our  earth  ; but  which 
he  manages  fo  well  that  we  perceive  in  him  a 
more  ripened  judgment,  and  a more  lively  ima- 
gination, than  in  any  other  thinking  being. 

There  is  an  article,  in  thefe  travels,  in  which 
I difcover  the  affection  and  prejudice  of  my 
friend,  in  favour  of  the  editor  of  the  Henriade. 
Yet  permit  .me  to  exprefs  my  aftonilhment  at 
perceiving,  in  a work,  in  which  you  wifh  to  hum- 
ble the  ridiculous  vanity  of  man,  and  reduce  that 
to  its  juft  value  which  he  has  been  accuftomed 
to  call  great,  a work  in  which  pride  and  pre- 
fumption  are  lowered,  to  perceive;  I fay,  in  this, 
an  attempt  to  increafe  my  felf-love,  and  furnifh 
arguments  in  favour  of  the  good  opinion  I may 
have  conceived  of  myfelf. 

All  that  I can  fay  on  the  fubject  is  this ; the 
eye  of  friendlhip  fees  obje&s  through  a medium 
that  bears  no  refemblance  to  that  through  which 
they  are  viewed  by  the  eye  of  infenfibility,  or 
indifference. 

I hope  my  laft  letter,  in  company  with  the 
Hungarian  wine,  has  by  this  time  arrived. 
Your  refidence  at  Bruffels  will  but  little  accele- 
rate* our  correfpondence,  for  a time ; for  I am 
immediately  to  depart,  on  a journey  as  dull  as  it 
is  fatiguing.  We  are  to  travel  more  than  a 
L 1 3 thoufand 
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thoufand  German  miles  in  five  weeks.  We 
fhall  pafs  through  places  but  ill  inhabited,  and 
which  will  be  as  little  agreeable  to  me  as  the 
country  of  the  Gette  was  to  Ovid,  in  his  exile. 
Let  me  entreat  you  to  redouble  your  corre- 
fpondence  ; for  not  lefs  than  two  of  your  letters 
per  week  can  revive  me,  under  ftupor  fo  in- 
lupportable. 

BrufTels,  and  almoft  all  Germany,  partake  of 
their  ancient  barbarity  : the  arts  are  there  but 
little  honoured,  and  confequently  but  little  culti- 
vated. The  nobles  ferve  in  the  army ; or, 
with  a flight  degree  of  knowledge,  enter  at  the 
bar;  not  to  ftudy,  but  to  enjoy  their  eafe.  The 
petty  gentry,  well  rented,  live  in  the  country, 
or  rather  in  the  woods,  which  renders  them  as 
ferocious  as  the  animals  they  hunt.  The  nobility 
of  this  country,  in  general,  refemble  thofe  of 
other  German  provinces ; except  that  they  have 
a greater  defire  to  gain  inftruddon,  more  viva- 
city, and,  if  I dare  fo  fay,  more  genius  than 
the  chief  part  of  the  nation ; and  efpecially 
than  the  V^efcphalians,  Franconians,  Suabians 
and  Auflrians.  For  which  reafon,  we  may  one 
day  exped:  to  fee  the  arts  here  refcued  from  the 
vulgar,  and  inhabiting  wealthy  houfes  and 
palaces.  Berlin  principally  contains,  in  itfelf, 
if  I may  venture  to  ufe  the  expreffton,  the  em- 
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bers  of  all  the  arts : genius  is  every  where  feen 
fparkling,  and  a lucky  breath  of  air  is  only 
wanting,  to  give  life  to  thofe  fciences  which 
rendered  Athens,  and  Rome,  more  famous  than 
all  their  wars  and  con  quells. 

You  mull  be  particularly  fenfible  of  the  dif- 
ference, between  the  life  led  at  Paris  and  that  at 
Bruffels ; you,  who  can  only  exill  furrounded 
by  the  arts ; and  who  have  colle6ted,  at  Cirey, 
every  thing  that  delicate  voluptuoufnefs  could 
conceive,  or  whatever  was  moll  poignant,  among 
the  pleafures  of  the  imagination. 

The  Spanifh  gravity  of  the  archduchefs,  and 
the  ftarched  ceremony  of  her  little  court,  will 
not  infpire  a philofopher,  who  elli  mates  all 
things  by  their  intrinfic  value,  with  much  vene- 
ration. I am  certain  the  baron  of  Gangan 
would  pourtray  the  ridicule  of  thefe  things, 
were  he  to  continue  his  travels  as  far  as  BrulTels. 

Adieu,  my  dear  friend ; I am  departing. 
Let  me  beg  you  to  fupply  me  with  whatever 
your  pen  lhall  produce ; for  my  underllanding 
is  in  great  danger  of  expiring  with  inanity,  unlefs 
its  life  fhould  be  preferved  by  your  cares. 

I work,  as  hard  as  my  leifure  will  permit, 
againll  Machiavel,  and  for  the  Henriade  ; and 
I hope  I fhall  be  able  to  fend  you  the  preface, 
to  the  new  edition,  from  Koeniglberg. 

L 1 4 A thoufand 
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A thoufand  marks  of  efteem  to  the  divine 
Emily.  I cannot  comprehend  how  any  body 
can  appear  in  court  againfl  her ; or  of  what 
nature  the  law-fuit,  with  which  ihe  is  troubled, 
can  be.  I have  no  interefts  to  difcufs  with  her, 
except  thofe  of  the  heart. 

Take  care  of  your  health  : do  not  forget  how 
much  I am  interefted  in  your  prefervation,  and 
that  my  content  and  your  profperity  are  con- 
nected, by  indiffbluble  ties. 

I am,  &;c. 

P.  S.  The  phyfician,  whom  I have  recom- 
mended to  you,  is  named  Superville ; a man  of 
experience,  on  whofe  knowledge  I can  depend. 
Add  refs  the  letters  which  yoti  write  for  him  to 
me:  I will  take  care  you  (ball  have  his  anfwers; 
but  do  not  negleCt  his  advice,  and  I have  then 
reafon  to  hope  the  feeblenefs  of  your  conflitu- 
tion  may  be  remedied,  and  the  infirmities  with 
which  your  life  is  embittered  removed. 


LET- 
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LETTER  XCV. 

From  M,  de  Voltaire . 

SIR,  Bruflels,  1739. 

AMID  the  delights  of  Enghien,  Emily 
and  I have  received  the  moil  fupreme  pleafure 
we  could  polhbly  tafle.  A perfon,  who  has 
had  the  happinefs  to  fee  my  young  Marcus 
Aurelius,  has  brought  us  a charming  letter  from 
him ; together  with  amber  ink  Hands,  and  boxes. 

From  good  Mr.  Gerard,  we  ardently  feiz’d 
Your  prefents,  of  pleafure  and  profit,  well  pleas’d ! 

Hereafter,  fir,  we  fhail  play  at  cards  with  the 
counters  you  have  furnifhed,  and  write  with 
your  pens  of  amber. 

Of  many  a piteous  and  pellucid  tear, 

Shed  by  his  fillers  who,  from  Sol’s  dread  fphere. 

By  angry  Jove,  was  for  prefumption  hurl’d 
Flaming  to  earth,  and  half  confum’d  the  world, 

This  amber  erft  was  form’d,  as  has  been  faid. 

Flard  was  the  fate  of  each  too  wretched  maid  ; 

They  weeping  were  to  pines  transform’d  the  while  : 

Pines  meant  to  form  the  youth’s  funereal  pile. 

The  Gods  daily  overturn  thofe  charioteers  who 

under- 
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undertake  to  drive  us,  and  feldom  are  tears  fhed 
at  their  downfall. 

On  our  return  from  Enghien,  we  had  fcarcely 
arrived  at  Bruffels  before  we  received  another 
and  a new  confolation  ; a letter  from  your  royal 
highnefs,  dated  July  the  7th,  by  way  of  Amfter- 
dam.  It  feetns  you  are  acquainted  with  the 
country  in  which  I am.  I here  meet  with  many 
princes,  but  few  men  ; that  is  to  fay,  thinking, 
well  informed,  men. 

What  then,  fir,  is  to  become,  in  your  city  of 
Beilin,  of  the  fciences  which  you  encourage, 
and  to  which  you  do  fo  much  honour  ? Who 
fhall  replace  M.  de  la  Croze  ? It  muft  no  doubt 
be  M.  Jordan.  He  feems  to  me  to  be  in  the 
true  road  of  erudition. 

But,  after  all,  fir,  there  will  always  be  men  of 
learning.  The  men  of  genius,  by  communi- 
cating their  thoughts  and  feelings,  will  render 
others  learned : they  are  the  eldeft  fons  of 
Prometheus,  who  proceed  diftributing  celeftial 
fire  to  ill  organized  maffes ; and  of  thefe  there 
will  always  be  very  few,  in  every  country.  The 
whole  ardour  of  the  rparchionefs  is,  at  prefent, 
employed  in  this  difagreeable  law -fait ; which 
has  obliged  her  to  quit  her  favourite  iolitude,  at 
Ciyey  : while  I am  colleding  my  few  trifles  to 

form 
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form  fomething  new,  which  may  plcafe  the 
modern  Marcus  Aurelius. 

I therefore  take  the  -liberty  to  fend  you  the 
firth  aft  of  a tragedy;  which,  if  I am  not 
miflaken,  is  written,  if  not  in  a good,  at  lead  in 
a new  tafte.  Superftition  and  fanaticifm  have 
never  been  reprefented  on  the  flage  ; and,  fhould 
not  this  elfay  difpleafe  my  judge,  1 will  fend  the 
remainder,  aft  by  aft. 

I meant  to  have  done  myfelf  the  honour  to 
fend  this  beginning  by  M.  de  Valori,  who  is  to 
refide  as  French  envoy  in  Pruflia.  If  I am  not 
mifinformed,  he  is  worthy  to  dine  with  the  father, 
and  fup  with  the  fon.  I daily  expeft  to  fee  him 
at  Bruffels,  and  hope  I (hall  find  in  him  a new 
patron,  with  your  royal  highnefs. 

The  thoufand  German  miles,  which  you  are 
about  to  travel,  will  fomewhat  retard  the  defeat 
of  Machiavel,  and  the  inftruftions  which  I ex- 
peft to  receive  from  your  revered  and  cherifhed 
hand.  I know  not  whether  the  baron  von  Kay- 
ferling  has  the  good  fortune  to  accompany  your 
royal  highnefs : he  is  either  to  be  pitied  or 
envied. 

I will  write  to  M.  de  Superville.  I had  no 
faith  in  phyficians,  till  your  royal  highnefs 
became  the  Efculapius  who  condefcended  to 
take  care  of  my  health. 


Emily 
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Emily  leaves  her  lawyers,  that  fhe  may  have 
the  honour  of  writing  to  the  patron  of  the  arts, 
and  of  humanity. 

1 am,  &c. 


0 

LETTER  XCVI. 

From  M.  de  Voltaire . 

BrufTels,  1739,, 

SoME  million  ages  of  the  mighty  dead 
Had  pafs’d  away,  fince  firft  ’twas  fung*,  or  faid. 

How  dy  Prometheus,  wanting  much  fuch  wealth. 

The  facred  fire  of  heav’n  purloin’d,  by  Health. 

This  on  our  fires  he  generoufly  bellow’d ; 

With  genial  heat  terreftrial  nature  glow’d  ; 

Each  land  had  part ; but,  bound  in  icy  chains. 

Extinct  the  hyperborean  fire  remains. 

Fierce  Teuton,  Cimbrian,  Vandal,  ORrogoth, 

To  lofe  the  quick’ning  fenfe  of  pleafure  loth, 

In  butts  of  heady  beer  and  pipes  of  wine,  , 

Long  fought  in  vain  to  find  the  fpark  divine ; 

A black  thick  vapour  fill’d  the  vacant  fpace, 

And  did  but  -flupify  the  heavy  race. 

At  length,  indeed,  the  great  Chrillina  came, 

In  whom  was  feen  feme  portion  of  the  flame ; 

But  with  her  treafure  foon  fhe  fallied  forth, 

And  fled  the  frozen  regions  of  the  North, 


Where 
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Where  flumb’ring  Nature,  pent  In  caverns,  lies 
In  twilight  gloom,  and  neither  lives  nor  dies ! 

But,  at  the  moment  when  her  fons  refrain 
All  further  fearch,  and  deem  their  labour  vain, 

My  prince  the  blefs’d  depofit  finds  entire ! 

Q.n  Remus’  fummit  flames  the  facred  fire  ; 

Whence  he,  in  whom  ’tis  feen  fo  bright  to  glow. 
Communicates  it  to  the  wondering  world  below  ! 

Again  the  arts  revive  ; and  Wifdom  reigns, 

Auguft  in  fplendor,  o’er  thefe  happy  plains ; 

While  Earth  exclaims,  in  joys  but  half  exprefs’d, 

“ Once  more  Prometheus  lives,  and  I am  blefs’d !” 


This  fhort  allegorical  truth  took  birth,  my 
adorable  monarch,  at  fight  of  the  laft  packet 
from  your  royal  highnefs ; in  which  you  pafs 
fo  excellent  a judgment  on  metaphyfics,  and 
appear  fo  amiable,  fo  good  and  great,  in  verfe 
and  profe.  Well  may  I call  you  my  Prome- 
theus ! Your  fire  revives  the  embers  of  a foul 
enfeebled  by  many  ills  and  fufferings,  For  a 
month  paft,  I have  been  in  continual  anguifh. 
A few  days  ago,  I fnatched  a moment  to  write 
to  your  royal  highnefs,  during  which  my  pain 
ceafed  : but  I know  not  whether  my  letter  has 
reached  you ; it  was  in  a cover,  and  addrefled 
to  the  correfpondents  of  Mr.  David  Gerard, 
who  have  thought  proper  to  become  bankrupts. 
I have  the  honour  to  be  included  in  their  mis- 
fortune, for  fome  trifling  effects,  which  I had 
4 confided 


526  POSTHUMOUS  WORKS, 

confided  to  them.  But  my  moft  precious  wealth 
is  my  correfpondence  with  Marcus  Aurelius ; if 
none  of  my  letters  to  him  are  loft,  they  may 
lofe  every  thing  elfe  I polfefs,  and  I will  not 
once  complain. 

In  that  letter,  I had  the  honour  to  inform 
your  royal  highnefs  that  I was  on  the  point  of 
publilhing  the  catechifm  of  virtue,  and  that 
leffon  for  princes  in  which  falfe  politics,  and 
the  logic  of  knaves,  are  confounded  with  fo  much 
wit,  and  force  of  argument.  I have  ufed  the 
liberty  you  gave  me,  and  have  endeavoured  to 
make  the  chapters  nearly  equal  in  length  to 
thofe  of  Machiavel.  I have  thrown  in  a hand- 
ful of  mortar,  in  one  or  two  places,  into  this 
edifice  of  marble.  Forgive  me,  and  fuffer  me 
Hill  further  to  retrench  that  which  relates  to  re- 
ligious difputes,  in  the  twenty-firfl  chapter. 

Machiavel  there  fpeaks  of  the  addrefs  with 
which  Ferdinand  of  Arragon  dre\v  money  from 
the  church,  under  pretence  of  making  war  on 
the  Moors,  and  which  he  employed  for  the  in- 
vafion  of  Italy.  The  queen  of  Spain  has  juft 
done  the  fame.  Ferdinand  of  Arragon  carried 
his  hypocrify  fo  far  as  to  expel  the  Moors,  that 
he  might  acquire  the  name  of  good  catholic, 
empty  with  impunity  the  purfes  of  his  filly 
catholic  fubje&s,  and  religioufiy  pillage  the 

Moors. 
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Moors.  There  is  therefore  no  queftion,  in  this 
paffage,  concerning  the  difputes  of  priefts  and 
the  venerable  follies  of  theologians,  and  fecta- 
ries,  which  you,  in  another  place,  treat  as  they 
defqrve. 

For  this  reafon,  with  your  permiflion,  I fhall 
take  the  liberty  to  cut  off  this  trifling  excrefcence, 
from  a body  thefymmetry  of  which  is  admirable, 
in  all  its  parts.  I can  never  ceafe  repeating,  it 
will  be  a very  lingular,  and  very  ufeful  book. 

And  does  your  royal  highnefs,  while  perform- 
ing things  like  thefe,  deign  to  fend  for  filver 
type,  from  England,  to  print  the  Henriade  ? 
And  is  printing  the  firft  of  the  fine  arts,  to  which 
your  royal  highnefs  will  give  birth  ? It  is  an 
art  which  indeed  ought  to  be  dear  to  you,  for  it 
lhall  perpetuate  your  virtues,  as  examples  to 
pofterity.  Flow  many  others  foon  will  follow, 
and  how  quickly  will  Berlin  become  another 
Athens  ! But  the  firft  riling  art  revives  in  my 
favour ; in  my  behalf,  you  begin  to  do  good. 


Yes,  I’m  your  fubjedt ; yours  ; my  heart  has  ceas’d 
Dependence  on  a proud  capricious  prieft. 

Heav’n  heard  my  prayers,  which  daily  I renew  ; 

A fage  I wifh’d,  a fage  I find  in  you  ! 

A noble  hero  ! One  of  thofe  who  feek 
T’  unmalk  the  bigot  and  protedt  the  weak  ! 


His 
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His  gods  the  Virtues  are  ; his  Tons  the  Arts  ; 

To  me  his  thoughts  infpired  the  prince  imparts; 

With  me  th’  untrodden  wilds  he  deigns  to  wend 
Of  truth  and  poetry  ; me  deigns  to  lend 
His  light  and  aid  ! Hear  this,  ye  flaves  of  jftate. 

Who  toil  with  bulky  burthen,  void  of  weight ! 

Who  always  thoughtful,  yet  who  never  think  ! 

Hear  kings  ! and,  if  you  can,  forbear  to  fiirink  ! 

Ye  phantoms,  whom  a foolifh  world  obeys, 

Follow  a guide  fo  great,  and  merit  praife  ! 

May  I venture  to  mifufe  the  goodnefs  of  your 
royal  highnefs,  fo  far  as  to  fuggefl  an  idea  which 
originated  in  your  bounties  ? 

Your  royal  highnefs  is  the  only  protedlor  of 
the  Henriade.  Tapeflry  is  here  excellently 
manufactured ; and,  with  your  permiffion,  I 
would  caufe  four  or  five  pieces  to  be  woven, 
containing  the  four  or  five  moft  piCturefque 
defigns  with  which  you  deign  to  embellifh  the 
work.  The  maffacre  of  St.  Bartholemew,  the 
temple  of  Fate,  the  temple  of  Love,  and  thb  bat- 
tle of  Ivry,  I imagine  would  furniih  four  excellent 
pieces  of  tapeflry,  for  fome  chamber  in  your 
palace,  according  to  the  dimenfions  which  your 
royal  highnefs  fhould  fend.  I believe  they  would 
be  executed  in  fomething  lefs  than  two  years  I 
forefee  that  the  law-fuit  of  madame  du  Chatelet, 
which  detains  me  at  Bruffels,  may  continue  three 
or  four  years.  I fhall  certainly  have  time  to 

lerve 
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ferve  your  royal  highnefs,  in  th::  little  attempt, 
if  you  fhould  fo  wifli.  I likewife  forefee  that, 
if  your  royal  highnefs  fhould  hereafter  defire 
to  form  a tapeftry  manufactory  in  your  Athens, 
you  may  eafily  procure  workmen  from  this 
place.  I feem  already  to  fee  all  the  arts  afTembled 
at  Berlin,  and  trade  and  pleafure  flourifhing; 
for  I place  pleafure  in  the  rank  of  the  fineft  arts. 

Madame  du  Chatelet  has  received  the  letter 
of  your  royal  highnefs,  and  will  foon  do  herfelf 
the  honour  to  write  an  anfwer.  You  have  good 
reafon,  fir,  to  fay  that  people  ought  not  to 
quarrel  concerning  metaphyfics ; it  is  the  pro- 
vince only  of  divines  to  hate  each  other  for 
what  they  do  not  underfland.  I own  I fhould 
willingly  place  at  the  end  of  every  chapter  on 
metaphyfics,  the  L and  the  N of  the  Roman 
fenators,  which  fignified  non  liquet , and  which 
they  wrote  upon  their  tablets,  when  the  advo- 
cates had  not  fufficiently  explained  the  caufe. 

With  refpeCf  to  geometry,  I imagine  that, 
except  fome  forty  theorems  on  which  all  found 
phyfical  philofophy  is  founded,  the  remainder 
contains  little  more  than  difficult  truths,  which  in 
themfelves  are  dry  andufelefs.  I am  glad  that 
I am  not  wholly  ignorant  of,  though  I fhould  be 
forry  to  be  too  learned  in,  geometry,  and  to  give 
up  fo  many  agreeable  things  in  behalf  of  fruit- 
vol.  vi.  M m lefs 
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lefs  combinations.  I am  better  pleafed  with 
your  Anti-Machiavel  than  with  all  the  curves 
that  have,  or  have  not,  been  fquared.  I take 
more  delight  in  a good  hiftory  than  in  a theorem, 
which  may  be  true  without  being  beautiful. 

Be  affured,  fir,  that  I alfo  place  well -written 
epiflles  in  the  rank  of  pleafures,  preferable  to 
fines  and  tangents.  The  epiftle  on  falfehood 
charms  and  aftonifhes  me ; for,  though  you  are 
better  in  health  than  I am,  though  you  are  of 
an  age  in  which  genius  is  in  its  full  force,  your 
days  are  not  longer  than  ours,  and  you,  no 
doubt,  are  occupied  by  the  plans  which  you 
trace,  for  the  good  of  mankind.  You  are 
trying  your  ftrength  in  fecret,  that  you  may  be 
able  to  bear  the  fplendid  but  painful  burden, 
which  foon  will  be  laid  upon  your  fhoulders. 
Yet  is  my  Prometheus  Apollo,  whenever  he 
pleafes. 

How  fortunate  is  M.  de  Camas,  to  merit  and 
to  receive  fuch  praifes  ! I am  particularly  pleaf- 
ed with  that  crowd  of  fplendid  images,  with 
which  you.  embellifh  the  art  you  fo  much  ho- 
nour. At  this  moment  I fee  vice  an  immenfe 
and  Jiormy  ocean,  and  prefently  it  is 

Un  monjlre  couronne,  de  qui  les  JlJJJemens 
Ecartent , loin  de  lui , la  'veritefi  pure 

* A fee ptred  monfter,  whofe  hillings  drive  pure  truth  far 
from  his  prefence. 

I particularly 
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l particularly  remark  examples  drawn  from 
hiftory,  and  difcover  the  hand  which  has  heap- 
ed confufion  on  Machiavel. 

I know  not,  fir,  whether  you  wfti  be  ftill  on 
Mount  Remus  or  on  the  throne,  when  Anti- 
Machiavel  fhall  appear.  Difeafes  like  that  with 
which  the  kins;  is  afflicted  are  fometimes  tedi- 
ous.  I have  a nephew,  whom  I tenderly  love, 
who  is  abfolutely  in  the  fame  (late,  and  who,  for 
thefe  fix  months,  has  been  ftruggling  for  life. 
Whatever  may  happen,  nothing  can  increafe 
the  fentiments  of  refpedt,  and  tender  gratitude, 
with  which  I have  the  honour  to  be,  &c. 


LETTER  XCVII. 


\ 


From  the  Prince  Royal. 


MY  DEAR  FRIEND,  Inftcrburg,  July  27,  1 739. 

Here  at  length  we  are,  after  a journey 
of  three  weeks,  in  a country  which  I confider  as 
the  non 'plus  ultra  of  the  civilized  world;  a pro- 
vince but  little  known  in  Europe,  but  which 
merits,  however,  to  be  known ; fince  if  may  be 
regarded  as  the  creation  of  the  king,  my  father. 

Pruffian  Lithuania  is  a dutchy,  containing 
thirty  great  German  leagues  in  length,  and 
twenty  in  width,  though  it  narrows  toward  Sa- 
M m z mogitia. 
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mogitia.  This  province  was  ravaged  by  the 
plague,  in  the  beginning  of  the  prefent  century; 
and  more  than  three  hundred  thoufand  inhabi- 
tants perifhed,  by  difeafe  and  want.  The  court, 
ill  informed  of  the  miferies  of  the  people,  neg- 
leded  to  aid  a rich  and  fertile  province,  full  of 
inhabitants,  and  fruitful  in  every  kind  of  pro- 
duction. Difeafe  carried  off  the  people,  and 
the  lands  remained  uncultivated,  and  over- 
grown with  brambles.  The  very  cattle  were 
not  exempt  from  the  public  calamity:  in  a 
word,  the  mod  flourifhing  of  our  provinces  was 
changed  into  a molt  fearful  defert. 

In  the  mean  time,  Frederic  I.  died ; and  he 
amd  his  falfe  grandeur  were  buried  together; 
grandeur  which  only  confided  in  vain  pomp, 
and  a faftidious  difplay  of  frivolous  ceremonies. 

My  father,  his  fucceffor,  was  affe&ed  by  the 
public  mifery,  repaired  to  the  province,  and  was 
a perfonal  fpeftator  of  this  vad  country  thus  laid 
wade,  with  all  thofe  traces  which  a contagious 
difeafe,  famine,  and  the  fordid  avarice  of  mini- 
ders  had  left  behind.  Ten  or  fifteen  depopu- 
lated towns,  and  four  or  five  hundred  uninha- 
bited and  uncultivated  villages,  was  the  mourn- 
ful profpedt  which  prefented  itfelf.  Far  from 
being  difcouraged,  by  objects  like  thefe,  he  felt 
the  mod  lively  compaffion,  and  determined  to 
people  and  redore  plenty  and  commerce  to  a 

country 


CORRESPONDENCE.  533 

country  which  had  loft  the  very  form  of  a 
country. 

Since  this  time,  the  king  has  fpared  no  ex- 
pcnce,  to  fucceed  in  his  falutary  views.  He 
firft  formed  wife  regulations  ; he  then  rebuilt 
all  that  the  peftilence  had  laid  defolate,  and  fent 
for  fome  thoufands  of  families,  from  all  parts  of 
Europe.  The  lands  were  cleared,  the  country 
re-peopled  ; commerce  began  to  flourifli,  and  at 
prefent  the  country  is  more  abundant  and  fertile 
than  ever. 

Lithuania  contains  more  than  half  a million 
of  inhabitants ; the  towns  and  the  cattle  are  in- 
creafed,  and  there  is  more  wealth  and  fruitful- 
nefs  here  than  in  any  part  of  Germany  ; for  all 
of  which  it  is  indebted  to  the  king  ; who  not 
only  blued  orders  but  perfonally  took  care  that 
they  were  obeyed  ; formed  plans  and  executed 
them  himfelf ; fpared  no  care,  no  labour,  no 
fums,  however  immenfe,  no  promifes,  no  re- 
wards, that  he  might  confirm  half  a million  of 
thinking  beings,  who  are  indebted  to  him  for 
their  felicity  and  eftablifhment,  in  life  and  pro- 
fperity. 

I hope  you  will  not  be  difpleafed  with  this 
account.  Your  humanity  will  extend  to  your 
Lithuanian  brethren,  as  well  as  to  thofe  in 
France,  England,  Germany,  and  elfewhere; 
and  the  more  fo  becaufe,  to  my  great  aftonilh- 
M m 3 ment, 
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ment,  I have  pafled  through  villages  in  which 
I heard  nothing  but  French  fpoken. 

I have  difcovered  I know  not  what  of  hero- 
ifm,  in  the  generous  and  laborious  manner  in 
which  the  king  has  rendered  the  defert  habit- 
able, fertile,  and  happy ; and,  if  I am  not  de- 
ceived, you  will  have  the  fame  fenfations,  when  ' 
informed  of  the  circumflances  of  this  re-efta- 
bli  111  ment. 

J daily  expert  your  letters  from  Enghien  : I 
hope  you  there  enjoy  perfed  repofe,  and  that 
Dulnefs,  that  heavy  ftupid  deity,  will  not  dare 
to  alfault  you  in  the  arms  of  Emily.  Do  not 
forget  me,  my  dear  friend,  but  reft  perfuaded 
that  my  diftance  does  but  increafe  my  impa- 
tience to  fee  and  embrace  you.  Farewel. 

My  compliments  to  the  marchionefs,  and  the 
duke ; for  whom  Apollo  and  Bacchus  contend. 


LETTER  XCVIII. 

From  Ms  de  Voltaire . 

SIR,  Auguft  12,  17  390 

I TAKE  the  liberty  to  fend  your  royal 
highnefs  the  fecond  ad  of  Mahomet,  by  favour 
of  the  fieurs  David  Gerard  and  company.  I 

1 with 
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vvifh  the  Muffulmen  may  be  as  fuccefsful,  with 
your  royal  highnefs,  as  they  have  been  in  Mol- 
davia. I certainly  could  not  have  taken  a better 
opportunity  to  entertain  you  concerning  thefe 
infidels,  of  whom  the  world  fpeaks  more  loudly 
than  ever. 

I imagine  your  royal  highnefs  is,  at  this  mo- 
ment, on  thofe  fliores  on  which  that  fine  amber 
is  gathered  which,  thanks  to  your  goodnefs,  is 
fent  to  us  in  the  form  of  ink-flands,  and  other 
articles.  I was  always  a lofer  at  cards,  when  I 
played  with  common  fifh ; but  fince  I have 
played  with  the  amber  filh,  fent  by  your  royal 
highnefs,  I have  continually  won. 


No  more  I fear  difgrace  ; my  prince  prefides, 
And  me  prote&s,  enlightens,  loves,  and  guides. 


I will  entreat  the  luminous  flar  of  Frederic  to 
fhine  over  my  head  during  a ihort  refidence 
which  I am  going  to  make  with  the  marchionefs, 
your  fubjed,  at  Paris.  For  philofophers,  ours 
is  a very  wandering  life  ; but  our  prince,  more 
a philofopher  than  ourfelves,  is  not  lefs  ambu- 
latory. Should  I meet  any  tall  fellow  on  my 
road,  fix  feet  high,  I will  tell  him  to  go  imme- 
diately and  ferve  in  the  regiment  of  my  prince. 
And,  fhould  I ftumble  on  any  man  of  wit,  I 
M m 4 (hall 
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fhall  fay  to  him — Flow  unfortunate  that  you 

do  not  refide  at  his  court !” 

Yours,  indeed,  is  the  only  court  for  thinking 
beings.  Y our  royal  highnefs  knows  what  others 
are  : that  of  France  is  a little  more  gay,  fince 
the  king  has  ventured  to  be  in  love.  He  is  at 
prefent  in  the  train  of  becoming  a great  man, 
for  he  has  feeling.  Woe  be  to  the  hardened 
heart.  God  bleffes  the  affedlionate  foul.  In- 
fen Ability  has  I know  not  what  of  reprovable  ; 
for  which  reafon  St.  Therefa  defined  the  devil 
to  be  the  wretched  being  that  is  incapable  of 
love. 

We  hear  of  nothing,  at  Paris,  but  feflivals 
and  fire-works.  I know  not  how  much  money 
is  fquandered  in  powder,  and  fky-rockets.  Mo- 
ney formerly  was  expended  in  pleafures  of  the 
underflanding ; and,  when  Louis  XIV.  gave 
feflivals,  they  were  regulated  by  men  like  Cor- 
neille, Moliere,  Quinault,  Lulli,  and  Le  Brun. 
I am  chagrined  to  be  told  of  a feflival  fo  mo- 
mentary, which  confifls  of  nothing  but  noife, 
crowd,  and  a few  diamonds.  I wifh  it  fhould 
defcend  to  poflerity.  Our  mailers,  the  Romans, 
underflood  thefe  things  better  : their  amphi- 
theatres, and  triumphal  arches,  built  for  fome 
folemn  day,  flill  pleafe  and  afford  us  information. 
We  raife  a fcaffold  in  the  place  de  Greve,  where 

the 
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the  day  before  fome  thieves  have  been  broken 
on  the  wheel ; and  fire  cannon  from  the  town- 
hall.  I could  rather  wifh  thefe  cannons  wrere 
planted  to  batter  down  the  town -hall,  which  is 
built  in  the  word  tade  poffible ; and  that  the 
money  fpent  in  fquibs  was  employed  in  erect- 
ing another.  A prince  who  builds  neceffarily 
caufes  the  arts  to  fiourifh  : painting,  fculpture, 
and  engraving  are  the  attendants  of  architecture. 
One  fine  edifice  is  dedined  for  mufic ; another 
for  comedy.  At  Paris,  we  have  neither  any 
theatre  for  comedy  nor  opera  ; and,  from  a con- 
tradiction too  worthy  of  ourfelves,  the  mod  ex- 
cellent works  are  reprefented  on  the  viled  the- 
atres. Good  dramatic  writings  are  found  in 
France,  and  fine  theatres  in  Italy. 

I talk  of  nothing  but  pleafures  to  your  royal 
highnefs,  while  you  are  ferioudy  combating 
Machiavel,  for  the  good  of  mankind.  But  I 
aCt  according  to  my  vocation,  as  my  prince 
does  according  to  his ; at  the  mod,  I can  but 
armife  ; he  is  dedined  to  indruCt  mankind. 

I am,  &x. 


L E T- 


533 


POSTHUMOUS  WORKS. 


LETTER  XCIX. 


From  the  Prince  Royal. 


Koenigfberg,  Auguft  9,  1739. 


I. 


TJTHOR  fublime  ! Enchanting  friend 
Whofe  ftreams  Pierian  ever  flow, 

So  pure,  fo  plenteous,  and  fo  full ; 

Nor  ebbs  nor  fhallows  ever  know  ! 


II. 

In  Lithuania’s  frozen  climes 
Your  mighty  genius  is  renown’d  ; 
Here  have  I feen  your  tragic  mufe 
Falfe  zeal  and  bigot  pride  confound. 


III. 

Your  philofophic  works  are  mine  ; 
Your  travell’d  baron  too  is  here  ; 

With  all  which  you  fo  well  have  faid. 
In  honour  of  the  great  Moliere. 

IV. 

What,  blindly  flill  a fon  like  this. 
Ungrateful  France,  canft  thou  negleft  ! 
Yet,  with  thy  honours  and  thy  wealth. 
Thy  dull  academy  protect ! 


In  reality,  I am  certain  thefe  forty  heads, 
that  are  paid  for  thinking  and  employed  to 
write,  do  not  perform  half  the  work  that  you 
do ; and  that,  if  we  could  eftimate  or  weigh 
thought,  the  whole  ideas  of  that  numerous  bo- 
dy. 
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dy,  colle&ively,  would  kick  the  beam,  if  weigh- 
ed againft  yours.  The  fciences  are  attainable 
by  all  men  ; but  the  art  of  thinking  is  the  mod 
uncommon  gift  Nature  has  to  beftow. 

Banifh’d  tl\e  fchools  this  art  has  been  ; 

'Nor  ever  was  with  pedant  feen. 

The  holy  inquifition  would 
Prohibit  thinking,  if  they  could. 

For  moft,  who  wear  the  facred  veil. 

Do  thinking  cordially  deteft. 

The  filly  mob  pretend  this  art 
Is  theirs,  they’ve  all  the  rules  by  heart ; 

While  Flatt’ry  vows,  in  humble  tone, 

’Tis  to  her  patron  only  known. 

Ignorance,  wide  eyed,  believes  ’tis  found 
In  fome  uncouth,  unmeaning  found ; 

And  wond’ring  he^rs  Hyperbole  explain 
An  art,  which  Wifdom  fcarcely  can  attain  ! 

Among  a hundred  perfons,  who  imagine  they 
think,  there  is  fcarcely  one  who  thinks  for  him- 
felf;  the  remainder  have  only  fome  two  or  three 
ideas,  which  keep  their  rotation,  without  change, 
or  affuming  any  new  form.  And  even  the 
hundredth  will  perhaps  think  what  fome  other 
has  before  thought,  and  not  poifefs  genius,  and 
a creative  imagination.  Thefeare  the  qualities 
that  multiply  ideas,  and  fearch  the  relations 
which  exift  between  things,  of  which  the  inat- 
tentive man  has  fcarcely  any  perception ; and 
this  fearch  is  the  effential  power  which,  accord- 
ing to  me,  is  peculiar  to  the  man  of  genius. 

This 
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This  rare  and  precious  gift,  no  art  of  fpeecli 
Has,  ever  yet,  invented  rules  to  teach  ! 

Nature,  or  avaricious,  poor,  or  fage, 

Scarcely  bellows  it  more  than  once  an  age* 

But  thine  it  is,  no  matter  how,  or  why  ; 

I’ll  walle  no  time  to  prove,  what  none  deny. 

Three  forts  of  works,  which  have  fallen  from 
your  pen,  have  arrived  here  in  fix  weeks.  I 
imagine  that  there  is,  in  fome  part  of  France,  a 
feledt  fociety  of  men,  of  equal  and  high  genius,, 
who  labour  together,  and  publifh  their  works 
under  the  name  of  Voltaire ; as  another  fociety 
do  theirs,  under  the  name  of  Trevoux.  If  this 
be  a rational  opinion,  I will  become  a trinita- 
rian ; for  I begin  to  perceive  a fhade  of  mean- 
ing, in  that  myflery,  which  Chriftians  have  hi- 
therto believed  to  be  incomprehenftble. 

What  I have  received  of  Mahomet  appears  to 
me  to  be  excellent  I cannot  judge  of  the 
fhell,  till  I fee  the  whole  body  : but  the  verifi- 
cation, in  my  opinion,  is  nervous,  and  inter- 
fperfed  with  portraits,  and  characters,  which 
give  fuccefs  to  works  of  imagination. 

You  have  no  need,  my  dear  Voltaire,  of  the 
eloquence  of  M.  de  Valori ; for  you  are  fo  cir- 
cumftanced,  that  your  reputation  can  neither 
be  diminifhed  nor  increafed. 

* THe  Berlin  edition,  by  fome  ftrange  miftake,  reads  recent.  T. 

In 
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In  vain  would  rancorous  Envy  foam  and  rage, 

The  foe  of  man,  afflicted  at  his  weal ! 

The  reptile  dates  her  birth  on  that  bright  day 
When  Fame  firfl  fees  the  light ; and  oft,  with  touch 
Impure,  her  venom  fheds  o’er  Hiflory’s  page  $ 

Nay, tries  to  blaft  the  laurels  on  your  brow  ! 

Your  foul,  in  love  with  all  the  arts,  has  long 
Well-earn’d  renown  by  many  a labour  won. 

Newton  your  guide,  and  Emily  your  friend, 

Thuanus  and  great  Maro  you  furpafs. 

EIow  vaft  or  oppoftte  foe’er  the  theme, 

Your  fun  with  equal  fplendor  darts  his  rays. 

More  potent  far  that  fplendour  is,  with  me, 

Than  is  the  mifty  malice  of  your  foes. 

I am,  with  perfect  efteem. 

My  dear  Voltaire, 

Your  very  affectionate  friend. 

P.  S.  If  you  fee  the  duke  d’Aremberg,  pre- 
fent  my  compliments,  and  tell  him  that  two 
lines  in  French,  under  his  hand,  would  give 
me  more  pleafure  than  a thoufmd  German  let- 
ters, in  the  true  chancery  ftyle. 

' ■"■urn. 

LETTER  C. 

From  the  Prince  Royal. 

From  the  Royal  Stables  of  Pruffia, 
Auguft  1 J,  1739. 

At  length,  mod  wifely  bidding  pack 
Off  with  the  poifon,  and  the  quack, 
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Snares  and  aflaflins  you  efcape, 

And  truft  the  life-infpiring  grape. 

Forphyfic  now  Tokay  you  take, 

And  me  henceforth  your  do&or  make  ! 

Agreed  ! — The  weighty  charge  be  mine  : 

My  noftrum  is  Hungarian  wine. 

Each  other’s  dodtor  we’re  affign’d  ; 

I for  the  body,  you  the  mind. 

I am  glad  to  learn  that  the  Hungarian  wine 
is  arrived  at  Bruffels,  and  foon  hope  to  hear  you 
have  drank  of  it,  and  that  it  has  done  you  as 
much  good  as  I expe£L  I am  told  you  gave  a 
charming  banquet  to  the  duke  d’Aremberg, 
Madame  Charolet,  and  the  daughter  of  fhe 
Count  de  Laurai,  of  which  I was  glad  ; for  it  is 
good  to  prove,  by  example,  to  all  Europe,  that 
knowledge  and  gallantry  are  not  incompatible. 

Old  dotards,  long  (hut  up  in  cell. 

Whom  words  in  lieu  of  wifdom  fwell, 

Remote  from  man,  immur'd  with  books, 

Betray  that  horror,  in  their  looks, 

In  which  they  hold  the  merry  race. 

Who- turn  to  farce  their  wife  grimace. 

Tho’  they  with  virulence  declaim 
Of  tafle,  they  fcarcely  know  the  name. 

Exteriors  all  their  cares  engage  ; 

They  fearch  the  gown,  to  find  the  fage  ; 

And  deem  a work  or  learn’d,  or  wife, 

Not  from  its  fenfe,  but  from  its  fize. 

The  vulgar  herd,  with  error  fraught, 

From  dawning  infancy,  are  taught, 
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When  cumbrous  word-monger’s  extoll’d, 

Wifdom’s  own  image  they  behold ! 

That  man  might  in  its  blefiings  {hare, 

Heav’n  deign’d  at  length  to  form  Voltaire ! 

In  colouring,  which  more  brightly  glows, 

Philofophy  once  more  arofe  1 
Reftor’d,  ador’d,  courageous,  ftrong, 

-Crowding  admirers  round  her  throng  ! 

Depths  into  which,  with  ardent  eye, 

Newton  alone  was  form’d  to  pry, 

Tow’rd  which  the  commentating  race, 

In  vain,  a gloomy  path  would  trace, 

Thefe  thou  haft  enter’d,  what  though  rude, 

And  round  them  many  a flow’r  haft  ftrew’d  2 

Ye  doctors,  who,  from  book  to  book, 

Hunt  Folly,  with  fuch  folemn  look, 

Behold,  what  though  with  glance  uncouth. 

How  pleafant  is  the  road  of  truth  ! 

Your  gloomy,  thorny,  route  forfake  ; 

And  condefcend  this  road  to  take. 

I wait  with  impatience  for  the  following  acts 
of  Mahomet.  I have  no  doubt  of  your  fuccefs* 
but  am  perfuaded  this  lingular  tragedy  willfhine 
forth,  with  new  charms. 

Thy  conquering  mufe  her  banners  having  borne 
O’er  half  the  world,  would  Afia  next  adorn, 

And  fubjugate  ; th’  impoftor’s  arts  detedt ; 

And  paint  the  horrors  of  a bigot-fedt. 

Blefs’d  be  her  progrefs  ! May  her  virtuous  fteel 
The  Zealot  fpare,  but  reach  the  heart  of  Zeal ! 


I had 
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I had  been  told  that  I fhould  find  Machiave! 
defeated,  in  the  political  notes  of  Amelot  de  la 
Houffaye;  and  in  Gordon’s  tranflation.  Both 
thefe  works,  judicious  and  excellent  in  their  kind, 
I have  read  ; but  have  been  pleafed  to  fee  that 
my  plan  was  of  a very  different  nature.  I (hall 
endeavour  to  complete  this  plan,  on  my  return  ; 
you  fhall  be  the  firft  to  fee  the  work ; nor  fhall 
it  be  feen,  by  the  public,  till  approved  by  you. 
1 have  however  been  as  induftrious  as  travelling, 
the  tribute  which  Birth,  as  it  is  faid,  is  obliged 
to  pay  to  Indolence,  and  languor  would  permit 
me  to  be. 

I fhall  be  at  Berlin  on  the  18th,  and  will  then 
fend  you  my  preface  to  the  Henriade,  that  it 
may  obtain  the  feal  of  your  approbation. 

Adieu,  my  dear  Voltaire.  Be  kind  enough 
to  prefent  every  affurance  of  efteem  to  the 
marchionefs  du  Chatelet  and  fcold  the  duke 
d’Aremberg  a little,  for  being  fo  flow  in  his 
reply.  I know  not  which  of  us  is  the  moft  oc- 
cupied, but  I well  know  which  is  the  moft  idle. 

I am,  with  all  potTible  aiTedtion,  my  dear 
Voltaire, 

Your  perfed:  friend. 


END  OF  VOL.  VI. 
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